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Loues Labour s loft. 



jiilus Pitimtu. 



enter Ferdinand King of Namrre, Berowne , Lon? am U 
and Dtunane. 

Ferdinand . 

Fame, that all hunt after in their lines. 
Liuercgiftredvpon our brazen Tombes, 
li * n , d chcn gracc : vsin thedifgrace of death '* 
When fpight of cormorant deuouring Time 
_ iFpISi Th*endeuour of thisprefent breath may buy i 
i hat honour which (hall bate his (ythes kcenc edge 

And makevsheyresofall cternide. ®* 

Therefore braue conquerors, for fo you are 
That warreagainft your owne affections, * 

And the huge Annie of the worlds defires 
Ourlate edia (hall ftrongly ftand in force 
JVanarfhallbethe wonder of the world. ’ 1 

OurCourt Ihall be a little Academe , 

•Still and contemplatiuein liuing Art, 

You three, B erdrPhe, r Duwaine ) and LonrauUl' 

Haue fworne for three yeercs terme, to line with met 
My fellow fchollers, and to kcepe thofe ftacutes 
inatarc recorded in this (cedule heerc 
Your oat hes are paft , and now fubferibe your names 
That h.s owne hand may ftrike his honour downf 
That violates the fmallett branch herein • * 

If you arearm’d to doe, asfworneto doe 
Subfcnbe toy our deepe oathes, and kccpcit to, 
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tones Labour slop* 

LoneauiW arorefolu’d/cis but a three yeerei faft: 

The minde fliall banquet, though the body pine. 

Fat paunches haue leanc pates : and daimie bits 
Make rich the ribs, but banquerout the wits. 

Dumane. MylouingLotd, Dtimane is mortified. 

The groller manner of thefe worlds delights. 

He throwes vpon the grolle worlds bafer flaucs : 

T-o loue, to wealth, topompe I pine and die, 

With all thcl'c lining in Philofophic. 

Bercwne. I can but fay their protcftationoucr,; 

So much, deerc Liege, I haue already fwonic. 

That is, to Hue and ftudy heere three yecres. 

But there arc other drift obferuanccs : 

As not to fee a woman in ihatterme, 

Which 1 hope .wellis not enrolled there. „ 

And one day in a.wecke to touch no food : 

And but one mcale on euery day befidc : 

The which I hope is not enrolled there. 

And then to fltfepe but three houies in thenighty 
And not be feenc to winke of all the day. 

When I was wont to thinkc no harmcall night, , 

And make a darke night too of hal fe the day : 

Which I hope well is not enrolled there. . 

O, thefe are barren taskes. too bard to keepe, 

Not to fee Lady cs, ftudy, faft, not fl'eepc . 

Ferd. Your oath ispaft, to pafle away from thefe* 

Ber ore. Letmefayno my Licdge, and if youplcafc, .. 

I onely fworctoftudy with your grace. 

And ftayheereinypur Courtfor three yeeresfpace. 

Longa. Youiworc totjaat Bercwne, and to the reft..... 
Berov. By yea and nay fir, then I fwore in ieft„ 

What isthe end of ftudy, let me know i 

Fee. W% that to know whicbeHe.vvcfhould not know. 

Ber. Things hid &bard(youmeane) Irons common feefe 

Ferd. I , that is ftudies gpd>likc recompence. 

Bero. Come on then, I will fweare to ftudy, jb, . 

To know the thing I am forbid to know : 

Asthus, toftudy where I well may dine , 

When Ltoe faft cxprefiely am. forbid. .. 



Lottes Labour / loft. 

Or ftudy whereto roeete feme Miftreflc fine, 

W hen M iftrelles from common fenfe arc hid; 

Or hauing fworne too hard a Jteeping oath, 

Studie to breake it, and not breake my troth. 

If ftudies gaine be thus, and thisbefoe, \ 

Studie knowes that which yet it doth not know, 

Swenre me to this, and.I will nec’rc fay no. 

Ferd. Thefe be the ftops that hinder ftudiequite. 

And traine ourintcllefts to vaine delight. 

Ber. Why ?alldelightsarcvaine,andthatmoftvaine 
Which with paiae purchas’d, doth inhcric paine, 

Aspainefully to poare vpon a Books , 

To fecke thelight of truth, while truth the while 
Dothfalfcly blindc the eyc-fight of his locke s 
Light {ccking light, doth light of light beguile 
So ereyou finde where lighdn darkeneffelies. 

Your light growes darke by loofingof your eyes® 

Studie me how to pleafe the eye indeede. 

By fixing it vpon a fairer eye,: \ 

Who dazling fo, thar eye (hall be his heed, 

Andgiue him light chat it was blinded by, 

Studie is like the heauens glorious Sunhe, s < . 

That will not be deepc fcarch’d with fawey lookes : 

Small haue continual! plodders euerwonne, 

Saue bafe authority from others Bookes. ^ i 

Thefe Earthly Godfathers of heauens lights. 

That giue a name to euery fixed Starre, 

Haue no more profit of their finning nights, 

Then thofe that walkc and wot not what they are,- 
Too much to know, isto knownouglhtbut fame a 
And euery Godfather can giue a name, 

Fer. How well hec’s read, to reafon agsinft reading j . 

FDum. Proceeded well, to ftbpall good proceeding*: 

Lon. Hceweedesthecorne,and {fill lets grow the weeding; 
Ber. The fpfing is nearc when greenegeefte arc abreedmg, , 
Dy.m. Howfollowcsthat. ? 

Ber. Fit in his place and time.: 

F) urn. In reafon nothing. 

Ber. Something then in rime. 

A 3 Ferd. , 
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toues Labour s loft* 

Ter A. Berowne islike an enuious fncaping Eroft, 

Before the birds haue any caufe to tag . t . 

Why fiiould I ioy in any aborttue birth . 

At Chriftmas I no more defirc a role. 

Then wilh a Snow in Mayes new fangled ihowes ; 

But likeof each thing that in fcafon growes. 

So you to fludie now it is too late, , , 

That weretoclytnbe ore the houfe to vnlockc th, gate. 

Per Well, fit you out, goe home Berowne: adue. 

Ber No my good Lord, I haue fworneto flay with you: 

And though I W for Barbarifme fpoke more, 

Then for that Angcll knowledge you can lay. 

Yet confident Ilckeepe what 1 hauefworne. 

And bide the penance of each three yeates daye. 

Giue me the paper, letme reade the fame, 

And to the drifted decrees lie write my name. 

Ter. How well this yeelding refeues thee from (hamc, 

Ber. Item. That no woman ihall come within a oule of 

Court. 

Hath this beene proclaimed ? 

Lon* Fouredayesagoe. 

Ber. Let’s fee the penaltic. 

On painc of looting her tongue. 

Whodeuis’d thispenalcie *. 

AoK.Marry that did I. 

Ber. SweetcLord, andwhy? 

Lon. To fright them hence with that dread penamc, 

tearmeof three yecres, he Ihall endure fuch publikefliamc, as 
the reft of the Court fliall poflibly dcuife. 

Ber. This Article my Liedgc your felfe mult breaRe, 
Forwcllyouknow herecomcsin Embame 
The French Kings daughter, with your felfe to fpeake: 

A Miide of grace and compleatemaieftic, 

Aboutfurrcndcrvp of Aquitaine'. 

To her decrepit, ficke, and bed*rid Father, Therefore 
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hones Labours L ft. 

Therefore this article is made inraine. 

Or vainely comes th’admired Princefle hither. 

Ter. What fay you Lords ? 

Why, this was quite forgot. 

Ber. So fluditcuermorcisouerfhor, 

While it doth ftudy to haue what it would, 

It doth forget to doe the thing it ihould : 

'And when it hath the thing it hunteth mod, 

’Tis won as tdwnes with fire, fo won, fo loft. 

Ter. Wee muft of force difpence with this Decree, 
She muft lye here on meere neceflity. 

Ber. Neceflity will make vs both forfworae 
Three thoufand times within this three yeercs fpaee. s 
For euery man with his affeds is borne, 

Notby roightmaftrcd.but by fpeciall grace. 

If I breakefaith,this word (hall breake for me, 
l am forfworne on meere ncccflitie; 

So to the Lawes at large I write my name. 

And he that breakes them in the lead degree. 

Stands in attainder of eternal! ftiame. 

Suggcftionsarc toothersasto mee: 

But I belecue although I feemc fo loth, 
lam chelaft that willlaftkeepe his oth. 

But is there no quickerecreation granted l 

Fer. I that there is, our Court you know is hanted i 
With a refined trauailer of Spaine , 

A man in all the worlds new faihion planted, 
Thathathamincofphrafesin hisbraine : 

One, who the Muficke of his owne vaine tongue,' 

Doth rauifli like inchanting harmonic .• 

A man ot complements whom right and wrong 
Kauechofeas vmpire of thek mutinic. 

This childe of faneie that Armada hight, 

For interim to our ftudies fhallrelate. 

In high- borne words che worth ofmanya Knight s 
From tawny Spaine loft in the worlds debate. 

How youdelight my LordsI know not I, 

But I protefl I iouetoheai'e hira lie, 

Andl will vfe him for my MinfeelfWa 
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l,oues Labour's loft, 

Bert. Armado is amoft illuftrious W1 fe D h r ‘ 

A manoffire, new wor d s , fa fluons o wne Kiugnt. 

Ltn. fcftard thcfwaine and he, fnall be out lport, 

And fo to iludic, three yeetes is but fliorc. 

enter a Confidlemth Cofiard with a Letter. 

Confi. Which is the Dukes owne perfon? 

Ber. This fellow. What would’ftf . 

fen. 1 my felfc reprehend his owne perfon, for I am his graces 
Tharborough.- but I would fee his owne perlon in ficlh and 
blood. 

Ber. Thisishe. 

Con. Signcor Arrne, Arme commends you : 

There*s villanie abroad, this letter will tell you more. 

Clow. Sir the Contempts thtreof are as touching roee. 

Fer. A letter from the magnificent Armado. 

Ber. How low foeuer the matter, I hope mGod tor high 

words. ’ , . _ 

Lon , A high hope for a low hcaucn,God grant vs patience. 

Ber A o heareor forb eare hearing. 

Lon. To heare meckely fir, and to laugh moderately, ©r to 

forbeare both. . 

Ber. Well fir, be it as the ftile fliall giue vs caufe to climcm 

the merrindfe. . 

Clow. The matter is to me fir, as concerning Iaquenetta. 
The manner of it is, I was taken with the manner . 

Ber. Inwhatmanner? ■; 

C.le. In manner and forme following fir, all thole three. I was 
fccne with her in the Manuor houfe, fitting with hervponthe 
Forme, and taken following her into the Parke r which put to- 
gether is in manner and forme following. Now nr tor the man- 
ner jit is the manner of a man to fpeake to a woman, for t ac 
forme in fomc forme. 

Ber. For the following fir. 

Clow . Asit flull follow in my correction, and God defend 
the right. 

Fer. Will you hearc this Letter with attention l 
Ber. As wee would heare an Oracle, 

C‘°* 








Loues Labour* s loft, 

£lo. Such is the Gmplicitic of man te harken afrerthe Bcih. 

Ferdinan 0 

G Reat D eputie y the Welkins Vicegerent^ and foie dominxter 
if Nauar, my Joules earths God, and bodies fojlringpatronez 
Cofi, Nor a word of fofiardytt. 

Ferd » So it is* 

Cofi % It may be fo: but if he fay it is Co, he is in telling 
fttttfon 

Ford. Peaces 

Cion. Be to me, and euery man thac dares not fight, 

Ferd. No words, 

Clow. Of other mens fecrcts I befeech you. 

Ferd, So it is befieged with fable coloured melancholy 3 1 did 
commend the blacks opprejfing humour to the mo Ft wholefomc 
Phy (ickf of thy health-giuing ay re : And as lam a Gentleman , 
bet 00 be my felfe to walks : the time when ? about the fixt ho ure 9 
when beafts mo flgrafe thirds bejl pecks, an ^ ™ en fi* downe to that 
itourifbment which is called [upper: fo much for the time When* 
Now for the ground which ? which Imcanelwalkt vpen, it is 
ycliped. Thy Parke. Then for the place where ? where Imeane / 
did encounter that obfeene and mofiprepofierouseuentthat draw - 
ethfrom my /now-white pen the ebon coloured Inks y which heere 
thou viewefiy beholdejlyfurueyefiyor feefi.But to the place where? 

It fiandeth jfjrth North~eafl and by £afi from the Weft corner 
of thy curious knotted garden ; there did I fee that low fpirited 
Swaine , that bafe lMihow of thy myrth , ( Clown . M«e i ) that 
unlettered / mail knowing foule 3 ( [low m VlC that fallow vajfal 
( Cl 0 ™* Still mee f ) which as I remember , hight Collar d, (flow* 
Q m) for ted and conforted contrary to thy efiablijhed proclaimed 
FdiU and continent Cannon : which with } 6 without with this 
l pajjion to fay wherenith: 

Clo. With a Wench. 

Ferd, With a childe of our grandmother Eue, a female) or 
forthy more fweetevnderfianding a woman : him , I (as my euer 
efieemed duty prickes me on )hauejent to thee f to recetue the meed 
ofpumfhmentbytbjfwcte graces Officer Anthony 
of goodrepute y carriage , bearings & efiimation, 

Anth. Me, an’tlhallpleaic youMam Anthony Dull. 

Ferd. For Iscjuenetta (fo is the weaker vejfell called ) which I 

B apprehended 





160 



170 

iiIh 



180 





210 220 230 240 




250 




260 
I 



270 280 



290 



300 









tones Labours lojh 

■ U»uJi>A with the afore fid Sweioe, I keepeher AS A ttejfcL 
VZ law esfui it, and Jhjat the le.fi of thyfwcet nonce, hung 
her tot nail. Thine tn all complements. of denoted andhcart^Hr- 
win <t heat of dutieo 

Don Adriano dc A^mado* 

Ten This is not fo well as I looked for, but the befttfcatc- 

beft for the worft. But firra, What fay you to this? 
flow. Sir I confeiTe the Wench. 

Ter. Didyouheare the Proclamation? „ , 

Clo . I doc confeiTe much of .the hearing it, but little or tn® c 

353 J k ,n S l [fw« proclaimed a yeercsimprifonment to be taken 

' W ' flo^.1 was taken with none fir,l was taken with a DainefelL 
Fer. Well, jt was proclaimed Damofell. . 

C/w.This was no Damofell ney ther fir, She was a Virgin, 

Fer. It is fo varied too, for it was proclaimed Virgin. 
flow. If it were , 1 denic her Virginity ’• 1 was taken with » 
Maide. 

Fer . This Maid ihall not ferue your tutnefin 
Clow. This Maide will ferue my turne fir. 

Kin. Sir I will pronounce your fcntcncc: You flj.au fan s, 
Weeke with Branne and water. , 

Clow. 1 had rather pray a Moneth with Mutton 6c Porridge. 
Km. And Don zArmado fhall be your keeper. 
My.Lord.5mw»<?,fec him deliuer’dorc, 

And goe we Lords to put in praif ice that, 

Which each to other hath fo ftrongly fwornc. 

Tcro. lie lay my head to any good mans hat, 

T hefe oathes and lawes will proue an idle lcorne . 

Sirracomeon. 

Clow. I fuffer for the truth fir : for true it is, I was taken 
with Iacjaencttajie. Iacjuenetta isa true girlc,and therefore wel» 
come the towie cup of profperit'.e, affliction may one day toil© 
againe,andvntill then fic,downcforrow. £xit> 

Enter Armado and Moth bis page. 

Arm a. Boy- , What figns is it. when, a Man of great fpine. 

grows® .... 
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hones Labours loft. _ 

growes melancholy i*. 

Boj. A great figne fir, that he will tooke fad. 

Brag. Why Pfadneffc is one and the felfe- fame thing dearc 
impe. 

Boy, No no , O Lord fir no. 

Brag . How canftchou part fadnelTe and melancholy my ten* 

dcr Iuuenall? 

Boy. By a familiar demonftration of the working, my tough 
figneur. 

Brag. Why tough figneur ? Why tough figneur ? 

Boy. Why tender ItwenaU* Why tender Iuuenalll 
Brag. I fpokc it tender Imtenall, as a congruent apachacefn, 
appertaining to thy yong daies, which we may nominate tender. 

Boy. And I tough figneur, as an appertinent title to your olde 
time, which wc may name tough. 

Brag. Pretty and apt. 

■ Boy. Howmeane you fir, I pretty, and my faying apt or I 
apt, and my faying pretcie ? 

Brag. Thou pretriebccaufe little. 

Boy. Little pretty, becaufe little : wherefore apt ? 

Brag. And therefore, bccaufe quicke. 

Boy. Spcake you this in my prayfe Matter .? ' 

Brag. Inthy condignepraife. 

Boy. I willptaife an Eele withthe fame praife. 

Brag. What ? that an Eeleis ingenuous. 

Boy. That an Eelcisquickc. 

Brag. I doe fay thou art quicke in anfwers. Thou heat’tt raj 
blond. 

Boy. I am shfwefd fir. 

Brag. Ilouenottobecroft. 

Boy. He fpeakes the meere contrary, croffesloue not him. 
Br, I fiaue promis’d to ftudy iij.yecres with the Duke. 

Boy. You may doc it in an hourefir. 

Brag. Impoflible. 

Boy. How many is onethtice tolde l 

Bra. I am ill at reckning, it fits the fpirit of a T spfttrr. 

Boy. You are a gentleman and a gatnefter fir. 

Brag. I . confeile both, they are both che varnifli of -a com* 
,plat man. ' -‘3 
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Imes Labour slop 

Soy. Then I am Cure you know how much the groffefum 

iqF dcuf-ace amounts to. 

Br«v. It ck th amount to one more then two. 
jiov Which the bafe vulgar call three. 

Hr Ttue B or. Why fir is this fuch a peece of ftudy ? Now 
beer’s* three ftudied, ere you’ll thrice wink, &how eafieitisto 
put yeercs to the ^ord three, and ftudy three yeeresm tw» 
words the dancing horfe will tell you. 

Brag.. A mofi fine Figure. 

for aSouldiertoloue; fo am 1 in loue with a bafe Wench. It 

prifoncr , and ranforac him to any French Courtier for a 
new deuis’d curtfie. I thinkc fcorne tofigh, mcthinkU (hould 
out-fweare Cupid. Comfort mee Boy What great men hau© 
bcenein loue? 

Boy. Hercules Matter. . . , _ 

Bra<r. Moft fwecc Hercules', more authorme deere Boy , 
name mere 5 and fweet raychildc let them be men ofgood re- 
route and carriage. 

Boy. Samffort Matter he was a man ofgood carnage, greae 
Sarriage/or he carried the Towue-gateson his backe likcaPor° 
ler : and he was in loue, 

B rag. O well- knit Sampfon , ftrong ioynted Sampfon ; Ido® 
excellthcein my rapier, as much as thoudidft mee in carrying 
gates. I am in loue too. Who yvitSampfons louemydsare Moth* 
Boy* A Woman . Matter. 

' Brag. Of what complexion ? 

Boy. Of allihcfourejGs.the three, onhetwo, oroneof thf 
fourco 

Brag. Tell mee precifely of what complexion f 
Boy. Ofthe fea-water Greene fir. 

Brag. I sthat one of the foure complexions? 

Boy, As I haue read fir ; and thebeft of them to©. 

Brag, , Greene indeed is the colour of Louers: butte haociu 
£ou<s.of that colour, me ihii\kes Sampfen had fmaUrcafoafor is* 
2 hcsibrhcrwto . 

■ rT . * - -- -- — ----- 
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Loues Labour's l 'oft. 

Boy. Tt wasfo fir , for (he had a grecne wit. 

Brag. Meloueismoft immaculate white and red. 

Boy. Moft immaculate thoughts Matter , are mask’d vnder 
fuch colours. 

Brag. Define, define, well educated infant. 

Boy. My fathers witte, and my mothers tongue aflift mee. 

Brag. Sweet inuocation ©f achilde,nsott pretty and pathe*y 
licall. 

Boy. If (he be made of white and red, 

Her faults will nere be knownc : 

ForbIu(h-in checkes by faults are bred,. 

Andfearesby pale white (howne : 

Then if flic feare, or be to blame. 

By this you (hall not know, 

For (fill her checkcs polletfe the fame. 

Which natiue (he doth owe : 

A dangerous rime matter againft thereafon of white and red. 

Brag, [stherenota Ballet Boy, of the King and the Bagger f 

Boy. The world was very guilty of fuch aBallec fome three 
ages fince, but I thinke now ’tis not to be found : or if ic were, 
it would neither feme for the writing, nor the tune. 

Brag. I will haue that fubieft newly writ ore, that I may ex- 
ample my digreffion by fomc mighty prefident. Boy, I doe 
loue that Countrey girle that I tooke in the Parke with the ratio- 
nail hinde Cofiard : (lie deferu.es welli 

Boy. To be whip’d : and yet a better loue then my Matter, 

Brag. Sing Boy, my fpirit growes heauy in loue. 

Boy. And r bat’s great marueil,louing a light wench. 

Brag. 1 fay fing. 

Boy. Forbeare till this company be paft« 

■ . ' ; / ! 

Enter flowney Co»J}able f _ and Wench, 

Conjf. Sir , the Dukes pleafure, is that you kcepe foftardl 
ftfe, and y ou mutt let him take no delight, nor no penance, but 
ihcerouftfaft three dayes a wcefce: for this Damfcll.l mutt keeps: 
her at the Paikc,(he is alowd for the Day* woman. Fare you well. . 

Exit.. 

Brag. I doe betray my felfe withblulhing; Maide, 

B j * LMaid'.. 
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loues labours 

wUtvific thee at ihcLodg*. 

Maid. That’s hereby. 

Brat. I know where it is fituate. 

^.Lotdhowwilcyouare. 

Brag. I will tell thee wonders. 

M4. With whaeface ? , 

Brat. 1 loue thee. 

Mat So l heard you fay. 

Bra?, And To farewell. ^ 

mL Fairc weather after yoU; 

r “^c,inahop.w ta .aoei,«i B uaoc itM . f uu ft ^ 

( ir?L werefaft and loofe : thou flulc to pnfon. 
il^Weli, iftticrlttoe fcttterrrertitdryesof dtfoUttin 
rim 1 hare fane, fome (hall fee. 

%-fa?5SSS •■> be Client in their words .andthere- 
fore IwillVay nothing;! thanke God.I haueas little patience as 

«nother man a whichis' bale ) where 

her (hooe ( which is bafer) guided by her foote( which is bafcft) 
doth tread. I (hall be forlworne (which is a 8^ c 
falfhood) it I loue.Aad how can that be true done .^ h » 
i„ attempted l Lone is a familiar, Loue is a Diueil. Thereisno 

euill * ngell but Loue, yet Sampfin wasfo tempted and hehad 

Oubb^^drhcrefore too much ods for-, a Spaniards Rapier:The 
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tones labours loft, 

firft and fecondcaufc will not feruc my turne r thePaffado hee 
yefpetts noc,the Duello he regards noc ; his difgraceis to be cal- 
led Boy, but his glorie is tofubdue men. Aduc Valour, run Ra- 
wer* be (till Drum, for your manager is in loue i yea he louetb. 
Aflift me 1‘ome cxcemporall god of Riifie, for I am lure I (ball 
turoe Sonnet. DeuifjLWit ,, write pen, fori am for wftole vo- 
lumes in folio. Exit* 

Tints zA 51 m Print as". 





jittus Seemdtu . 




Sntir thePrincejfe of France, with three attending Lathes, ana, 
three L ords 0 

Boyet. Now Madam fummon vpyour dear eft fpirits,% 
Confidcr who the King your father fends: 

To whom he fends, and what’s his Bmbalfie. 

Your felfcheld precious in the worlds efteeme, 

To parlee with the folc inheritour 
Of all perfections that a man may owe, 

Mitchlefle Nauarre , the plea of no lefle weighs 
Then ^Aquitaine, a Dowrie for a Qu ccnc . 

Be now as prodigall of all deare grace. 

As Nature was in making Graces deare, ' 

When (he did. ftarue the generall world befidej :. 

And prodigally gauethem all to you. 

yHuycne. Good h.Boyet,my thought but mcanSj , 

Ncedsnot the painted flourifhof your praifes 
Beauty is hought by judg^itfemof tho eye, 

Not vttered by bafe fayle of chapmens tongues: 
lamlcfis.proudto heareyoutell my worth, '-'i.-.- 

Then you much willing to be counted wife. 

In (pending yourwic in the praife of mine* 

But now to tasfce the tasker, good Boyet { 

Frin. You are not ignorant all telling fame 
Doth noyfe a broad N attar hath made, a vow , 

Till painefull ftudie (hall out -wearc three ye ere? 
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Loves Labours k$* 

No woman may approach his nlcnt Court : 

Therefore to’sfecmech it a needful! coutie, 

Before we enter hisforbidden gates. 

To know his pleafure, and in that behalte 
Bold of your worthiaeilc, we finglc you, 

Asout beft mouingfairdolicher ; - 

Tell him, the daughter of the King of France, 

On ferious bufmelle crauing quick e dilpatch. 

Importunes perfooall conference with his grace. 

Hafte, Ggnific fomuch while weattend, 

like humble vifag’dfuters his high will. 

Boy, Proud oiimploy meat, willingly I goe. Exit. 

with this vertuous Duke ? 

Lor . Longauilliiont* 

Trine* Know you the man ? , - A 

i L*dj. I know him Madame at a marriage teafo, 

Bctwccne and the beauteous heite 

Of Iac/ues Faftconbridjrefolctnnizcd' 

In THjrmAndiei aw I this LongtuiH , , 

A man of foueraigne parts he is efteem’d; . " 

Wcllfittcd in Arts, glorious in Armes : 

Nothing becomes him ill that he would well® 

The oaely foile of his faire venues gloffc, 

I f vertues glolle will ftaine with any foy le. 

Is a Sharpe wit ma> ch’d with too blunt a Will : 

Whofc edgehath power to cut whofe will ftill W»H^ 

It ihould none Iparc that come within his power, 

Bnn. Some merry mocking Lord belike, iftfo. 

Lad. r . They fay fo mod, that moft bis humors know. 

Prin . Such fliort liu’d witsdoc wither as they grow. 

Who are the reft *. 

2. Lad. The yong Dumaine, a well accomplifht youth, 

Of all that Venue lone, for Venue loued, 

Mofl power to doe moft harme, leaft knowing ill : 

For he hath wit to make an ill Shape good, 

A nd (hape to win grace though fhe had no wit, 

i faw him at the Duke Alanfoct owe, 

- “ And 



IM 




hones Labours loft. 

And much too litlc of that good I faw. 

Is my report to his great worchineSTe. 

Rojfa. Another of the Studcntsac that time,. 

Was therewith him as I hauc heard a truch. 

Bero mne they call him, but a merrier man, 

Within theLimit of becomming mirth, 

I ncuer fpent an houres talkc wichall. 

His eye begets occafion for his wit. 

For eucry obieft that the one doth catch. 

The other turncs to a mirth-mouing ielL 
Which his faire tongue (conceits expofitor) 

Deli tiers in fuch apt and gracious words. 

That aged eares play treuant at his tales. 

And yonger hearings are quite rauiShed. 

So fweet and voluble is his difeourfe. 

Prin. GodbletTe my Ladies, are they all in louc f 
That euery one her owne hath garniihed , 

With fuch bedecking ornaments of praife. 

Ma. Heere comes Boyet. 

£nter Boyet • 

Prig. Now, what admittance Lord ? 

Boyet. Nauar had notice of your faire approach: 

And he and his competitors in oath, 

Wi re all addreft to meeceyou gentle Lady 
Before I came unarry thus much I haue learnt. 

He rather meanes tolodge youin the field. 

Like one that comes heere to befiege his Court, 

Then feeke a difpenfation for his oath : 

To let you enter his vnpcoplcdhoufe. 

Enter Nauar , Longauillj T> am nine, and Berowne. 

Heere comes Njinar. 

Nau. Faire Princelle, wclcom to the Court of Nauar. 

Prin. Faire I giue you backe againe, and welcome I haue not 
yet; theroofeofthis Court is too high to be yours, and welcome 
to the wide fields, too bafe to be mine. 

Nau. You Shall be welcome Madam to my Court. 

Prin. I will be welcome then. Condudl me thither. 

"• C Njtts. 
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louesLittourslott. 

^mSSeakeir 

P ]Z\ Your Ladifhip is ignorant what it is. . 

p*«. Were my Lordlo, his ignorance were wile 3 

Where now his knowledge mult P. r ? ue '| n ° r -_ T 
1 heare your grace hath fwornc out Houfe-kccpmg. . 

’lis deadly finne to keepe that oath my Lord, 

And finne tobreakeit: 

But pardon me I am too fodamebold, 

To teach a Teacher ill befeemeth me. 

Vouchfafcto read the purpofeot my coi»min &5 
And fodainly refolue roc in my uue 

Nan, Madam, I will, if fodainly I may. 
prin. You will the looner that I w ere away, 

Boryou’le proue periur’d if you make me i ay , • ? 

B e-row. Did not I dance with you in Brabant, one . 

Rofa. Did not 1 dance with you in Bn? W once . 

\ l fa ^Hown ec d ldl c vv a s it then to askc the qucftion ? 

Ber. You niuft not be fo quicke. .wAincs? 

s,fi. -Tislongcfyou .hac 

B e r Your wit’s too hot, it fpecdstoo fait, cwd 

Rofa. Not tillit leaue the Rider in the mire. 

Ber. Whattimeaday ? 

Rofa. The houte that foolcs fliould aske. 

Ber. Now faire befall your maske. 

Rofa. Faire falls the face it colters. 

Ber. And fend you many Louers. 

Rofa. Amen,foyoubenione. 

Ber. Nay then will I begone. . 

Kin. Madameyour father here doth intimate,, 

The payment of a hundredeboufand Crownes, 

Being but th’onc halfe of an intire l umme, 

Disbursed by my father in hiswarres. 

But fay that he, or we, as neither naue . , 

Receiu’d that fumme j yet thereremaines vnpad 
A hundred shoufandmore ; in furetyof the which 5 
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Lottes Labour s lofi . 

One part of Aquitane is hound to vs, 

Although' not valued to the moneys worth, 
if then the King your father will reftore 
But that one balfe which is butfatiffied. 

We will giue vp our rightin zAquitame. 

And hold faire friendlhip with his Maieftie ; 

But that itfeemes he little purpofetb. 

For here be doth demand to haue rcpaic, 

An hundred thoufand Crownes,and not demands 
One payment of an hundred thoufand Crownes* 

To haue his title liue in Aquitaine. 

Which wc much rather had depart withall. 

And haue the money by our fathers lenr. 

Then zA quttaine , fo guelded as it is. 

DearePrincefie, were nochisrequefts fo farre 
From rcafbns yeelding, your faire felfe Ihould make 
A yeelding ’gainft fomc reafon in my breft, 

Andgoe well faciffied to France againe. 

Pnn. You doe the King my Father too much wrong, 

And wrong the reputation of your name, 

In fo vnl'ceming to confeflcreceit 

Of that which hath fo faithfully beene paid. 

Kin. I doeproteft I neuer heard of it, 

And if you prouc it, lie repay it backc, 

Oryeeldvp Aquitaine. 

Prin . Wcarrefl your word: 

Boyety You can produce acquittances 
For fuch a fumme from fpeciall Officers, 

Of Charles his Father. 

Kin. Satiffie me foe. 

B oyet. So plcafc your grace the packet is not come 
Where that and other fpccialties are bound. 

To morrow you (hall haue a fight of them. 

Kin. It (hall fuffice me } at which enterview. 

All liberal! reafon would I yecld vnto .• 

Meanctimc, receiue fuch welcome at my hand, 

As Honour, without breach of Honour may 
Make tender of, to thy true worthinefTc. 

You may not coins faire JPrincdfe in my gates , 

C a • But 
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Loues Labour* s loft i 

{-7» Tby ownewifbwifM *ee, ineuery place. J«f> 
** / Lady, 1 will commend you to mine owne heart, 
La.Ro. Pray you doe my commendations* 

I would be glad to fee it. 

Boy. 1 would you heard it gronc. 

La.Ro. Is the fouleficko ! ... - 

Bey. Sicke at the heart. 

La.Ro. Macke, letitbloud. 

Boy. Would that doe it good ? 

La.Ro. My Pbyficke layesl. 

Boy. Will you prick’t with your eye. 

La. Ro. No poj»r,with my knife: 

Boy . Now God faue thy life. 

La. Re . And yours from long liuing. 

Bor. 1 cannot flay thankf- gluing. 

Enter Qurnaint* 

Ditm. Sir,I pray you a word: WhatLady is that fame l 
Boy. Theheireof Alanfon^Rofalin her name. 

‘Burn. A gallant Lady , Mounfier fare you well. 

Lone. I bcfeechyoua word : what lslhein the white • 
Boy.h woman fomedme if you faw her in the light. 
Lon<r. Perchance light in thelightldcGre her name,. 
Boy. She hath but one for her fclfe, 

To defire that were a thame. 

Long- Pray, you fir whofc daughter ? 

Boyt Her Mothers, I haue heard. 

Long. Gods blefling on your beards. 

*n ^ /<«* k 49 nnf Arr^tt/I^n 

l)Ol % VJUUU 111 I/V 

Sheets an heyreof P aulconbridge. 

r . M... mtr rllrtllpriff (‘Hill’fl • ■ 

ihee u a molt l weet i.aay. 

Boy. Not vnlike fir, that may be. 



Exin. 



Exit.hcr.g: 
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Loues Labours loft. 

Enter Berorvne. 

Ber. What’s her name in the cap. 

Boy. Katherine bygood hag. 

Ber. Is!he wedded, or no. 

Boy. To her will fir, orfo. 

Ber. You are welcome fir, adiew. 

Boy. Farewell to me fir, and welcometoyou. Sxin 
La. Afd.Tht*t laft is B erowne, the mery mad.cap Lord. 

Not a word with him, but aid!. 

Bpy . Andcuery ieft but a word. 

ypri. It was well done of you to take him at his word. 

Boy. I was as willing to grapple , as he was to bcord. 
La.Mn. Two hot fheepes marie. 

And wherefore not S hips ; 

Boy. No Shecpe (fwcet Lamb) vnleflfe we feede on your lips*. 
La. You fheep & I pafture: lhall chat finiih the id! ? 

Boy . So you grant pafture for me/ 

La. Not fo gentlebcaft, . 

My lips are no Common, though feu trail they be. 

Boy. Belonging to whom ? 

La. To my fortunes and me.. 

Prin. Good wits will be iangling but Gentles agree. 
Thisciuill warreof wits were much better vfed. 

On AAMwrandhisBookcmen, forheere ’cis abus’d. 

Bo. If my obferuation (which very feldome lies 
By the hearts Hill Rbetoricke^difclofed with eyes) 

Deceiue me not now, T^anar is infctled. 

Prin . With what i 

Bo. With that which we Louers in title affeflcd. 

Prin. Yourrcafon. 

Bo. Why all hisbehauiours doe make therecire. 

To the Court of his eye, peeping through defirc. 

His heart like an Agot with your print imprefted. 

Proud with his forme, in his eye pride expreired,. 

His tongue -'ll impacietuto fpeake and notfcc. 

Did ftumble with haftein his eyefight-to be, 

All fences to that fence did make their repaire, 

Tofccieonely looking on faireft of fake-.* 

' Cj. ML 
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L ouesLaboursloft. 

Me thought all hisfenfes were. lockt in his eye, 

As Jewels in Chriftall ror feme Prince to buy. (g 1 ^ 

Whoccndring their own worth frem whence they w ■ 

Did point out to buy them along as you pair. 

His laces owne margent did quote fuch amazes, 

That all eyes fa w his eyes inchanted with gazes, 
lie giueyou Aquitaine, all that ishis. 

And you giuchim for my fake, but oneloumg KilTe, 

Pun. Come to our pauilhon, B oyet is difpolde. 

Bro. But to fpeakc that in words, which hiseye hath difclofi,. 
I onclyhauemade amouthofhis eye. 

By adding a tongue, which I know will not lie. 

Lad.Ro, Thou art an old Loue-monger, and I pcakeft slulfui- 
]y 'lad. Ada. He is Cupids Grandfather, and lcarnes newes of 

* ,m Lad. 2, Then was Venus like her mother, for her father is 

but grim. ■ , . 

Boy. Do you heare my mad Wenches? 

Lad. i. No. 

Boy. Wh3t then, do you fee ? 

Zad.2. 1, our way to be gone. 

Boy. You are too hard for me. £xeunt omner. 






Attus Tertius. 



Enter Braggart and By. 

Song. 

Bra. Warble child, make paffionatc my fenfc of hearing. 

Brag. Sweet ayre, go t coder nefie of yeeres : take this Key, 
giue enlargement to the fwaine, bring him felhnatcly hither . I 
mult imploy him in a letter to my Loue. 

Boy. Willy ou win your loue with a French braulcs 

Bra. How meaneft thou brauling in French 

Boy. No my co^ipleac mailer, but to Iigge off a tune anme 
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Loues Labours loft. 

rengues end, canarie to it withthe feetc,humourit with tur- 
ning V p your eye: ligh a note and fing a notefometimetbrough 
the throate : if you 1 wallowed louc with finging, buefoffietiiuc 
through : nofeas if you fnuft vp loue by fmelling loue with your 
hat penthoufe-like ore the (hop of your eyes, with yourarraes 
croft on your thin'oellie doublet, like a Rabbet on a fpic, or your 
hands in your pocket, like a man after the old painting, and 
Jceepenottoolonginouc tune,butafnipand away : thefeare 
complements, thefe are humours, theft betray nice wcnchcs 
that would be betrayed wichout theft;, and make them men of 
note: do y°u not(j.rncn that moll are affe&cd to thefe f 

Brag. How hart thou purchas’d this experience ? 

Bey. By my pen of obferuacion. 

Brag. But O, but O. 

Boy. The Hobbie-horfe isforgot. 

Bra. Cal’ft thou my loue Hobbie-horfe. 

Boy. No Matter the Hobbic-horle is buta Coir, and your 
loue perhaps a Hacknie: 

But hauc youforgotyour Loue? 

Brag. Almoftlhad. 

Boy. Negligent ft udent, learne her by heart. 

Brag. By heart, and in heart Boy. 

Boy. And out of heart Matter : all thofc three I will prouc. 

B rag. What wile thou proue? 

Boy. A man, ifl liuc( and this) by, in, and without, vpon 
the inftant: by hearcyou loue her, becaufe your heart cannot 
come by her :jn heart you loue her, becaufeyourheartis in loue 
with her: and out of heart you loue her, being out of heart that 
you cannot enioy her. 

Brag. Iamallthefe-thtec. 

Boy. And three times as much more, and yet nothing at all. . 

Boy. Fetch hither the Swaine he mutt carrie mee a Letter. 

Boy. A mellagcwellfympathis’d.a Horftto be embaffadour 
for an Aflc. 

Brag. Ha, ha. What fai ft thou? 

Boy. Marrie fir, you muft fend the AlTe vponthe Horft for- 
he is veric flow gated ; but I goe. 

Brag. Thewayisbutftiort,away. 

Boy^ Asfwiftas lead fir. 

Brag.. 

• ... - . . \ 
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touts Labours loft, 

2 „ v . Thy meaning ptettie ingenuous ,151101 Lca*l ,a meu» 

Matte, ormtaMattcr no. 

bT ,' *Vou i Ite'oo '£« to fay *>■ 

1, thatLcadflow which U ' 

I {bootc thee at the Swaine. 

*7- ?rr,«“;„tna Volubk «*teof gt.«, 

1 U C 8 h m tb, ace : 

Moft rude melancholia Valour giucs thee place. 

My Herald isreturn’d. 

Enter Page and. Clowne. . 

^y'vtttucthouenfotccftlaughter.thy fifttctiiouglitjffly 

J. No Page, it isanepilogueor difeourfe to make plamc, 

s:S-5"i"E, 

ThcFoxe.the Ape, and the Humble-Bee. 

Were ftill at oddes being but three. 

Arm. VEtill the Gooic came outofdoore, 

.S|. ! Agoo 

Gr ‘““ThcB.y1iath foUHma batgain^aGooMat’sfljt 
Sir.yow pennyworth is good, and your Goofe betac. 

Toldl a Bargaine well is as cunning as talUndloole. 






bouts Labours loft. 

Let me fee a fat Lcnuoy, I that's a fat Goofe. 
zAr. Come hither, come hither :. 

How did this argument begin? .. . . 

Boy. By faying that a Cojford wafc broken in a (Inn. 

Then cal’d you for the Lemoy. 

Clow. True, and I for a Plantan : 

Thus came your argument in : 

Then the Boyts'&z. Eenuoy, she Goofe that you bought, 

And he ended the market. . 

nAr. But tell me: How was there a ('osfard broken m a rain? 
Tag. I will tell you fencibiy. 

('low. Thou haftao feeling of it Moth. 

I will fpeakethat Lenuoy. 

1 fiftard runningout, that wasfafely within. 

Fell oucr the thrtfljoId,aiid broke my thin. 

Arm. Wcwill talkcnomorcof thismattcr. 

Clow. Till i here be more matter in the (bin. 

Arm. Sirra Co (lard I will infranchife thee. 

C 'low . O, marrie me tooi\c.Franci-s ; I finell fomc Lcnutjy 
fomc Goofe ih this. . 

a Arm. By my fweetfoule.I meane, fetting thee at libertie. 
Enfrecdoming thyperfon :thou wercemured,rcftrained,cap- 
tiuated, bound. 

(low. True, true, and uowyou will be my purgation, and let 
me loofett 

<Arrn. I giue thee thy libertie, fet thee from durance, and in 
lieu thereof, impofe on thee nothing but this : Beare this fignifU 
cant to the Countrcy Msidc laquenettai there is remuneration, 
for the beft. ward of my honours is rewarding my dependants, 
<Jd' r oth, follow. ' 

Pag. Like the fequell I. 

Sj’gncur C^rk-adievv. Exit. 

Clow. My fweet ounce of mans flelh.my in-conie lew: Now 
will 1 looke to hisremuneration.Remuncntion,0 .that’s the La- 
tine word for three farthings: three farthings r emuncratia, what’s 
the price of this ynclc ? i.d.no, lie giue you a remuneration : 
Why? It carries it remuneration : Why ? It is a fairer name then 
-a French- Crowne. I vvillncuer buy and fell out of this word. 

D '' Enter 
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tones Labours loUl 

Enter- Bcrow»e. 

buyfor a remuneration •■' 

Bcr. Whatis a remuneration. 

O/?. Manie fir, halt epennmferthing. 

Ber 0 why then three farthings worth ofSi.kc,, 

Cali. 1 thanke your worlhip, God be wy you. 

*,>. O ftay flaue, 1 muftimploy thee; 

\s chou wilt niy fauour , good my knaucj 

j)oe one • hingfor roe that 1 (ball mtreate. 
ric-w. When would you haue it done fit; 

Ber O thbaftcr-noonev. . 

fi 0m Weil, t willdoe it fir ; Fare you well, 

Ber. O chouknowcll not what ic is. 

/ love. ] (hall know fir, when I haue done sr. 

Ber Why villaine thou nauft know hilt. . , 

Clo. I will come to your worfhip to morrow morninga . 

Be It muftbe done this after- noone: 

Haikeflaue,iti*but this; . , 

The Princes comes to hunt heetc in the P 

And in hertraine there is a gentle Ladie , 

When tongues fpeak fweetly then they name her napie, 

' And Ro [aline they call her, aske for her : 

And to her Whyte hand fee thou doc commend 
This feal’d-vp counfaile, there’s thy guerdon : goe. 

Clew. Garden, v Ofweet pardon, better then remuneration, 
a leuenpence-farthin g better : rnoft fweet gardon. I will dowt : 

fir in print: garden, remuneration. Exit* 

Bcr. 0,and 1 forfoothinloue, 

3 that haue beeneloues whip? 

A verie Beadle to a humorous figh : A Criticse 9 
Hay anight-watch Cor.ftable. 

A domineering pedant ore the Boy , 

Then whom no mortall fo magnificent. 

This wimpled, whyning, purblindewaward Boy, 

Thisfignior Ittnios gyantdwarfe Don ([n[d, 

Regent of Lone- rimes, Lord of foldedarmes, 

Th’annoint®.d foueraigaeof fighes and gtoanea % 
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tones Labours loft. 

Liedgeof all loyterersand maleconKnts : 

Dre?A Prince of Placcars, King of Codpeeccs, 
Sole Emperator and great generall 
Of trotting Parritors (Q my little heart) 

And I to be a Ccrperall of his field, 
Andwearehis Colours like a Tumblers hoope. 
What? 1 loue, I fue, I feefcea wife, 

A woman that ishke a Germaine Cioakc, 

Still a repairing: euer out of frame, 

Andneuer going aright, being a Watchs 
But being watcht, that it may {fill goe right.’ 

Nay, to be periurdc, which is worftot ail - 
And among three, to loue the worft of all, 

A whitly wanton, with a vcluet brow. 

With two pitch bals fiuckc in herface for eyes. 

I, and by hcauen one that will doe the deedc. 
Though Argus were her Eunuch and her guards 
And I to figh for her, to watch for her. 

To pray for her, go to : ic is a plague 
That CupidmW impofe for my ncgleft. 

Of his almighty drcadfull little might. 

Well. I will loue, wrire,Ggh s pray, fue grone. 
Some men muft loue my Lady, and fome lone. 

j&us ghartus. 



Enter the Princejfe,a ForreJier y her Ladies, and her 
Lords. 

ghu Wasthatthc King that fpurd his horfe fo hard, 
Againftchclteepe vprifing of the hills’ 

Boy. I know not, but 1 thinke it was not he. 

[[hu W ho ere a was, a (hew’d a mounting minds ; 

Wcli Lords today we.fliali haue our ditpacch, 

On Saturday we will returne to France. 

Then Tom?/??*- my friend, Where tsthe Bufii, 

That we muft hand and play the n.ui ti:c. et in ? 

O-l Fe, 



To 
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tones Labours loft: 

For. Hereby vpon the edge of yonder Coppue, 

A Stand where you may make the faireft (hoote. 

Qu 1 thar.ke my bcamie, I am faire that (hoote, 

And thereupon thou fpeak’ft the faireft (hoote. 

For. Pardon me Madam, for I meant not fo. 

Qu. What, whar/ Firft praifc me, and then again lav no, 
Ofliort liu’d pride.Not faire ? alacke for woe. 

For. YesMadam faire.- 
G)u, Nay,neuer paint menow, 

Where faire is not,ptaife cannot mend the brow. 

Here (good my glalle) take this for telling true: 

Faire paiment for toule words, is more then due. ^ 

For. Nothing but faire is that which you inherit. 
ga. See,fee my b eau tie will bedau’d by merit. 

O hereficin faircffitforchefedayes, 

A giuing hand, though foule, (hall hauc faire praife. 

But come, the Bow : Now Mercy goes to kill. 

And (hooting well, is then accountcdill : 

Thus will I laue my credit in the flioote, • _ 

Not wounding, pittic would not let me do’t s 

Jfwounding, then it was to (hew myskill, V* 

That more for praife, then purpofe meant to kill. 

And out of qucftiortjfo it isfometitnes: 

Glorie growes guiltie of detefted crimes, 

When for Fames fake, for pray fe an outward parr, 

We bend to that theworkiagof the heart. 

As I for praife alone now feckc to (pill 

The pcofe Deeres blood, that my heart meanes no ill. 

B^y. Do not curft wiucs hold thatfelfe-foueraigntic 
Oncly for praife fake,w hen they ftriuc to be 
lords ore .theit Lords? 

Qh. Onely fbr praife, and praife we may afford, v 
To sny Lady that fubdues a Lord. 

Eit er Qlevene , ... 

Boy. Here comes a member of the common -wealth. 

Ch, Gad dig.you-den ali, pray you which is the head Lady? 
j^w.Thou (liah know her fellow, by the reft that haue no heads. 



do. .Which is the greaceft Lady, the higheft 
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tones tahours loft, 

J?u. The thickeft , and the tailed. 

Clo. The thickeft, & the tailed : it is fo , truth is truth. 

And your wafte Miftris, were as (Under as my wit, 

One a theleMaidesgirdlesfor your wafte (houldbe fit. 

Arc not you thechiefc womanrYou are the thickeft here? 
What’s your will fir What’s your wiU? 

C/c. I haucaLettcr from Mounfier2?mm’»r, 

To one Lady Rafaline. 

Qjf, O thy letter, thy letter : He’s a good friend of mine. . 
Stand a fide good bearer, 

Bojet, youcaacarue, 

Breake vp thisCapon. . 

Boyeti .1 am-boundto ferue. 

This Letter is miliooke : it importeth none hercs : 

It is writ to laquenetta: • 1 

£ht. We willreadcit, I fweare. 

Brcake the ncckc ot the VVaxe,aiid cuery one giue care. 

Boyet reades, 

B Y heauen,that thou art faire, is mod infallible: true that thots 
art beauteous, truth-it felfe that thou art louely : more fair- 
er then faire, bcautifull then beauteous, truer then truth it felfe: 
bauecomiferation on thy hcroicall VafTall .Themaaguanimous 
& moftilhtflridusKing Cjp&etxa-, feint vponthc pernicious & 
indubitarc Beggar Zc»c/^a«:andiie it was, that might rightly 
(ay iVem.vidijvici: Which to annothanize in the vulgar , O 
bafeand obfsurc vulgar ^ videlicet ,He camc,See,and ouercame; 
he came one ; fee two ; ouercame three : Who camcJche King. 
Why did he come? to fee. Why did he fee ? toouercome. To 
whom came he? to the Beggar. What fawhef the Beggar. Who 
ouercame he ,? the Beggir. The concluSoh is victories on 
whofe fide?thc Kings;thc captiuitie is inricht.‘On whofe-fide/the 
Beggars.! hecauHropheis a Nupti3ll:onwhofe.fide?tl)c King' : 

no, on both in one, or one in both. I am the King (for fo (lands . 
the compatifon) hou the Beggar, forfo witnclletfa thy lawhnes. 
Shall 1 command thy loue ? I may. Shall 1 enforce thy loue ? I 
could. iShal. I emtcAtcxhy loueiT.will. W hatyftialtthoukixchsitge 
for ragges, roabes : for tittles titles.- for thy felfemce.Thus ex-* 
peeing thy reply, I prophanc my lips on thy (cote, my ey.es on 
Uiy pifturc, and my heart on chy eucry part. 

b j , ‘I'hme ;a- 
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tones Labours lofl. 

Tbine in tbe dearcji defgr.c ofittdup*^ 

Don Adriano de Armadac. 
ti,,,. doft thcuhtate the Nemcan Lion reare, 

Gainft thee thou Lamb e that A andeft as his .fray ; 

Submifiiue falihis princely ie et before, 

th ““ lto? 

Wl^Tveine ? What Wethcrcocker ***** 

' Boy 1 am much decerned, buc I remember thettile. 

gi. EhVyour memory is bad,going ore it crcwhile. 

‘h’y. This lArntado is a Spaniard that keepeshcre m cou~ * 

A Phantafime a Monorchojand one that makes lport 
To the Prince and his Book e-mates. 

Qtt. Thou fellow a word. 

Who gauethec thislettcr? 

Clow. I told you my Lord. 

Qjt. To whom Ihould’ft thou gtuc it; 
f'lenv. From my Lord co my Lady. 

Qu. From which Lord, to which Lady. . 

Clo. From ruy Lord Berowm a good malt cr of mine 3 
To a Lady oi France, that he call'd Rofa line. 

Thou haft miftaken his Letccr.Come Lords away. ^ 

Hccre fweet, put vp this, ’twill be thine another day. Exeunt* 
Boy. Who isthe (hooter? Who is the (hooter ? 

Rofa. Shall I teach you to know. 

Boy. I my continent of Bcautif, 

Bo fa. Why (lie that beares the Bow.Finely put off. 

Boy. My Lady goes to kill homes, but if thou tnarric. 

Hang me by the necke, if homes that ycare mifearrie. 

Finely put on. 

Rofa. Well then, I am the fnootcr. 

Boy. And whois your Deare ? 

Rofa . Ifwcchooicby the hornes.yous feife comenot neare. 
Finely put on iudeede, 

Maria. You ftill wrangle with her Boyct, and flic ft tikes ac 
debrowr 



AS 
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tones Labour s lofh 

ffioyct. Butlheher felfe is hit lower.. 

Maud hit her now. 

Kofa. Shall I come vpon thee with an old faying, that was* 
jnan when King Pip fra of France was a little boy, as touching 
the hit ir. ’ 

Boyce. So I may aniwere thee with one as old that was a wo- 
man when Qucene (fuinoueroi Britt aine yvas a little wench, as 

touching the hit it. ...... 

Rofa. Thou canft not hit it,hit it, hit it. 

Thou canft not hit it my good man. 

Boy. I cannot, cannot, cannot: ^ 

And I cannot, another can, , _ . Exit*. 

Clo. By my troth raoft pleafant, how both did fit if. 

Mar. A marke maruellous well fliot, for they both did hit , 
Boy . A Maik,0 marke bi" that markcia marke fayes ir.y Lady., 
let the marke haue a pricke in’c, to meat at, if it may be. 

Mar. Wide a’th bow hand,yfaith your hand is our. 
C/o.Indeede a’muft (hoote nearer, or heele ne’rc hit the clout. 
Boy. And if my hand be out, then belike your hand is in. 
Glow. Then will flie get-the vpflioat by cieauing the is in. 
c JMa. Come, come, you talkegreafily, your lips growfoule. 
Clew. She’s too hard for you at pricks, fir challenge her to 
houle. 

Boy. Ifcaretoomuch rubbing : good night my goodOule 0 . 
Clo. By my foule a Swainc, a moll Ample Clowne. 

Ibrd, Lord, how theLadies and I haue put him downe. 

O my troth moll fweet iefts, mod income vulgar Wit, 

When it comes fo fmoothly off, io obfcenely ,as it were fo fit,. 
Armathor ath to -.he fide, Oa niofl: dainty man. 

To fee him wa’ke before a Lady, and to beare her Fan. 

To lee him k lit his h nd, and how moil fweetly a will fweare ; : 
An d h<s Pa^c ac ocher tide , that handfull of wit, 

Ah hcauens, ic is moil pathecicall nit. 

Sowl»,fowla. Exemti- 

Shoote withhiriio. 

Enter T) nil, Flo lof ernes , the E cclantand Nathaniels 

Nat. Very reuerent fport truely, and done in the teftimony’' 
bf a good conference* — 

_ *• . . • mM 
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tones Labours lofl^ 

red The Dearc was fas you know) fanguis inMepd ripe s as 

a Pomewater, who now hangeth like 3 fail^thhkc^Oab 

lo thefkie, the wclken.the htauen md anon » a lahhkc a Crab 

varied Hkctf fctioller at the l«ft: but Sic I alfure ye^iwas a Bucke 
of the fir ibhead. 

Hoi. sir, Nathaniel, hand credo. 

Dul. ’Twasncc ihaud credo, ’twa's a Pricket. . 

Hoi Moft barbarous intimation : yet a kmde of inflation 
at it were in via, in way of explication/*^ : as it were rcpli- 
carion, or rather client are, to ihow as it were his mclination.af- 

terhis vndr*lled, vnpoliihed,vneducatea i vDpruned, vntramed, 

or rathccvnfctter ed,> or rath erefl vneonfirmed fafhion,to mlcrt 
saline my baud credoiox i Deare. . , 

Dal. I faid thc Dearc was not a hand credo, ’ewas a Pricket. 
Hoi. Twice fod fimplicitic , bis coblus, O tho'a monner Ig- 
norance, how deformed doft thou lookc. 

Nath. Sir,hchathneuer fed of the dainties that are bred lira 

booke. 

He hath not eate paper as it were; 

He hath not drunkc inkc. . 

Hisintelleflisnot replcnifhed, he is oncly an animal), onely 
fenfible in the duller parts : and fuch barren plants are fee before 
v-',that we thankfullfhouldbe ; wliich werafte and feeling, are 
for thofe parts that fruftifie in vsmoretheirhe. 

For as it would ill become me tobcvaine,indifcreet, ora foolc; 
So/wcre there. a patch fet on Learning , to Ice him in a Schoole, 
But omnebene fay 1, being of an old Fathersmindc, 

Many can brookc the weather, that loue not the winde. 

SDul. You two are booke-men : can you tell by your wit. 
What was a month old at \ Cains birth, that’s not hue wcckesold 
as yet? 

Hol. BiBiffima good man Dully Ditliffima goodman Dull. 
T>ul. What is ‘DilHma ? 

Nath. .A title to Phoebe, to Lma, to the Moone. 

Hoi . The Moone was a month old when Adamwn%t\o more. 
And wrought not to fiue-weekes when he came to fiuefcore. 
.Th’allufion holds in the Exchange. 

Du l. 







tones Labours lojli 

Dul. ’Tis true indeed, the Collufion holds in the Exchange, 

Hoi. God comfort thy capacity, I fay th’allufion holds in the 

Exchange, - 

Dul. And I fay the pollution holdsin the Exchange : 
for the Moone is ncuer but a month old: and 1 fay befidechar, 

'twas a Pricket that theBrinceffe kill’d. 

Hoi. Sir Nathaniel, will you hcaiean extemporail Epitaph 
on the death of the Deare, and to humour the ignorant call d the 
Deare , the Ptincdle kill’d the Pricket. 

2{jth. Perge , goodM. Holof ernes , perge, foit /hallpleafe 
you to abrogate feurilitie. , 

Hoi. I will fomethingafFeft the Letter, for it argues facilitie. 

The pray full Princejfe pearfi andprickt 
a fret tie plea fug Pricket , 

Some fay a Sore, but not afore , 
till novo madeforervith fbooting. 

The ‘Dogges didyell,putellto Sore, 
then S or ell lumps from thicket 5 
Or Pricket-fore , or elfe Sorell, 

Thepeoplefall a hooting, 

Jf Sore be fore , then ell to Sore, 
makes fiftie fores 0 for ell : 

Of one fore I an hundred make 

by adding but one mote L° * 

NJtth'. A rare talent. 

Dul. If a talent be a claw, lookc how heclaweshim with a 
talent. 

Nath. This is a gift that I haue fimple : Ample, a foolifh ex- 
trauagant fpirir, full of formes, figures, Ibapes, obietts. Ideas, 
apprehenhons, motions, reuolutions, , Thefe are begot in the 
ventricle of memorie, nourithc in the wombeof Primater, and 
dcliuered vpon the mellowing of eccafiontbut the gift is good 
in thofe in whom it is acute, and I am thankfull for it. 

Hoir% ir, I pray fethe Lord for you, and foe may my pariihio- 
ners, for their fonnes are welltutor’d by you, and their Daugh- 
ters profit very greatly vnder you: you area good member of the 
common-wealth. '• ' ' .->* 

E v With 
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tones Labours loft. 

Nsitb Me herd*. If their fonnes be ingenuous, they fhali 

icthvs.. 

E nter laquenetta and the Clovene*. 

TfS‘ Mar^M/Shoolefflaft^ihe that is-likeft wahogfcM* 

C^ ( Of perfinga Hogshead, a good luftrtof conceiting 
turpfToi E«b ? ,Fi*c enough for a for a 

SW ^ £ ' ‘SB«. Parfon be fo good as rcade mcethi s Leu 
ter, it was giuen me by andfentmefroroZte# 

1 b ^fk y TJZtrel‘ordeida, quando feccas omnia fab vmbra 
rtmiriat, and fo forth. A^ good old I may fpeakc of 

thee a; thctuuelkr doth of Venice, vemchte « 
w We *#* #»» #e perroche.Qld Mantuan, o d Mantuan. Wh© 
vndcrftandeth theenot ,vt re fol lamtfa xVndet pardon fir 
What are the contents or ratheras fayes in his. What, 

anyfouleverfes. 

if«4 1 fir, and verse learned* ^ 

Nath. Let me tkare'a ftafFe, aflame, averfe, LegeDomne^ 
If Loue make me forfworne , how (hall I fweare to loue. 

A h neuer faith could hold, if not to beautie vowed . 

Though to my felfe forfworn, to the? lie faithrall proue 0 
Thofethoughts to me were Okes, to the like Ohcrs bowed. 
Studic his byas leaues, and makes hisbooke t hine eyes. 

Where all thofc pictures Hue, That Art would comprehend; . 

If knowledge be the Marke, to know thee lhall fuffice. 

Well learned is that tongue, that well can thee commend. 

All ignorant that foule, that fees thee without wonder. 

Which is to me fomeprayfe, that I thy partsadmitc-. 

Thy eye hues lightning beare$,thy voyce his dreadfujl thunder. 
Which not to anger bent, is muiique, andfwcct fire. 

Geleftiallas thou art; O pardon Loue this wrong, 

— 5 — r^chan earthly totiguei . 











tones Labom’s loft, 

Ped. You finde not the Apoftrophas,and fo mific the accent*. 
Let me fuperuife the cangenet. 

Nath. Here are onely numbers ratified, but for the elegan- 
cy, facilitie, and gotden cadence of pcefie caret : Onidius 
was the man. And why indeede Na/o ,but for fmellingout the 
odoriferous flowers of fancy ? the ierkes ofinuention imitaricis 
nothing : fo doth the Hound his Matter, the Ape his keeper, 
the tyred Horfe his rider ; But < Damofella V 'trgm i Was this di- 
rected to you? 

Iacju. I fir, from one Mounfier Berowne, one of the flrange 
Queents Lords. 

Nath. I willoucrglancetbefupetfcript. 

To the f now-white hr.nd of the mojl beauteous Lady Rofaline. I 
will looke againe on the intellect of thcLettcr,forthenomina- 
tion of the partie written to the perfon written vnto. 

Tour Ladijhips ita > deftredimployn.enl .Bcrowne, 

Per. Sir Helofirm-s s this Berovene is one of the Votaries with 
the iCing,andherehe hath teamed a Letter to afgqucnt of the 
ftranger Qutenes : which accidentally , or by the way of pro- 
tgrefiion, hiah ir teamed. Trip and goe my lweece ddmerthis 
Paper into the hand of the Kmg it may cone , me much: flay 
not thy complement, ! forgiue thy duetir, adue. 

Maid. Good Cofiard go with me : 

Sir God faue your life, 

C°fi- Haue with thee my girle. Exit. 

Hal. Siryouhauedonechisinthefeareof God very religi- 
on fly : and as a ccrtaine Father faith, 

Ped.SnitM me not of the Father, I doe feare colourable colors' 
But to return to the vcrfes,did they pleafe you fir Nathaniel ? 

2^at. Marueilous well for the pen. 

Peda. I do dine to day at the fathers of a ccrtaine Pupil] of 
mine, where if (being repaft) it fhall pleafe you to gratifiethc 
table witfia Grace , I will oa my priuiledge I haue with the 
parents of the forefaid Chiide or Pupill.vnderrake your bienvo- 
nuto, where I wiil prouc tlicfe Vcrfesto be very vnlcarned, 
neither fauouring of Poecrie, Wit, nor Inueution, I befecch 
yourSocietic. 

■ And thanke you to : forfociecie ( faith the text) is the 

happinefle of life. ~ — - - 

Ea Bed*; 
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tones Labour slop 

Pei,. AWcme.thcKMIK.ft fcWllty coccludes it.Sir! 

Enter Ber owing P^ith aPaperinhis hand,aloneK 

Eero. The King he is hunting the Dcare, 

They^haue^ftcht aToyle,! am toyling in a pytch,pitch that de- 
i, Cj ci, f-.ii- vunrd • W ell , fet theedowne forrow; torio 

they’hy the foolcfaid,aBft tofay I, ” nd 

I huthtt cye-by ... hgh , 

!„ r fo . her eve I would not loue her ; yes, for her two eyes. 
Well A I doe nothing in the world but lyc, and lye in my throatc. 
By heauen 1 doe loue, and it hath taught me to Rime, andtobe 
mallichollietand here is part of my Rime and heere my maU 
licholic WclLlhc bath one a’tny Sonnets already the C-own 
bore it the foole fent it, and the Lady hath it: fweet Clowne, 
fleeter Foole, fweeteftLady. By the world, I w° u !^ n ° tca ^ a 
pin, if the other three were in. Here, comes one wi.h p p >. 

God giue him grace to grone, 

* He Hands afide . The King entreth . 

Eer. Shot by heaueniproecede fweet fupidyhou haft thumps 
him with thy Birdboltvnderthe left pap :in faithfecrets. 

King. So fweetakifle the golden Sunne gioes not, 

To thole frefh morning drops vpon the Rofe, 

As thy eye beames, when their tfcfli rayfe haue fmot. 

The night of dew that on my clieeke* downeflowes,, 

Nor fhines the filuerMoone one halfefo bright} _ , 

Through the tranfparant bofotne of t he deepe. 

As doth thy facethroughteares of mine giue light x 
Thou fhin’ft in euery tearethatl doe weepe. 

No drop , but as a Coach doth carry thee : 

So rideft thou triumphing in my woe. 

£lo but behold the tearcs that (well in me. 

And they thy glory through my griefe will Ihow & 







* 



touts Labours loft. 

But doe not loue thy felfc,tben thou wilt keepe 
My tcaresforglallcs.and (fill make me weepe. 

0 Qu^ eiie of Que cnes,how fairc doft thou excel!. 

No ihoi g’ tea c.iinke/nor tongue of mortall tell. 

How (hall Che k o w my griefes? He drop the paper. 

Sweet leaucs lhadc folly. Who is he comes heer ? 

Enter Longauile . The K ingfleps afide . 

What Longauill, and reading : lifteu care. 

Ber. Now in chyiikenefTe, one more foole appeare. 

Lone. Ay me, I amfoifworne. 

Ber. Why,hecomesin iikeaperiure, wearingpapers. 
Eon,r. In loue I hope, fweet fellowship infhame. 

Bert One drunkard loues another of the name. 

Lon. Am I thefirft, that hauebeene periut’d fo? 

Ber. 1 could put thee in comfotc,not by two that I know. 
Thou makclf: the triumphery , the corner cap of focictie. 

The fhape ofLoues Tiburne, that hangs vp fimplicicie . 

Eon. I f eare thefe ftubborn lines lack power to moue. 

O fweet Marm, EmprefCc of my Loue, 

Thefe numbers will I teare, and write in profe. 

Ber. ORimcsare gardson wanton Cupids hofe. 
Difhgurenot his Shop. 

Lon, ThL fame (hall goe* 

He reades the Sonnet. 

D id not the heauen/ydhetorick.ef thine eye,. 

Gainfl whom the world cannot hold argument * 
Perfwade my heart to this falfe p iriarie l 
Cowes forthee broke defenses not pmnjbment,. 

A woman I for (wore , but I will p-oue. 

Thou being a Goddejje , Iforfwore not thee. 

JILy vow was earthly, thou a heauenly Loue. 

T hy grace bei ig gain'd, cures all dif grace in me.. 

V (>ives are but breath, and breath a vapour is . 

! Then thoufaire Sun, which on my earth doefi jhine.. 
Exhalefi this vapor~vow r in thee it is : 

If broken, then it is no fault of mine t 
If by me broke, what foole is not fo wife,, 
Xo/ofeanoathf to win a Paradifcl. 

£ i ' ; 



per 




Hlillll 



mm 1 0 



20 



30 



40 



50 



60 



70 



80 



90 




100 



110 





160 



170 180 





230 




240 




260 




270 280 290 300 








Icm labour slofi. 

Ber This is the liucr vcine, which makes flefti a deit'te^ 
K Greene Goofe, a CoddelJe, pure pure Jdolame. 

^ i **»<« arr mnrhniit O th 



SnterBumaine. 

Lon. By whom (halilfend this (company?) Stay. 
Bero. All hid, all bid, an old infant play, 

Like a demie God, here fit I in the skie. 

And wretched fooles lccrcts heedtully orc*eye. 

More Saclces to the royll. O heauens 1 haue my wilh, 
KDnmaine tranifortn’d ,foure Woodcocks in a dub. 
Bam. Omoftdiuine Kate. • 

Bero . O moft prophane coxcombe. 

Bum. By heauenthe wonder of amortalleye. 

Bero. By earth (he is not, corporall, there you lye. 
Bum. Her Amber haires for foule hath amber coted, 
Ber. An Amber coloured Raucn was well noted. 
Bum. As vpright as the Cedar. 

Ber. Stoope I (ay her (boulder is with-cbild. 

Bum. Asfaircasday. 

Ber. I as fomedayes, burthen noSunnemuftfliine. 
Bum. Othat I had my wi(h t 
Lon. And 1 had mine. 

Kin. And mine too good Lord. 

Ber. Amen, fo I had mine : Is not that a good word 
B urn. I would forget her, but a Feuerfhe 
Raignes imnybloud,and willrcmembrcd be. 

Ber . A Feuer in your bloud, why then incificn 
W ould let her out in Sawcers.fweet mifprifion. 

Bum . Once more He read the Ode that I haue writ. 
Ber. Once more Ik marke how Loue can vary Wit. 

Bumainercadcshis Sennet . 



O n a day^alackyhe day : 

Loue , who fit Month is euery LMay, 
S pied a bio ffomepajfwgfaire, 

P l uy ingin the re art on ay re : 

Through the Veluct, leaues thewinde, 
*411 vnfecnC) cm pajfagefnde* • 
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loues labour’ s tofi, 

That the Loner ficke to death, ' 
mjhhimfelfe the heauens breath. 

&Ayre( quoth he ) thj eheekes may blowe^ 
tAyre, tv ould I might triumph fo. 

But alacke my hand is fivorne , 

Here to plucke thee from thy throne t 
Vow alacke for youth vnmeete, 

Louth fo apt to plucke afweete. 

Doe not call itfinne in me> 

That I am forfworne for thee. 

Thou for whom loue wouldfweare, 

Iuno but aneAzthiope were, 
eAnd denie himfelfefor loue. 

Turning mortallfor thy Loue. 

This will I fend, and fomething elfe more plains. 
That (hall expreffe my true- loues faftingpainc, 

0 would the ¥dng)B erowne and Longauill , 

Were Louers two, illto example ill, 

Would from my forehead wipe aperiurd note : 

For none offend, where all alike doc dote. 

Lon. Bumaine , thy Loue is farrefrom charitie$. 
That in Loues griefe defir’fl focietie s 
You may looke pale, but I (hould hlu(h I know. 

To be oreheard,and taken napping fo. 

Kin. Come fir, you blufh: as his your cafe is fuchj 
You chide at him, offending twice as much. 

You doe not Loue CMaria ? Longauile, 

Did neuer Sonnet for her fake compile ; 

Nor neue r lay his wreathed armes atwharc 
His louing bofome,to keepedowne his heart. 

1 haue beene clofely (hrowded in this bu(h. 

And markt you both ,and for you both did blufii, 

I heard your guilty Rimes, obferu’dyou falhion.- 
Saw fighes reeke from you, noted well your pafiion,: 
Aye me, fayes one ! O loue \ the other cries ! 

©n her haires were gold, Chriftalltheothers eyes. 
You would for Paradifc breake Faith and eroih, 

And loue for your Loue, would infringe an oath. 
What yvili B crownciif w hen ch at he (hall hears- 
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Loues Labour s loft. 

Faith infringed : which fuchzeale did fweare. 

How will hcfcorne? how will he fpend his wit ? 

How will he triumph, leape, andlaoghat it? 

For all the wealth that cuer I did lee, 

I would not haue him know I'o much by me. 

Bere. Nowftep I forth to whip Hypocrific. 

Ah good ray Liedge, I pray thee pardon me. 

Good heart. What Grace baft thou thus coreproue 
Thefc wormes for louing, that art moft in loue2 
Your eyes docmake mo couches in your tcares. 

There is no certaine Princelle that appeares. 

You’ll not be periur’d , ’ tis a hatefull thing : 

Tufli, none but Minftrels like of Sonneting. 

But arc you not alham’d ? nay, are ycunot 
All three of you, to be thus much ore’fiiot ? 

You found his Moth, the King your Moth did fees 
But I a bcame doe finde in each of three. 

O wha: a Scene of fooi’iy haue I feene. 

Of figiies,of grones, of forrovv, and of tecne : 

0 me, with what drift patience haue I fat. 

To fee a Kingtranformedto a Gnat i 

To fee great Hercules whipping a Gigge, 

And profound Salomon tuning aTygge ? 

And play at pufli-pin with the Boyes, 

And C<'iticke T imon laugh at idle toylcs. 

Where lies thy griefe fO tell me good r Dumaine ; 

And gentle Loriganill, where lies thy paine ? 

And where my Liedges ? all about the breft: 

A Candle hoa ! 

Kin. Toobitteris thy ieft. 

Are wee betrayed thus to thy ouer-vic w ? 

Ber Not you by me, but I betrayed to you, 

1 chat am honeft, I that hold it finne 
Tobreakechevow I amingagedin. 

I stft betrayed by keeping company 
With men, like men of ineonftancie. 

When (hall you fee me write a thing in rime ! 

Or gronefor Ioane ? or fpend aminutestime, _ 

In pruning rase, when (hall you heart that I yyillpraife a 
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Lottes Labours loft. 

foot, a face' an eye; a gate, aftate, a brow) a bred, a wide, * 
legge, alimme. 

Kin. Soft, Whither a-way fo fad ? 

A true man, or a thcefe, that gallops lb.’ 

Ber IpoftfromLoue, goodLouerlet me go. 

Snter Iaquenetta and Chwne. 

Baque. God blefle the King. 

Kin. What prefent haft thou there ? 

Clow. Seme certaine treafon. 

Kin. What makes treafon here? 

Clo. Nay it makes nothing fir. 

Kin. Ifitmarrc nothing neither. 

The treafon and you goein peaceaway together. 

Iaque. 1 bcfeech your Grace let this Letter be read. 

Our perfon mif-doubesit: it was treafon he faid. 

Kin. Berowney read it ouer. He reads the Letter. 

Kin. Where hadftchouit? 

Iaque. Of Cojlard. 

King. Where hadft thou it ? 

Cofl Of Dan Adramadio , ‘DttntAdrimadio. 

Kin. How now, what isin you? why doft thouteare it. ? 

Ber. A toy my Liedge, a toy* your grace needcs not feare it. 
Lorg.lt did moue him to paftion,and therefore let’s heare it, 
2) um. It is B erovmes writing , and heere is his name. 

B «-.Ah you wherefon logger head you were borne to doe me 
Ihatne. 

Guilty my Lord, guilty : I confeffe, I confeffe; 

Kin, What? 

B er. That y ou three foolcs, lackt mec foole, to make vp the 
mefle. 

He, he, and you: and you my Liedge, and l. 

Are picke-purfes in loue, and we deferue to die. 

O difmihe this audience, and I fhall tell you more. 

Dam. Now the number is euen. 

Berorv. True rue, wearefoure : will thefe Turtles be gone 
Kin. Hence firs, away. 

Clo. Walkafide the true folke,and let the traytorsftay. 

Ber . Sweet Lords, fwcet Loucrs, O let vs imbracc, 
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tones tabour s lofti 

AstrucwcareasflefliandblGudcanbc, 

x , ’ J sea will ebbe and flow, heauen will fliew his face t. 

Young blcmd doth not obey an old decree. 

We cannot erode the caufewhy weare borne, j 

Therefore of all hands muft we be forlwornc. • - 

Kina. What, did thefe rent lines (hew tome loueof thine? 
Serfv id they quotli you? Who fees the heauenly Ro/d/t»e * 
Thai (like a rude and fauageman of Inde.) 

> t the fir ft opening of die Gorgeous Eaft, 

Bowes not his vallall bead, and ffrooken bunder 
Kidcs the bafe ground with obedient brealt ? 
Whatperemptorie Eaglc-fighted eye 
Dares looke vponthe heauen of her brow. 

That is not blinded by her Maieftie ? 

Kin. What zeale, what furie, hash infpir’d thee now? 

My Loue (her Miftreffe) isa gracious Mcone, 

Shee (an attending- Starrc) fcarce fcenc a light, 

Ber. Myeyesarethenno eyes. nor 1 Berowne, 

O, but for my Loue day would turnc to night. 

Of all complexions the cul’d foueraignety . 

Doe meet a s at a Faire in her fairc cheeke, 

Wherefeuerall Worthies make one dignity, 

Where nothing wants,that want it felfe doth feeke. 

Lend roe the florifliof all gentle tongues, 

Fie painted Rhetorickc, O (he needs it not. 

To things of Sale a fellers praife belongs : 

She palTes praife, then praife too fhort doth blot, 

A withered Hermite ,fiuefcore winters worne. 

Might fhakc of fifty, looking in her eye : 

Beauty doth varnifh Age, as if new borne. 

And giues the Crutch the Cradles inlancie. 

O’ris the Sunne, that maketh ail things fliine. 

King, By heauen, thy Loue is blacke as Ebonie. 

Berov. Is Ebonie like her ? O word diuine ? 

A wife of fuch wood were felicitie. 

O who can giue an oath ? Where isa Booke ? 

That ! maylwcare beauty doth beauty lacke. 

If that flje leaxnc not of her eye to leoke : 
face is faire that i$,not£uUfoblacire> 
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torn Labours lo]H 

Kin. O Paradoxc, Blacke is the badge of hell. 

The hue of dungeons, and the Sehoole of night : 

And beauties crert becomes thcheauens well. _ 

Ber. Deuils fooneft tempt refembiing fpirits oflight. 

O i fin blacke my Ladies browesbe deckt, 

It mournes, that painting vfurping haire 
Should rauilh dorers with afalfc atpeff : 

And therefore is fhe borne to make black, fairc, 

Her fauour turnc s the fafliion of the dayes, 

Fornatiuebloud is counted painting now. 

And therefore red, that would auoyd difpraife. 

Paints it felfe blacke, to imitate her brow. 

T>nm. To looke like her are Chimny-fweepers blacke. 

Lon. And fince her time, are Colliers counted brign t. 

Kin<r. And *s£tbiofs of their fweet complexion cracke. 

TDttrn. Dark needs no Candles now, tor dark is light* 

Ber. YourMiftrelfes dare ncucr come inraine. 

For feare he r colours ftiould be wafht away . 

Kin . ’T were good yours did: for firtotellyou'plaine, 
lie finde a fairer face not waiht to day. 

Ber. lie proue her faire, or talke till doomes-day here. 

Kin. No Diuell will fright thee then fo much as fhce. 

Duma. I neuerknew manhold vile ftuffefodeerc. 

Lon. Looke beer’s thy Loue,my foot and her face fee. 

Ber . O if the (Ireeces were paued with thine eyes, 

Her feet were much too dainty for fuch tread. 

Z> urna. Q vile, then as fhe goes what vp ward lies ^ 

The ffreet fnould fee as (he walk’d ouer head. 

Kin. But what of this arc we not all in loue? 

Ber. O nothing fo fure, and thereby all forfworne. 

Kin. Then leaue this chat, and good Berovne now proue 
Our louing, lawful!, and our faith not torne. 

Dum. ! marry there fotne flattery for thiscuill. 

Long. O fome authority bow to proceed. 

Some tricks, fome quillets, how to cheat the Diuell. 

Bum. Somefalueforperiurie, 

Ber . O ’eis more then neede. 

Haue at you then affections men atarmes, 

Confidcr what you nrft did fweare vnto ; 
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Loues Labours loU. 

To fad, to fludy , and to fee no woman : 
Flattrcafon againft the Kingly date of youth. 

Say, can you fall ? your ftomacks are coo young.’ 

A nd abftinence ingenders maladies. 

And where that you hauc vowd to iludie f'Lords ) 
In that each of you haue forfworne his Bookc. 

Can you dill dreameand pore, and thereon lookc. 
For when would you my Lord, or you, or you, 
Haue found the ground of (1 udies excellence. 
Without the beaucie of a womans face , 

From womens eyes this do&rinc I deriue. 

They are the Ground, theBookes, theAcadems, 
From whence doe fpring the true Prometheanfttc^ 
Why, vniuerfall plodding poyibns vp. 

The nimble fpirits in the arteries. 

As motion and long during aftion tyres 
The fmnowy vigour ofthetrauellcr. 

Now i'or not looking on a womans face. 

You haue in that forfworne the vfe of eyes, 

And dudie too, the caufcr of your vow. 

For where is any .Author in the worlds 
Teachesfuch beautie as a womans eye .* 

Learning isbut an adiun$ to ourfelfc. 

And where we are, our L earninglikewife is. 

Then when our felueswc fee in Ladies eye. 

With our fdues. 

Doe we not likewife fee our Learning there ? 

O we haue made a Vow ro dudie, Lords, 

Andin that vow we haue forfworne our Bookes ; 
For when would you( my Liege) or you, or you? 
In leaden contemplation haue found out, , 

Such fiery numbers, asthe prompting eyes 
Of beauties tutors haue inricht you with s 
Other flow Arts intirely keepe the braine : 

And therfore finding barren praftizers. 

Scarce fliew a harueft of their heauie toylc. 

But Loue fird learned in a Ladies eyes, 
iiuesnot alone emuredin the braine % 

But with themotion of all Elements, 



LwsLabourshfi. 

Courfcs as fwiftas thought in euery power. 

And giucsto euery power a double power, 

Aboue their funftions and their offices. 

It addes a precious feeing to the eye : 

A Louers eyes will gaze an Eagle blind. 

ALoucrsearc will hcare the loweft found. 

When the fufpitious head of theft is dopt. 

Loues feeling is more foft and fenfible. 

Then are the tender homes of Cockled Snailesi 

Louestongueproues dainty, Bacchus gronein tafte. 
For Valour, is not Loue a Hercules ? 

Still diming trees in the Hefporides. 

Subtill as Sphinx:** fweec and muficall 
As bright Apollo’s Lute, drung with his hairc. 

And when Loue fpeakes, the voyce of all the Gods, 
Make heauen drowfie with the harmonie. 

Neuer durft Poet touch a pen to write, 

Vntill his Inke were tempred with Loues fighes s 
O then his lines would rauiffi fauage eares. 

And plant in Tyrantsmilde humilicie. 

From weomens eyes this doftrine I deriue. 

They fparklc dill the right Promethean fire. 

They are the Bookes, the Arts, the Academes, 

That (hew, containe, and nourifh allthe world. 

Elfe none at all in ought proucs excellent. 

Then foolesyou were , thefe women to forfwearc •: 

Or keeping what is fworne,you will proue fooles, 

For wifdomes fake a word, that all men loue : 

Or for loues fake, a word that loues all men. 

Or for Mens fake, the author of thefe Women t 
Or Womens fake, by whom we men, are Men. 

Let’s once loofe our oathesto find our (elues. 

Or elfe we loofe our felues, to keepe our oathes 
It is religion to be thus forfwor ne. 

For Charitie it felfe fulfills the Law : 

And who can feuer Loue from Charitie. 

Kin. Saint Cupid then, and Souldiers to the field. 
Ber. Aduanceyour dandards, and vpon them Lords, 
Fell, radl, downs with them ; but be fird aduis’d. 
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tones Labours loji. 

Inconfli# that you get cheSunne of them. 

Long. Now to plaine dealing,Lay theft gfozes by. 
Shall w'e refolue to woe thefe girles of France ? 

Kin. And winne them too, therefore let vs deuife. 
Some entertainment for them in their Tents. 

Bcr. Firftfrom the Park, let vs conduft them thither. 
Then homeward cuery man attach the hand 
Of hisfaire Miftreffe, in the aftefnoone 
We will with feme ftrange paftime folace them: 

Such as the lhortnclTe of the time canftiapc. 

For Reuels, Dances, Maskes , and rnerrie houres, 
Fore-runnc hire Louc, ftrewing her way with flowers. 

Kin. Away, away, no time (hall beomitted. 

That will be cime, and may by vsbe ficted. 

Ber. A lone, alone lowed Cockell, reap’d no Corne, 
And Iuftice alwayes whirlesin equallmeafurc : 
light Wenches may proue plagues to men forfworne, 

If fo our Copper buyes no better rreafure. Exeunt. 



jittus Quxnius 



Enter the Pedant j^urate and Dull. 

Pedant. Satis qtiidfujficit. 

Curat. I praife God for you , your reafons at dinner haue 
beene fharpe and fentencious .• pleafant wi bout fcurrillitie, wit- 
ty without affeflion, audacious without impudence , learned 
without opinion, and ftrange without herefie: 1 did conuerfc 
this quondam day with a companion of the Kings, who is inti- 
tuled .nominated, or called, Don Adriano t de Amtatho. 
^ed.NouibominumtanqtidtCyliishvmoUT is lofty, hisdifeourfe 
pcremptoric , his tongue filed, his eye ambitious, his gate ma- 
icfticall, and his generall behauiour wine, ridiculous, and thra- 
fonicall. He is too picked, too (prut- coo sffc&ed, coo oddc,as 
irwerctooperegrinacc.asTroay call it. 

£urat. A molt lingular and boy ce Epithar, 

DrW': >ut ‘ is Table booke, 

Teda, He draweth out the :hred of hit verb olitje, finer theft 

the 



tones Labours left. 

the ftaplcofbisargumenr. I abhor fuch phanaticali phantafims,' 
fuch infociable and poync demfc companions, fuch rackers of 
ortographie, 3 s to lpcake doutfine, when he ihould fay doubt; 
det, when be lhould pronounce debt ; d c b t not det ; he clep- 
cth a CallfCaufc : balfe,haufc:neighbour vacatur ncbourjneigb 
abreuiated ne; thuisabhominable, which he would callabho- 
minable: it inlinuateth me of infamie ; ne intelhgis Domine t to 
make frantickc , lunacickc i 

(fur a. Laus deo,bcne mteUigo. 

Peda, Borne boon for boon prefeian ,a little fcratcht,’twil feflicr 
Enter Bragart, Boy, 

Curat. Vides ne quis venit ? 

Peda. Video, & gaudea , 

Brag. Chirr*. 

Peda, ffuari Chirra, not Sirra ? 

Brag. Men of peace well incount red. 

T>ed. Moftmilitaric firfalutation. 

Boy. They haue beencata great feaft of Languages, and 
ftolnefcraps.. 

(flora. O they haue liu’d long on the Almes*baskec of words.I 
marucllthy M, hath Dot eaten thee for a word, for thou are not 
fo long by the head as honorificabilitudinitatibus : Thou arc. 
eaficr fwallowed then a flapdragon. 

p-age. Peace, thepealt begins. 

Brag. Mounficr, are you notlettred? 

Pag. Yes, yes, he teaches boy es the Home-booke: 

What is Ab fpeld backward with the home on his head ? 

Peda. Ba, pueriiiayikb a home added. 

T’ag. Ba molt feely Shccpe, with a borne .-youheare his Par- 
sing* 

Peda. ffuis, qttis 9 thou Confonant f 

Page. The laftofthe fiue Vowels if You repeate them,orthe 
fifrif 1. 

Peda, I will repeate tht*m: aeL 

Page. The (heepe, the other two concludes it o u. 

Brag. Now by thefahwaueof the mediteraneum,arfweef 
tutch,aquicke veinewcof wit, fnip fnap, quick and homej it: 

moycuhmy intelleft, true wit. 

Page,. 
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\,o ties Labours lofi. 

Pave, Offered by a chiideto anolde man : which is W»t» 
old. ■ 

Peda. What is the figure? What is the figure? 
j Page. Hornes. 

'peda. Thou difputes like an Infant: goc whip thy Gigge. 

Pag. Lend me your Horne to make one, and 1 will whip a- 
bout your Infamie vnum cita a gigge of a Cuckolds home. 

flow. And I had but one pennie in the world, thou Ihould’ft 
haue it to buy Gingerbread : Hold, there is the very Remunera- 
tion I had of thy Mailer, thou halfe pennie purfc of wit, thou 
Pidgeon-cgge of difcretion.OAnd the heauens werefo pleafed, 
that thou were but my baftard; what a ioyiull father wouldft 
thou make mee ? Goc to, thou haft it ad dtmgil , at the fingers 
ends as they fay. 

Peda . Oh I fmellfalfc Latine, dunghel, for vnguem'. 

Brag, rtf-man pr&ambulat, we will befingledfrom the 
barbarous. Do you not educate youth at the Charge- houfc on 
the top of the Mountaine .? 

Peda. Or AZonsthz hill. 

Brag. At your fwcctepleafurc, for the Mountaine. 

Peda. I doe fans tjuefiiott. 

Bra. Sir, it is the Kings fweet pleafurc and affeflion, to con- 
gratulate the Princeffeat her Pauillion, in the pofUnors of this 
day, which the rude multitude call theafeer-noone. 

Ped. ThePoJterioroi the day, mod generous fir, is liable, 
congruent, and meafureablc for the afternoon: the word is 
well culd.chofc fweet, and apt I doe affure fir, I doc allure. 

Brag. Sir, the King is a noble Gentleman, and my familiar,' 
I doe affure you very good friend: for what is inward betweenc 
vs, let itpaffe. I doe befeech thee remeber thy curtefie. I befeech 
theeapparrcll thy head: and among other importunate Sctnoft 
ferious defigns,& of great import indeed too:but let that paffe, 
for Imuft tell thee it wiliplcafe his Gracc(by theworld )forae- 
time toleane vpon my poore (boulder, and with his royal! finger 
thusdallie with my excrement, with my muftaebio; but fweete 
heart let that paffe. By the world I recount no fable, fomc certain® 
lpecial> houoursit plealeth his greatneffe to impart to zMrma- 
eh a Soulcher, a man of trauell,that hath fecnc theworld: but 
let that paffe; the very all of all is : but fvyeet heart 1 doc implore 

* fecrccie 

















Loues Labour sloji, 

fccrecie, that the King would haue race prefent the Pnnceffc 
(fweet ebucke) with fomc delightfull oflcntation, or fiiow or 
pagcantjOranticke, or fire-worke : Now, vnderftanding that 
the C urate and ycur fweetfelfc are good at fuch eruptions, and 
fodaine breaking out of myrth (as it were ) I haue acquainted 
you withaIl,tothe end tocraucyour affiftance. 

Peda. Sit, you (hall prefent before her the nine Worthies. 
Sir, Holofernes , as concerning fome entertainment oftime, fomc 
(how in the pofterior of this day, to berendred by our affiftants 
the Kings command:and this moft gallant, illuflrate and learned 
<Gcntleman,befoie the Princefle : 1 fay none fo fitaS toprefene 
the Nine Worthies. 

Carat. Where will you finde men worthic enough to prefent 
them? 

Peda. Jofna , your felfe : my felfe, and this Gallant gentle- 
man Judas Maccabeus', this S waine(bccaufc of his great limrne 
or ioynt ) (hall paffe Pompey the great, the Page Hercules. 

Brag. Pardon fir error: He is not quantitic enough for that 
Worthies thumb, he is not fo big as the end of his Club." 

Peda. Shall I haue audience ? he /hall prefent Hercules in 
minoritie : his enter sad exit (hall be flrapglingaSnakcjand I 
will haue an Apologie for that purpefe. 

Pag. An excellent dcuice: foifany of the audience hide, you 
may cry. Well done Hercules ,now thou crulheftthe Snake; 
that is the way to make an offence gracious, though few haue 
the grace to doe it. 

Brag. For the reft of the Worthies ? 

Peda. I will play three my felfe. 

Pag. Thrice worthie Gentleman. 

Brag. Shall I tell you athing. 

Peda. We attend. 

B rag. We will haue, if this fadge,not an Antique, 1 befeech 
you follow. 

^ 7W* Via good-man Dull } thou haft fpoken no word all this 

‘Hull. Nor vndcrftood none neither fir. 

Ped. Alone, we will imploy thee. 

Dull. lie make one in a dance, or fo:or I will play onthe Ta- 
bor to the Worthies , and let them dance the hey. 

G Ped . 
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Loues Labour s loft, 

?-td, Moft D ttH, honeft Dull, to our fport away. Exit*. 
Enter Ladies. 

G)u. Sweethearts we {hall be rich ere we deparr, 

If fairings come thus plentifully in. 

A Lady wal’d about with Diamonds ; Looke you, what I haue: 
from the Louing King. 

Rofa. Madam, came nothing elfe along with that ? 

Qji. Nothing but this : yes as much loue in Rime ? . 

A s would be cratn’d vp in a fheeeof paper 
Writ on both fidcs the lcafe, matgent and all} 

That he wasfaine to feale on Cupids name. 

Rofa. That was the way to make his God-head wax:.- 
For he hath bcene Hue thoufand yeeires a Boy. 

Kaih. I, and a (hrewd vnhappic gallowes too. 

Rof. You’ll ncere be friends with him, a kild yourfifter,. 
Kath . He made her melancholy, fad, and heauy, and fo 
foe died,: had (he beenc Light like you, of fuch a rncrric nimble 
ftirring fpirit, file might a bin a Graudam crc flic died. And fa 
may you : For a light heart Hues long, 

Rof. What’s your darke meaning moufe, of this light word ? 
Kat. A light condition in a bcauue darke. 

R.ofe, We need more light to finde your meaning out, 

Kat, You’ll marre the liglic by taking it infnufFer 
Therefore lie darkcly end theargument. 

Rof, Look what you doe, you doe it (fill i’th darks. 

Kat. So do no: you, for you are a light Wench. 

Rof. Indeed I waigh not you, and therefore light. 

Ka. You waigh me not, O that’s,youcarenocformc. 

Rof. Great rcafon : for paft care, is ftill paft cure. 
ffu. Well bandied both, afet of Wit well played . 

But Refilling yoxi haas a fauout too. 

Who fent it ? and what is it ? 

Rof. I would you knew 
And if ray face were bu; as fairs as yours. 

My Fauour were as great, 'be witneffc this. 

Nay, I haue verfes toe, I tiiankc Berowne, 

The numbers true, and were the numbring too> 

J.werc the fajreft GoddeiTe on the grounds 
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Loues Labour’s left. 

I am compar’d to twenty thoufand fairs. 

O hehathdrawne my piftme in his letter. 

Qu. Any thing like s’ 

R of. Much in the letters, nothing in the praife. 
jgfs Beauteous , as I ncke : a good conclulion, 

. Kat. Faire as a text B.in a Coppie booke. 

Rof. Ware pcnfils.How ? Let me not die your debtor^ 
My red Dominicall, my golden Letter. 

O that your face were full of Oes. 

£tt. A Pox of that left, and I beflarewall Shrowes? 
But Katherine , what was fent to you 
From faire Dutnaine ? 

Kat. Madame, this Gioue. 

Didhenotfendyoutwaine? 

Kat. Yes Madame and morcouer. 

Some thoufand Verfes of a faithfulILoucrl 
A hugetranflation ofHypocrifie, 

Vildly compiled, profound Omplicicie. 

-Mar. This, and chefeP«arls,to mefen tLonoAHUed 
The Letter is too long by halfe a mile. 

Q,“- I thinke no lcffc : doft thou wifiiin heart 
The Chaine were Longer, and the Letter Ihort. 

Afar. I, or I would thefe hands might neuer part,’ 
2>uee. We are wife girles to mockc our Louers fo. 

Ref. They arc worfc foolcs to purchafc mocking fo.' 
That fame Berowne ilc torture ere I goe. 

©chat I knew he were but in by th’wceke, 

How i would make him fawne, and begge, and feeke. 
And waite the feafon, and obferuc the times. 

And ipend his prodigall witsin booties rimes. 

And fiiape his feruice wholly to roy dcuice. 

And make him proud , tomake me proud that iefis. 

So pertaunt like would I o’rcfway his date, 

That he fiiould be my foole, and I his fate. 

None are fo furely caught, when they arc catcht' 
As wu turn’d foole, follie in Wifdomc hatch’d 
Hath wifdomes warrant, and the helpc ofSchoole, 

And Wits one grace to grace a learned Foole ? 

Rof. Thcbloudof vouch burns not with fuch exetffe, 
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tones Labour's lofi 

As Griuisies rcuolt to wantons be. 

Mar. Follie in Fooles bearcs not fo ftirong a note, 
Asfool'ryinthewife, when Wit doth dote : 

Since all the power thereof it doth apply, 

To prone by Wit, worth in fimplicitie. 



Enter Boyet . 

Qu. Hcere comes Boyet, and mirth in his face. 

Boy. O I am ftub’d with laughter. Whet's her grace ? 

Qu. T hy newes Boyet l 

Boy . Prepare Madame, prepare. 

Arme Wenches, arme, incounters mounted are 
Againft your peace, Loue doth approach, difguK*4 : 
Armed in arguments, you’ll be (urpriz’d. 

Muftcr your Wits, Hand in your owne defence, 

Or hide your heads like Cowards, and die hence. 

Qa. Saint Dennis to S. Cupid : What arc they 
That charge their breath againft vs ? Say fcout fay. 

Boy. Vnder the cooledhade of a Siccamore, 

Ithought to clofe mine eyes fome half can bourse 
When lo t o interrupt ray purpos’d reft. 

Toward that ihade 1 might behold addreft 
The King and his ompanions i warely . 

I Hole into a neighbour thicket by. 

And ouer-heard, what you fhallouer -heatc ; 

That by and by difguis’d they will be heere. 

Their Herald is a prettie knauifh Page : 

That well by heart hath con’d his Embaflage, 

Aftion and accent did they teach him there. 

T hus mu ft thou fpeake, and thus thy body bcare, 
Andeuer and anon they made a doubt. 

Prefence Maiefticall would put him out: 

Tor quoth the King, an Angell (halt thou fee : 

Yet feare not thou, but fpcake audacioufly. 

The Boy reply ’d, an Angell is not cuill : 

I (hould hauc fear’d her, had (hec beenc a deuill. 

With that all laugh’d, and clap’d him or. the (boulder. 
Making the bold wagg by their prayfes bolder. 

hj? ^boetnusj and fleer’d, and fwore, , 
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tones Labours loft. 

A better (peech was neuer fpoke before. 

Another with hisfingcr and hi thumb , 

Gry’d via, wc will doo’f, come what will come. 

T he third he caper’d and cried all goes well. 

The fourth turn’d on the toe, and downe he fell : 

With that they all did tumble on the ground. 

With filch a zealous laughter fo profound. 

That in this fpleene ridiculous appearcs. 

To checke their folly paflions (ole none tcares, 

Quee. But what, but what, come they to vifit vs? 

"Boy. They do, they do ; and areapparel’d thus. 

Like tfHufcouites, or Ruffians, as 1 gellc. 

Their purpofe is to parlee , to court , and dance, 

Andcuery one his Louc^feat will aduance, 

Vnto hisfeuctall Miftres : which they’ll know 
By fauorsfeucrall, which they did beftow. 

Qu^en, And will they fo ? the Gallants (hall be taskt : 

For Ladies; we will euery one be roaskc, 

Andnot a man of them iball haue the grace 
Defpight offute, to fee aLadiesface. 

Hold Rofaline, thisFauour thou (halt weare, 

And then the King will court thee for hisDearc: 

Hold, take thou this my Sweet, and giuc me thine J 
So (hall Berowne take me for Rofaline. 

And change your Fauours ioo, fo (hall your Loucs 
Woo contrary, deceiu’d by thefe remoucs. 

Rofa. Come on then, weare the fauoursmoft in fight. 
lCatb. But in this changing , What is your intent ? 

Queene. Theeffeftof my intentisto croflfetheirss 
They doe it but in mocking merriment. 

And mockefor mocke isonely my intent. 

Their feuerall counfelsthey vnbofome fhaH, 

To Loucs miftooke, and fo be mockt withall. 

:V: pon the next occafion that we meetc , 

With Vifagesdifplayd ,to talkc and greetc, 

Rofa. Butlhaill wc dance, if they defire vstoo’t ? 

Queen. No, to the death wc will not moue a foot, 

Nor to their pen’d fpeech render wc no grace s 
But while 'tis fpoke, each tur ne away hi \ face . 

G 3 Boy* 
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tones Labours lofh 

Boy. Why chat contempt will kill the keepers hearty 
And quite diuorce his memory from his part. 

Qttcc. Therefore 1 doe it, and i make no doubt. 

The reft will ere come in, if he be out. 

Theres no fuch fport, asfport by fporc orechrownc : 

To make theirs ours, and ours none but our owne. 

So (ball we flay mocking intended Game, 

And they well mockt, depart away with (hame. Sound. 

Boy. The Trumpet founds, be raaskt,the maskers come. 

Enter Biackymoores with mufteke the Boy with a fpeecb , and the 
reft of the Lords difguifed. 

‘Edge, AH ha He the richeft Beauties on the earth . 

Bcr. Beauties no richer then richTaffata. 

Pag.*A holy par cell of the fair eft dames that euer turn'd thetr 
hackesto mortallviewes , 

•ThcLadies turne their backesto him, 

Ber. Their eye svillaine, their eyes. 

Pag. T hat euer turn’d their eyes to mortall vievtes. Out 
Boy. True, outindeed. 

Pag. Out ofyeurfauours heauenly Spirits vouch fa fe 
2fot to beholde. 

Ber, Once to behold, rogue. 

Eag. Once to behold with your Sunne-b earned eyej , 

With your Sunne* beamed eyes. 

Boy. They willnoc aniwer tothatEpithite, 

You v rebeft call it daughter beamed eyes, 

Pag, They doe notmarkeme, and that brings meout. 

3 ere. I s this your pcrfeflncffc ? begonyou rogue, 
if of a. What would thefe ftrangers ? 

Know their mindcs Boyct. 

If they doefpeake our language, ’tis our will 
That fontc plaine man recount their purpofes. 

Know what they would ? 

Boyet. W hat would you with the Princes ? 

Ber. Nothing but peace, and gentle vifitationi 
Pop. What would they, fay they ? 
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Boy. Nothingbut peace, andgentlc vifitation. 

Rofa. Why that they haue, and bid them lo be gon. 
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tones Labour slojll 

Boy . Shee fayesyou hauc it,and you may be gon. 

Km. Say to her we haue mcafur’d many miles. 

To tread a Meafure with you on the grade. 

Boy. They fay that they haue mcafur’d many a mile,. 

To tread a Meafure with you on this grade. 

Rofa. It is not fo. Askc them how many inches 
Is in one mile? If they haue mcafur’d many, 

The meafure then of one is eaflie told. 

Boy. Ifto come hither you haue meafur’d miles. 

And many miles: the Princelfe bids you tell. 

How many inches doth fill vp one mile? 

Ber. Tell her wc meafurethem by weary fteps. 

Boy. She hcares hcrfelfc. 

Rofa. How many weary fteps. 

Of many weary miles you haue ore-gone,' 

Are numbred imhecrauell of one mile? 

Bero. We number nothing that wefpend for you, 

Our dutic isfo rich,fo infinite. 

That we may doe it (fill without accompt, 

Vouchlafc tofliew thcSunlliine of your face. 

That wc(iikefauages) may worfliip it. 

Rofa, My face is but aMooneandcloudedtoo. 

Kin. BlelTcd arc clouds, to cioe as fuch clouds do. 

Vouchfafe bright moone, and thefe thy ftars to (hine, 

(Tbofc clouds remoued) vponourwaierie eync. 

Rofa. O vaine pcticicner, beg a greater matter. 

Thou now requeftsbue Moonclhine in thcwatcr. 

Kin. Then in our meafure, vouchfafe but one change.. 

Thou bid’ll: me begge, this begging is no: ftrange. 

Rofa. Play mufickc then, nay you muft doeitfoonc*. 

Not yet no dance : thus change I like the Moone. 

Kin. Wiilyou not dance? How come you thus eftranged ? 
Rofa. You tookc the Moone at full,but now file’s changed? 
Kin . Yet ftill (lie is the Moone,and Ithe Man. . 

Rofa. The muficke playes, vouchfafe fome motion to it • 
Our caresvouchfaf e it. 

Kin. But your legges fiiould doe hr, 

Rof. Since you are ftrangers, and come heerc by chance. 
Wee’ll not be nice, take bands, wewU not dance. 
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X oues Labour sloff.l 

'Kin. Why take you hands then ? 

Rofa. Onely to part friends. 

Curtefie fweet hearts, and fo the Mcafure ends.- 

Kin. More meafure of this meafure, he not nice. 

Rofa. We can afford no more at fuch a price. 

AY».Prife your fellies: W hat buyes your companie ? 

Rofa. Your abfencc onely. 

JGw.Thatcann euer be. 

Rofa. Then cannot we be bought : and fo adue. 

Twice to your Viforc, audhalfeonce to you. 

Kin. Ifyoudcnieto dance, lct’s.bold more chat. 

Rofa. In priuate then. 

Kin. I aru beft pleas’d with thar. 

Be. Whice.-handedMiftris, one fweet word with thee, 
flu. Hony, and Milke, and Suger : thercis three. 

Ber. Nay then two treyes,and if you grow fo nice 
Methegline, Wort, andMalmei’ey; wellrunne dice,- 
There’s halfc a dozen fweets. 

flu. Seuenth fweet adue, fince you can cogg, 

He play no more with you. 

Ber . Onewordinfecrcc. 

Qu. Let it not be fweet. 

Ber. Thou grieu’ft my gall. 

Qu. Gall bitter. 

Ber . Therefore meete. 

r Du. Will you vouchfafe with meeto change a word/ 

Mar. Name it. 

‘Bum. Faire Ladie. 

■CMar. Say you fo ? Faire Lord : 

Take you that for your faire Lady. 

Du. Pleafeityou, 

As much in priuate, and lie bid adieu. 

Mar. What, was your Vizard made without a tong ? 

Long. I know the reafon Lady why you askc. 

Mar. O for your reafon, quickly fir, I long. 

Long. You haue a double tongue within your mask. 

And would affoord my fpeechlcffe vizard halfe. 

Mar. Vcale quoth the Dutchman .* is not Vealca Calfe ? 
Long. A Calfefaire Ladie ? 

Mart 



Loues Labour s loft. 

(j Mar. No, a faire Lord Calfe. 

Long. Let”s part the word. 

Mar. No, Ilenotbcyourhalfci 
Take all and weane it, it may prouc an Oxe . 

Z^.Loekehow you but your felfein thefe (harpe tnockesi 
Will you giuc homes chart Ladie ? Do not fo. 

Mar. Then die a Calfe before your horns do grow. 

Lon. Oncwordin priuate with you ere I die. 
c Mar. Bleat foftly then; the Butcher heares y ou cryi 
Bojet. The tongues oi mocking wenchesarc as kcenc 
A s is the Razors edge, inuifiblc : 

Cutting a fmaller haire then may be feene, 

Aboue the fence offence fofcnfible: 

Scemetli their conference, their conceits haue wings. 

Fleeter then arrowes, bullets, wind, thought, fwifter things.’ 
Rofa. Not one word more,my maides,breake off, breake off, 
Ber. By hcauen, all drie beaten with pure fcoffe. 

King. Farewell madde Wenches you haue fimplc wits. 
Exeunt . 

<fu, T wentie adieus ray frozen Mufcouites. 

Are thefe the breed of wits fo wondred at ? 

~ Boyet. Tapers they are, with your fweet breathes pufc out, 
Rofa. W el-liking wits they hauCjgroffe.grofle, fat, far. 
fh^. O pouerde in wit, Kingly poor* flout. 

Will they not( thinkc you) hang themfelucs to night ? 

Or euer but in vizardes flie w their faces : 

This pert B-erowne was out of count’uance quite. 

Rofa. They were all in lamentable cafes. 

The King was weeping ripe for a good word. 
flu. £m>w>jedidfweare himfeife out of all fute 
MarLDuraaine'ms at my feruice, and his fword 
Nopoynt (quoth I :) my feruant ftraight was mute, 

Ka. Lord LongauiH aid 1 came orehisheart.- 
And trow you what he call’d me ? 

Qu. Qualtnc perhaps. 

Kat. Yes in good faith. 

Qu. GoficknelTeasthou ait. 

Rof. Wcllbettcr wits haue w°rne plaine ftatutecaps,- 

Buc will you hearc; the King ismy louc fwornc. 
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hones Labour's lofl. 

(gu. And quickc Berowne hath plighted faith to me.‘ 
Kat. And LongauilL was for my feruice borne. 

.Mar. Dnmaine is mine as lure as bailee on tree. 
Boyet. Madam, and pretty Miftreflev gi tie care. 
Immediately they will againe be hecre 
In their owne lhapes : for it can neuer be. 

They will digeft this harfli indignitie. 

Quj Will they returne .? 

Boy. They wiU,they will, God knowes, 

Andleapefor ioy, though they are lame with blowe3; 

T hcrefore change F auours, and when they repaire. 

Blow like fweet Rofes in this fummer air c, 

Qu. How blow# how biow?Speaketo be vndcrftood. 
Boy. Faire Ladies maskt, arc Rofes in their bud; 
Difnaaskt, their damaske fweet commixture (howne. 
Are Angclsvailing clouds, or Rofes blowne. 

Qu. Auantperpfexiticj What (hall we do, 

If they returne in theft owne lhapes to wo ? 

Re fa. Good Madam, if by me you’lbe adui'sd. 

Let’s mocke them ftill as well knowne as difguis’d : 

Let vscomplaine to them whatfooles were hecre 
Bifguis^d like Mufcouites in (hapelcfle geare : * 

And wonder what they weare, and to what end 
Their (hallow (howes, and prologue vildcly pen’d ; 

And their rough carriage fo ridiculous, 

Should be prefeuted at our Tent to vs. 

Boyet. Ladies, with draw: the gallants are at hand. 
guee. Whip to our Tents, as Roes runnesore Land 

Exeunt. 

Enter the Kingand the reft. 

King. Faire fir, God faueyornWhcr’schePrinceiTe? 
Boy. Gone to her rent* 

Pleafe it your Maieffie command me any feruice to her,’ 
Js. ^ a That (he vouchfafe me audience for one work 
Boy. I will and fo will (he, I know my Lord. Exit. 
Ber. This fellow pickes vp witpis Pigeons peafe 
And vtters it againe, when Ioue dothpleafe. ' ’ 

He is Wits Pedler, andretailes his Wares, 











tones Labours loft. 

At Wakes,and Waflcls, Meetings, Markets, Fairest 
And we that fell by groffe, the Lord doth know, 

Haue not the grace to grace it with (uch (how. 

This Gallant pins the Wencheson his ftecue. 

Had he bin Adam, he Had tempted Eue. 

He can carue too .andiifpe : Why this ishc, 

T hat kill away his hand in courtefic. 

This is the Ape of forme, Mounfier the nice. 

That when heplayesat Tables, chides the Dice 
In honourable tcarmes, nay hecan fing 

Ameanemoftmeaniy,andinV(hering ( 

Mend him who can : the Ladiescall him fweet. 

The (hires as he treads on them kiffc hisfeete. 

This is the flower that fmiles on euery one. 

To (hew his teeth as white as Whale s bone. 

And confciences that will npt die indebt, 

Pay him the d uty of honie-tongued Boyet. 

King. A blifter on his fweettongue with my hart. 

That put zA mat hoes Page out of his part. 

Enter the Ladies. 

Bcr, See where it come*. Behauiour what wer’t thou# 

Till this madman (hew’d thee ? And what art thounow ? 

King. All haile fweet Madame, andfaire time ofday. 
gin. Faire in all Haile isfoule, as I conceiue. 

K ing. Conflrue my fpeeches better, if you may. 
ghf. Then with mebetter, I willgiuelcauc. 

King. We came to viG: you and purpofenow 
Toleade youtoour Court, vouchfafe it then. 

£ht. This field (hall hold me, andfo hold your vow. 

Nor God, nor I , delights in periur’d men. 

K ing. Rebuke me not for that which you prouoke : 

The vertue of your eye muft breakemy oath. 

Qu. You nickname vertue : vice you (hould hauelpoke : 

For venues office neuer breakes men troth. 

Now by my maiden honour, yet as pure 
Asthe vi.fallied Lilly, I proteft, 

A world oftorments though I (Hould endure, 

I would not yceld to be your houfes gueft ; 
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tones Labour s loft. 

So much I hate a breaking caufc to be 
Of heauenly oath, vow’d with iotegritic. 

K in. O you haucliu’d in defolation hcere.; 
Vnfcenc, vnuifited,nmch to our fliame. 

flu. Not fo my Lord, it is not fo 1 fwcare* 

Wchauc had paftimes hcere and pleafant gainer 
A mede ofRufTions left vs but of late. 

Kin. How Madam ? Ruffians? 

I intruth ray Lord. 

Trim gallants, full of Couttihip and of ftate, 

Rofa. Madam fpcake true. It is not lo my Lord \ 
My Ladie( to themanner of the daics) 

In curtcfie giues vndefcruing praifc. 

W e foure indeed confronted were with fourc 
In Ruffia habit : Hcere they flayed an houre. 

And talk'd apace: and in that houre (my Lord) 

They did not blcffc vs with one happy word. 

T dare not call them fooles: but this I thinkc. 

When they are thirflie, fooles would faine haue drinfce. 

Bcr . Thisicftisdrieto me. Gentle fweet, 

Your wits makes wife things foolifh when yve greet 
Wich-cyesbeft feeing, heauens fiery eye; 

By light we loofe light : your capacity- 
Is of that nature, that to your huge Acre, 

Wife things feemc foolilh, and rich things but poore. 
Rof. This proues you wife and rich:. tor in my eye. 
Ber. Iamafoolc, and full of povertic. 

Rof. But that you take what doth to you belong* 
It were a fault to fnateh words from my tongue. 

Ber. . O', I am yours, andalLthat 1 polTelTe. 

Rof. All the foole mine. 

Ber. FcannotgiueyoulelTe, 

Rof. Which of the Vizards was it that you wore .? 
Ber- Where? when ? what Vizard? 

Why demand you this ? 

Rof. There, then, that vizard, that fupcrfluous cafe, 
That hid the worfe,and(hew’d the better facet 
Kin. We are diferied', 

‘Thcy'llnaockc vs ncwdowncright, 

' a t ; 




Loues Labour s loft. 

fu. LetVScdnfcfTe and turne it to aicfl. 

Que, A naz’d myLord, Why lookes your Higneffe ladder 
i?a/^.Hclpe hold his browes,hc’l foundswhy looke you pale- 
Sea-ficke I thinkc, comining from Mufcouie. 

Ber. Thus poure the liars down plagues for periury. 

Can any face ofbraffe hold longer out , 

Hcere (land I, Ladiedart thy skill at me, 

Bruife me with fcorne,confound me with a flout. 

Thruft thy fcarpe wit quite through my ignorance.. 

Cut me to peeccs with chy keenc conceit ; 

And 1 will wilh thee neuer more to dance. 

Nor neuer more in Ruffian habit waitc. 

O! ncnerwill 1 truft to fpcechcs pen’d. 

Nor to the motion of a Schoole-boyes tongue,. 

Nor neuer come in vizard to my friend, 

Nor woo in rime like a blind-harpers long. 

Taffata phrafes, filken tearmes precife, 

Three-pH’d Hyperboles, fpruce affettion %.. 

Figures pedantically thefe fummei flies, 

Haueblowneme full of maggot oftentation. 

I do forfweare them , and I hecre protell. 

By this white Gloue(how white the hand God knows! 
Henceforth my woing mindc (hall be expreft 
In rulTec yeas, and honcif kerfle nocs. 

And to begin. Wench, foGodhelpemelaw, 

My loue to thee is found fans cracke or flaw. 

Rofa. Sans fans , I pray you. 

Ber, Yetlh-iueatrieke - y « 

Of the old rage : beare with me, I am ficke*,- 
Ile leaue it by degrees : ioft, let vs fee. 

Write Lord haue mercy on vs, onthofc three. 

They are iafcfod, intheirheartsit lies : 

They haue the plague, and caught of your eyes : 

T hele Lords are v»fited,you are not free; 

Bor the Lords tokens on you doe I fee. 

No, they are free that gaue, thefe tokens to v*F 
Ber . Our if ate&are forfeit, feeke notto vndoe vs*. 

Rof. It is not fo ; fos how can this be true, 

That youftiadforfeit, being thofc thatfuc. _ , 
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horn Labour s 

B er. Peace, for I will not haue to doc with you. 

Rof, Nor (hall not, if I doc as I intend. 

Bcr. Speakefor your fclues, my wit is at attend. 

King. Teach vs fweet Madame , for our rude tranfgteflion, 
iqjne faire excufe. 

6)x. The faired is confeffion. 

Were you not here but cuen now difguis’d? 

Kin. Madam, I was. 

Gf*. And were you well aduis’d? 

Kin. I was faire Madam. 

Qtu When you then were heerc. 

What did you whifper in your Ladies eare ? 

King. Thatmorcthen all the world I did refpeft her. 

<fu. When flie (hall challenge this you will reiedt her. 

King . V pon mine Honour no. 
ghu Peace, peace, forbeare: 

Your oath once broke, youforcenot toforfweare; 

King. Dcfpifemewhenl breake this oath of mine. 

<jht. I will and therefore keepc it Rofalinc t 
What did the Ruffian whifper in your eare ? 

Rof. Madam, hefwore that he did hold me dearc 
As preciouseye.fight, and did value me 
Aboue this world : adding thereto moreouer, 

That he would wed me, or elfcdie my Loucr. 

flu. God giuc thee ioy of him .• the Noble Lord 
Mo ft honourably doth vphold his word. 

Kin. What meane you Madame } 

By my life, my troth, 

I neuer fwore this Ladie fuc'n an oth. 

Rof. By heauen you did; andtoconfirmeit plaine 
y ou gaue me this : But take it fir againe. 

King. My faith and this, the Princeffe I did giuc, 

1 knew her by this Iewell onher fleeue. 

fhb Pardon me Gr, this Iewell did flic weare. 

What ? Will you haue me, or your Pearle againe? 

Ber. Neither of either I remit both twaine. 

I feethc trickeon’t : Hcere wasa confirm. 

Knowing aforehand of our mernment, 
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Lottes Labour** loft. 

To dafh itlikea Chriftnias Comedie. 

Some carry -tale, fame pleafe-man,iome flight Zanie, 

Some murable-newes/omc trencher-knight, fopae Dick, 

That {’miles his cheeke in yceres, and knowes the trick 
To mike myLadielaughj When flte’s dilpos’dj 
Told oilr intentsbcforc: which onceftifclos’d. 

The Ladies did change Fauours, and then we 
Following the fignes, woo’d but the figne of (he. 

Now co ourperiurie, to adde more terror, f • 

We are againe forfworne in will and error. 

Much vpon this tis : and might not you. 

Forcftall our fport,to make vs thus vntrue ? 

Doe you not know roy Ladicsfooc by’th fcpuier? 

And laugh vpon the app leof her eye. 

And Itand beeweene her backe fir, and the fire. 

Holding a trencher, iefting merrilie? 

You put our Page out : go, you are alowd. 

Die when you will, a fmockc (hall beyour fliro.wd. 

You leerevpou me, doe you? there’s an eye 
Wounds like a leaden fword. 

Boy. Full merrily hath this braue Manager, this carreere 
bene run. 

Ber. Loe,he is tilting ftraight. Peace, I haue don. 

Enter Clorvne. 

Welcome pure wit, thou part’d a faire fray. 

C-lo. O Lord fir, they would know. 

Whether the three Worthies fiullcome in, or no. • 

Ber. What, arc there but three ? 

C!o. No fir, but it is vara fine. 

For euerie one purfents three. 

Ber. Andthree timesthrice is nine. 

Oo. Not fo fir, vnder corrcftion fir, I hope ic is not fo. 

You cannot beg vs Gr, I can affine you fir, we kn ow what wc 
know : I hope fir three times thricefir, 

Ber. Is not nine. 

Clotv. Vndercorre&ion fir, we- know whcre-vntill it dock 
amount. 

Ber. By Ioue, l alwayestooke three threes for nine, 
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Lottes Labours loffo 

Cion. O Lord fir, it were picric you fliould get your living 
by reckningfir. 

' Ber. How much is it? 

Clow.O Lord fir, the parties thcmfclues, the aftorsfir will 
Jhew where-vntill it doth amount ; for mine owne part, I am 
(as they fay, hue to perfe$ one man in one poorc man) Pomp ton ' 
the great fir. 

Ber , Arc thou one of the Worthies? 

Clow. Itpleafed them to thinkc me worthy o( Pompey the 
great : for mine owne part, I know not the degree of the Wot- 
thie, but I am to ftand for him, 

Bcr. Go, bid them prepare. Exit. 

Clo . We will tume it finely off fir, we will take fome care. 

'King. Ber owne, they will fliaine vs : 

Let them not approach. 

Ber. Wc are'fhame. proofe my Lord : and ’tis forae politic, 
to baueonefliew worfe then the Kings and his company. 

Kin. I faychey (hall not come. 

fhu Nay my good Lord, let me ore. rule younow j 
Thatfport beft plcafes, that doth leaft know how. 

Where Zeale ftriuesto content, and the contents 
Dies in the Zeale of that which it prefents : 

Their forme confounded, makes moll forme in mirth, 

When great things labouring perilh in their birth, 

Ber. A right dcfcripcion olour fportmy Lord. 

Enter Braggart. 

Brag. Annoynted, I implore fo much expenec of thy royal! 
fweet breath, as will vtter a brace of words. 

Qh. Doth this man feruc God? 

Ber. Why askeyou ? 

Qu. He (peak’s not like a man of God’s making. 

Brag. That’s all onc,my fatre fweet honic Monarch For I 
proteft the Schoolmafler is exceeding fantafticaH : Too too 
vaine, too too vaine . But we will pur it ( as they fay) to Tor* 
tuna del a guar , I wifh you the peace of minde molt royal! 
complement. 

King. Here is like to be a good prefence of Worthies; He 
prefents He ft or of Troy, the Syyaine Pompey the great, the 
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Lottes Labours loft. 

Parilh Curate Alexander, nArmadocs Page Hercules, thcPc» 
dzntludas Mackabeus : And ifthefefoure Worthies in their 
firft ihew thriue,thefefoure will change habites, and prefect the 
other hue. 

Ber . There is fiue in the firft Ihew. 

Kin . You are deceiued, tis not fb. 

Ber. The Pedant, the Braggart,the Hedge-Pricft, the fooie, 
and the Boy, ■ 

Abate throw at Novum, and the whole world againe. 

Cannot pricke out fiue fuch, take each one in’s vaine. 

Kin. The Ihip is vnder failc,and here Ihe comes amain. 

Enter Pompey , 

Clow. lEompey am. 

Ber. You lie, you are not htf. 

Clow. I Pompey am. n 

Boy. With Libbardshead on knee. 

Ber. Weil faid old mocker, 

I mult Deeds he friends with thee. 

Clow . IBompey am, Bompcy fur nam'd the big.. 

Du. The great. 

Clow. It is great fir : Pompey fur nam'd the great : 

7 hat oft in field, with T arge and Shield, 
did make my foe to fweat : 

eAnd tr aueliing along this coafi , / heere am come by chance. 

And lay my yArmes before the legs of this fweet Lalfeef Franc el 

If your Ladilhip would fay chankes Pompey, I had done. 

La. Great thankes great Pompey. 

Clow. Tis not fo much worth: but I hope I wasperfeft. I 
made a litle fault in great. 

B erMy hat to a halfe-penie, Pompey proucs tire beft Worthic. 
Enter Cur ate for t Alexander . 

Curat.when in theworld lliu'd,Iwas the worlds Commander' 
By Er.fi, Wefi , jfprth, & South, I fired my conquering might. 
2\4y Scutcheon plaine declares that lam lifandcr* 

Boyet . Your nofe fay cs no, you are not : 

For it ftands too right. 

Ber. Your nofe fraelsno,in this raoft tender fraelljng Knight. 
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tones Labours loft t 

JOu. The Conqueror is difmaid : 

Proceed good Alexander. 

Car.}'/ hen in the world Iliued^I wasthe worlds Commander. . 
Boyet. Mod true, ’tis right : you were lb tAlifatukr. 

Bcr. Porapey the great. 
flo. Your feruant and Cofiard. 

Ber. Takeaway the Conqueror, take away nAlifander. 
flow. O fir you haue ouerthro wne zAhfander the conque- 
ror:you will be ferap’d out of the painted cloth fox this :your li- 
on that holds his Pollax fitting on a clofc-ftoole, will be giuen 
toAiax. He will be the ninth worthie. A Conqueror . ? andafv 
fraid tofpeake?Runneaway for (hame zAlifander. There an’t 
fhall pleafe you : a foolifh railde manjan froneft man,lookc you, 
andfoonedaflit. He is a maruellous good neighbour info oth, 
and a very good Bowler.' but fer Alifandar, alas you fee, how 
at’s a little ore-parted. But there are Worthies a comm jng will - 
fpeake their mindc in fome ocher fort. Exit fli. 
ffht. Stand afide good Pompey. 

Enter'd? edant for Iudas,and the Boy for Hercules. 

Bed. Great Hercules is prefented by this Impe. 

Whofe Club kil’d flrberus that three-headed Cantu, 

And when he was a babe, achilde, afimmpe, 

Thus did he ftranglc Serpencsin his Manns : 
ffluoniam, hefeemeth in minoritie, 

Ergo , I come with this Apologie. 

Keepefome (late in.thy£*#, and vanifh. Exit Boy^ 

Fed. lixditlam., 

Dum. A ludas ? 

Ped. Tfot Ifcariotftr. 
ludas Jam, yc typed CMachabeus . . 

Dum. Judas Machabeus dipt, is plaineTudas. 

Ber. A kilsing Traitor, Httw art ijbou prou’d Judas A 
Fed. Judas lam. 

Dum. The more (hame for you Judas.. 

'Bed. What meanc you (ir. > 

Boy, To make fudas hang hiinfelfc. 

- Fed. Begin fir, you arc my elder. 

Bcr, Well follow^, lhdas.yt%% hang’d onan Eider# 






LouestabourslofK 

Ped. I will not be put of countenance. 

Ber. Becaufethcu hall no face. 

Fed. What is this? 

Boy, A Cittcme head, 

Dum. The head of a bodkin, 

Ber. Adeathsfacein a ring. 

Lon. The face of an old Roman coine, fcarce fcenc. 

Boy. The Pummellof CafarsVmlchion. 

Dum. The earn’d- bone face on a Flaske. 

Bcr. Saint Georgeshalfe cheekc in a brooch. 

Dum. I,and in a brooch of Lead. 

Ber. I, and worne in the cap of a Tooth-dr awe rl 
And now forward, for we haue put thee in countenance, 
Ped. You haue put meout of countenance. 

Ber. Falfe, we haue giuen theefaces. 

F ed . But you haue out-fac’d them all, 

Ber. And thou wert a Lion, we would do To, 

Boy. Thereforeashe is an Affe, let him goes 
Andfo adieu fweet Jude. Nay, why doft thou (lay ? 

D urn. For the latter end of his name, 

Ber. For the Affe to the Jude: giueit him. lud-as away. 
Fed. This is not generous, not gentle, not humble. 

Boy. A light for mounfier/W^jjit growes dark, he may Humble. 
flue. Alas poore Machabeus , how hath he beene baited. 

Enter Braggart. 

Ber. Hide thy head « Achilles , hcere comes HeElor in Armes. 
Dum. Though my roockcs come home by me, 1 willnowbc 
fljerrie. 

King. HeElor wasbut aTroyaninrefpeft of this. 

Boy. But isthis HeElor ? 

K in. . I thinke HeElor was not fo cleane timber’d. 

Lon. His legge is too big for HeEior. 

Dum. More Calfe certain e, 

Boy. No he is bell indued inthe fmall. 

Ber. This cannot be HeElor. 

Dum. He’s a God or a Painter, for he makes faces. 

Ber. The Armipotent Mars, of Launces the almighty t gaue 
Heft or a gift, 

la Dum. 
















Loues Labours loft* 

D urn A giltNutmcgge, 

Ber. A Lemmon. 

Lon. Stuckewich Clones. 

Dum. Noclousn. 

Brag. The Armipotent Mars of Launces the almighty).. 

Gaue Hotter a gift, the heire of Illion ; 

ts4 man fo breathed , that certaine he would fight: yea 

From morne till night , out of his Pauillion • 

I am that Flower. 

Dum . That Mint. 

Long. . ThatCullambine. 

Brag. Sweet Lord Longauilfxtmt thy tonguei 

Lon. I mull rather giue it the reine: for it runs againft Hettor a . 

Dum. I , and Hettor’s a Grey-hound. 

Brag. The fweet War-man is dead and rotten. 

Sweet chuckes,beat not the bonesof the buried : 

Buti will forward with my deuice ; 

Sweet Roy altic bellow on me the fence of hearing. 

Berowne flops forth . 

fly. Spca ice braue He&or, we are much delighted. . ( 

Brag. I doe adore thy fweet Graces flipper. 

Boy. Louesher by the foot. 

Dum. He may not by the yard. 

Brag .This Hettorfarre fur mounted Hannihalt. 

The par tie is gone. 

(flow. Fellow Hett-or, (he is gone; Hie is two moneths on her 

way. 

Brag, What meaneft thou? 

Clow. Faith vnlcfle you play the honeft Trojan, the poore 
Wench is call away : tee’s quicke, the child brags in her belly 
already :tis yours. . 

B rag. Doft thouinfaraonize me among Potentates ? 

Thou tealt die. 

Clow . Then ftall Hcdlor be whipt for Iayuenetta that is . 
quickc by him, and hang’d for Peaziwy.thatisdead by him. 

2) urn. Moll rare Pompey', 

Boy, Renowned Pompey. 

greater then great, grcat,great, great , Pompey ; Tompey 

"Dum, 



Loues Labour’s loft, 

Dum, He&or trembles. 

Ber. Pompey is moued, more Atees more Atce s ftirre them,' 
orflirretheroon. 

T)um. Hettor will challenge him . 

Ber. I,ifa’haue no more mans blood in’s belly ,thenwifl flip 
aFlea, 

Brag. By the North.pole I do challenge thee. 

(flo. I will not fight with a pole like a Northern man $ Uc 
flalh , lie doc it by the (word : 1 pray you let me borrow my 
Arraes againc. 

Dum. Roome for the incenfcd Worthies. 

Clo. lie doe it in my Ihirt. 

Dum. Moil refolute Pompey. 

Pag. Mailer, let me take you a butten hoole lower : Do you 
not fee Pompey is vneafing for the combat: what mcane you? 
you will lofe your reputation. 

Brag. Gentlemen and Souldiers pardon me, l will not coma 
bat in my Ihirt. 

Du. You may not dcnicit, Pompey hath made the challenge. 

Brag, Sweet bloods, I both may, and will. 

Ber, What realon haue you for’c l 

Brag. The naked trash of it is, 1 hauc no teirt, 

I go woolwardfor penance. 

Boy. True,anditwasinioyned him in Romefot want of Lin- 
nen : fince when, lie befworne he wore none,but a difliclout of 
Iaquenettas, and that he wearcs next his heart for a fauour. 

Enter a Mcfi'cngeryJWounjicr Mar cade. 

Mar. God faueyou Madame. 

Jj)u, Welcome CMarcade, but that thou interrupted our 
merriment. 

Marc. I amforric Madam, for thenewesl bring is hcauy / 
in my tongue. The King your father. . 

flu. Dead for my life. 

Mar. Euen fo i My talc is told. 

Ber. Worthies away, the Scene begins to cloud. 

Brag. F or mine owne part, I breath free breath: I haue feene 
the day of wrong, through the little hole of diferetion, and 1 i 
Will right my felfelike a Souldicr. ExuntWorthies . 

Kin. Hjw fare’s your Maiellie? 
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Loues Labours loft, 

Qtf' Boyet prepare,! will away tonight. 

Kin. Madam notfo.I doe hefeech you flay. 
gu. Prepare I fay. ! thanke you gracious Lords 
For all yaur faire endeuours and imreats : 

Ouc of a new lad-foule, that you vouchfafe. 

In your rich vvifdome to excufe, or hide* 

The libcrall oppoficioo of our ipirits, 

If cuer- boldly we haue borne ©ur fdues, 

Jn the conuerlc of breath(your gentlenefle 
Was gitflcie of it. ) Farewell worthic Lord : 

A heauy heart bearesnot a humble tongue. 

Excufe me io, comming fo fhort of thankes, 

Fcf my great fuitefoealily obtain’d. 

Kin. The excreame parts of time, extreamely formes 
All caufcs to the purpole of his fpeed : 

And often at his vcrieloofe decides 

That, which long procclle could not arbitrate. , 

And though the mourning brow of progenie 
Forbid the-fmilingcurtefieof Loue: 

The holy fuite which faine it would conuince, 

Yctfince Loues argument wasfirftoafoote. 

Let not the cloud of forrow iuftleit 

From what it purpos’d - fincc to waile friends loft. 

Is not by muchfo wholfome, profitable. 

As to reioyce at friends but newly found. 

gu. I vndcrftand you not, my greefes ate double. 

Ber. Honeft plaine words, beft pierce the earcs of griefe 
And by chefe badges vndcrftand the King. 

For your faire fakes haue wc neglefted time, 

Plaid foule play with our oathes : your beautie Ladies 
Hath much deformed vs, fafhioning our humors 
Euen to the oppofed end of our intents. 

And what invshathfeem’d ridiculous: 

As Ldue is full of vnbefitting ftrames, 

All wanton as a childe, skipping and vaine. 

Form’d by the eye, and therefore like the sic. 

Full offtrayingfbapes, of habits, and of formes 
Varying in lubieffs asthceie doth rouie, 

“ aerie varied obieft in his gla 


















. ' Loues Labours left. 

Which partie-coatcd prefence of loofe loue. 

Pur on by vs, if in your heauenly eies, 

Haue misbecomm’d our oathes andgrauities. 

Thofe heauenly eyes that looke into thefe faults 
Suggeited vs to make : therefore Ladies 
Our Lout being yours /the error that Loue makes 
Is Iikcwife yours, we to our fdues prouefaife. 

By being once falfe, for eucr to be true 
To thofe that make vs both, Faire Ladies you, 1 
And cuen that falfhood in it ficlfe a finne. 

Thus purifies it fclfe, and turnes to grace. 

Qu. We haue rcceiu'dyeur Letters, full of Loue; 
Your F auours,thc Ambaffad ors of Loue. 

And in our maiden counfailc rated them, 

Ac courtfhip, plcafant, ieft, ana curtefie, 

As bumbaft and as lining ?o the time. 

But more dcuout then thefe ate our relpe£ls 
Haue wc not beenc,and therefore met your loues 
In their owne fafhi on, like a merriment. 

Du. Our Letters Madam, iheyv’d much more theniefb 
Lon. So did our lookes. 

Ro/k. We did not coat them fo. 

Kin. Now at the latcft minute of the houre. 

Grant vs your loues. 

A time me thinkes too fhort. 

To make a world- withouUend bargaine in; 

No, no my Lord your graceispertut’d much,’ 

Full ofdeare guiltincfle. and therefore this : 

If for my Loue (as there is no fuch caufc) 

You will doe ought, this (hail you doe for me. 

Your oath I will not truft : but goe with fpeed 
To fomeforlome and naked Hermitage 
Remote from ail chepleafures of the world : 

There ft y , vntill the twclue Celefliall Signes 
Haue brought about their annuall reckoning. 

If this auft re infociable life, - 
Change not your •> fft r made in heateofblood ; 
Iffrofts,an<j fait-, hard lodging, and thin weeds 
Nip not thegaudie bloftomesofyour Loue, 
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. Lottes Labour s iofl. 

But that itbcare thiscnall, and laft louc: 

Then at the expiration of the ycare. 

Come challenge me, challenge me by thefe def«rt*» 
And by this Virgin Palme, now killing thine, 

I will be thine : and till that inftant (hut 
My wofull felfe vp in a mourning houfc. 

Raining the teares of lamentation. 

For the remembrance of my Fathers death,' 

If this thou doe denie, let our hands part. 

Neither in titled in the others heart. 

Kin* If this, or more then this I would denie* 

To flatter vp thefe powers of mine with reft. 

The fodaine hand of death clofc vp mine eye. 

Hence euer then, my heartisin thy breft. 

Bcr. And what to me my Loue? and what tome i 

Rofe. You muft be purged too, yourflns arc rack'd. 
You are attaint with faults and periurie: 

T herefore if you my fanout raeane to get, 

A twelue raoneth (hall you fpend, and ncuerrefl, 
Butfeckethe weatiebedsof people fickc. 

Du. But what to me my Louc? but what to me? 

Kat. A wife? a beard, faire health, and honeftie, 1 
With three-fold loue, I wiih you all thefe three. 

Dn. O (hall I fay, I thankeyou gentle wife i 

Kat. Notfo myLord,atwelueraonethandaday, 
lie marke no words chat fmoothfac’d wooers (ay. 
Come when the King doth to my Ladie come : 

Then if I haue much loue, lie giueypufome. 

Dam. lie ferue thee ttueand faithfully till them 

Kath. Yetfweare not leaft ye beforfworne agen. 

Lon. Whit {aid Maria ? 

CMart. At the tweluemoneths end, 
lie change my blacke Gowne,for a faithfull friend. 

Lon. lie flay with patience but the time is long. 

Mari. The liker you, few taller are fo yong. 

Ben. Studies my Lady 1 Miftretle, looke on me , 
Behoidthc window of my heart, mine eye : 

What humble (uitc attends thy anfwcre there, 

IiOpofe fome feruice on me for my louc 



tones Labours iofi. 

Rof. Oft haue 1 heard of you my Lord Berowne, 

Before I faw you, and the worlds large tongue 
Proclaim cs you for a man repleate with mcckcs, 

Full of eomparifons, and wounding floutes : 

Which you on all eftates will execu tc, 

That lie within the mercy of your wit. 

To weed this Wormewood from your fruitfullbraine. 

And therewithal! to win me, if you pleafe, 

Without the which lam not to be won: 

You (hall thistwelmonech termefrom day to day, 

Vifite the fpeechletTe ficke, and (till conuerfe 
With groaning wretches: and your taskclhall be, 

With all the fierce endeuour of your wit, 

To enforce the pained impotentto fmile. 

Bcr. To roouc yv'ldc laughter in the throate of death ? 
It cannot be, iris impoflible. 

Mirth cannot moue a foulc in agony. 

Rof. Why that’s the way to choake a gibing fpiritj 
Whofe influence is begot of that loofe grace. 

Which (hallow laughing hearers giue to fooless 
A iefts profperitic lies in the care 
Q: him that heares it, neuer in the tongue 
Of him that makes it: then, if (ickly cares, 

Deaft with the clamors of their owne deare gtonc^ 

Will heare your idle fcorncs ; continue then. 

And I will haue you, and that fault withall. 

But if they will not, t hrow away th at fpir it. 

And I (hall finde you emptie of that fault, 

Right ioyfull of your reformation. 

Ber. A iweluemoneth C Well : befall what will befall, 
lleiefta tweluemoncthin anHofpitall. 

C) u . I fweet my Lord, and fo I take my leaue. 

King. No Madam, we will bring you on your way* 
Bcr . Ourwooing doth not end like an oldPlays 
lacke hath not Gill : thefe Ladies curtefic 
Might well haue made our fport a Comcdie, 

Kin. Come fir, it wants a cweluemoneth and a day, 
And then ’twill end. <» 

Bcr. That’stoo longfor a play. 

' &n 
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Loues Labour's loHl 

*» 

Enter Braggart. 

Brag. Sweet Maieftie vouchfafe me, 

Qtu Was that Heflor.? 

TW. The worthie Knight of Troy. 

Brag. I will kifle thy royal! finger, and take Ieaue.' 

I am a Votarie, I haue vow’d to Iaquenetta to hold fhc Plough 
for herfweet lone three yeares. But moft eftcemed grcatndl 
will you heare the Dialogue that the two Learned men haue 
compded, in praife of the Owle and the Cuckow? It Ihould 

haue followed m the end of our (hew. 

Kin. Call them forth quickcly, wcwiildocfo. 

Brag. Holla, approach. 

Enter all. 

This fide is Hients , Winter. 

This Very the Spring : the onemaintained by theOwIe 
Th’otherby the Cuckow. ' - * - # 

Ver t begip. 



When Defies pied, and Violets blew. 

And Cuckow-buds of yellow hew: 

And Ladie-fmockes all filuer white, 

Doc paint the Mcdowes with delight.’ 

The Cuckow then on euery tree, 

Mockes married men, for thus fines he ' 

Cuckow. 6 * 

Cuckow, Cuckow : O word'offeare, 

Vnpleafing to a married earc. 

When Shepheards pipe on Oaten ftrawes,’ 

And ineirie Larkesare Ploughmens clockes : 1 

When Turtles tread, and Rookcsand Dawes,’ 

And Maidens bleach their fummcr^mockes t 
The Cuckow then on euery tree 
Mockes married men ; for thus fingshc 
Cuckow. ' 

^ Cuckow, Cuckow : O word of fearc, 

Vnpleafing to a Berried earc. 

Winter 



'\ 




w ' toues Labour’s lo]K 

Winter • 

When Ifidcs hang by the wall, 1 

And Dicke the Shepheard blowes his nailc j 

And Tom bcaresLoggcs into thehall. 

And Milke comes frozen home in paile .♦ 

W hen blood is nipt, and waics befowk 3 

Then nightly fings the ftaring Owk 

Tu-whit to-who. 

^ A merrie note. 

While greafie lone doth keele the pot. 

When all aloud the winde doth blow. 

And coding drownes the Parfons faw : 

And birds fit brooding in thefnow. 

And Marrians nofe lookes red andraw .* 
When roafted Crabs hiffe in the bowlej 
Then nightly fings the ftaring Owle, 
Tu-whit to-who s 
A merrie note. 

While greafie lone dotfrkeclc thepofc 

Brag. The words of Mcrcurie, 

Are harlh after the fongs of Apollo j 

fou that way ; we this way. ”■ 

SxHntmnesc 
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The Prologue. 

Chorus. 









(InfaireYctonZfwhere we lay our Scene ) 
Prow ancient grudge br&ake to new mutiny , 
where m>i// blood makes ciyitthands uncleane. 
From forth tbefatall loines of thefe two foes 
A paire of ftatre- croft lovers take their life, 
ivhofe mi [adventur'd pit eo w overthrown 
Doth with their ek 

The fear ef nil pajf age of their death-mark love. 
And the continuance of their Parentsfage, 
which but their childrens end nought couldremove , 
Is now the two houres trafficker four Stagey 
The which if you with patient e Ores attend "f 
what here fball tniffe , our toyle fhaO ftrive to tn end . 
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THE MOST EXCEL, 

LENT AND LAMENTABLE 

Hiftorie ofRouEo and 

J U t\ E T. 

Enter Sampfon and Gregorie with Swards and Bucklers, 
of the Houfe o/CapuIec. 

W^ Amp. Gregorie , o n my . word wee'll not carrie 
y*rjg>j' eoales. 

V$ Gre g- No, for then we Ohoufd be Colliers. 

s « m b] meane 3 and we be in cboJer wee'll draw. 
^ ,Wlie yOU iive dravy y°« in ^c out of the 

Samp. I ftrike quickly being moved. 
greg. But thou art not quickly moved to ftrike. 
amp. dogge of t he houfe of M ountague moves me. 

Th£Ej?T OTe ' SI0fc ‘J\ ,and,0b,:valm > tisIt ‘ lt “d. 

Therefore if thou art moved thou runn’ft away 

r Jn A do ® c ,f 1 F J lut flail move me to ((and. 

I will take the wall of any man or maide of Mann. 

tothem? W “ tbee 4 wea he Have , for the weakeflgoes 

jvomen being the weaker vef- 
ieis are ever thruft to the wall : therefore I will w&i Mount* 

gues men from the wall, and thruft his maides to the vvdl 
Greg. The quarrell is between our Mafters and us rhpfr 
.. Samp. Tis all one, I will fhewmy felfe a Tvrant when t h* 0 * 

ch? “ e ” f ^ wi'HtAe tm id^r will 

Greg. The heads ofthe maids! 

A 3 Samp, 
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Tbernfi lamentable Tragedy 

Samp. I, the heads of the maides>or their maiden-heads,tale 
it in what fenfe thou wilt. 

Greg. They muft take it in fenle that feele it. 

Samp. Mee they (hall feele while I am able to ftand ; and 't is 
knowne I am a pretty pieceof flefli. 

Grcg.’Tis well thou art not fifli j ifthou hadft , thou hadft 
beene poore John: draw thytoolei here comes ofthehoufe of 
Mount Agues. 

Enter two other Servingmen, 

Samp. My naked weapon is out, quarrel!, I willbacke thee. 

Greg- How, turne thy backe and runne ? 

Samp . Feare me not. 

Greg. No marrie,Ifeare thee ! 

Samp. Let us take the Law of our fides, let thembegin. 

Greg. I will frown as I pafleby,& let them take it as they lift. 

Samp. Nay as theydare:I will bite my thumb at thenwvhich 
is a difgrace to them if they beare it. 

Abra. Doe you bite your thumb at us fir > 

Samp. I doe bite my thumb fir. 

Abra. Doe you bite your thumbe at us fir ? 

Samp. Is the law on our fide if I lay I ? 

Greg. No. 

Samp. No fir, I doe not bite my thumbe at you fir, but J bite 
my thumbe fir. 

G reg. Doe you quarrefl fir ? 

Abra. Quarrell fir, no fir. 

Samp. But if you.doe fir , I am for you » I lerve as good a man 
as you. 

tAbra. No better. 

Samp .Well fir. Enter Benvolio. 

Greg. Say better,here comes one of my Matters kinlmen. 

Samp. Y es better fir. 

Abra. You lie. 

Samp. Draw if you be men , Gregory remember thy Iwafhing 
blow. They fight. 

Be». Part fooles,put up your fwords, you know not what you 
doe, 

Enter 

■ 
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»f Romeos 

£»/*rTibalt. 

Tibalt.W hat ?art thou drawne among thefe hcartlcfle hindes? 
lurne thee Benvoliot looke upon thy death. 

Ben. I doe but keepe the peace, put up thy fword, 

Or mannage it to part thefe men with me. 

Tib. What drawne and talke of peace ? I hate the word, 

A s I hate hell, all Mountaguet, and thee : 

Have at thee Coward. 

Enter three or foure Citizens with clubs orpartifans. 

Offi. Clubs, bills, and parti fans, ftrike, beat them down* 
Downe with the Capu/ets , dovvne with the Mountaguet. 

Ent er old Capulet in his gowne, and hie Wife. 

(pap. What noile is this ? give me my long fword hoe, 

fFtfie. A crutch, a crutch , why call you for a {word ? 

Gap . My (word I lay, old Mountague is come, 

And flourilhes his blade in Ipight of me. 

Enter old Mountague and his Wife. 

Moun. Thou villaine Capulet : hold me nor, - let me goe. 

M.wife 2. Thou fhalt not ftir one foot to feeke a foe. 

Enter Prince Eskales, with his traine. 

Prince. Rebellious fubje&s, enemies to peace, 
Profanersofthis neighbour-ftained tteele. 

Will they not heare ? what hoe, you men, you beafts. 

That quench the fire of your pernicious rage 
With purple fountaines ilfuing from your veines. 

On paine of torture, from thole bloody hands 
^jovvyour miftemper’d weapons totheground,' 

And heare the fentence of your moved Prince. 

Three civill brawles bred of an ayrie word* 

Fy thee old Capulet and Mountague, 

Have thriceditturb’d the quiet of our ttreets. 

And made V troxa's ancient Citizens 
Caft by their grave befeeming ornaments. 

To wield old partifans in hands as old, 
ancred with peace, to parr your cancred hate : 
i ever you difturb our ttreets againe, 

Yoqc Jives fhall pay the forfeit of the peace, 

^ i For 
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The mofl lamentable Tragedy 
For this time all the reft depart away ; 

You (fapulet fliall goe along with me. 

An d Mount ague come you this aftemoone. 

To know our further pleafure in this cafe, 

1 o old Free -Towne, our common judgement place. 

Once more on paine of death all men depart. 

■Mount. Who let this ancient quarrell new abroach ? 
Speake Nephew, were yonby when it began ? 

Ben. Here were tbefervants of your adversary 
And yours clofe fightingere I did approach ; 

I drew to part them, in the inftant came 
The fiery T/6u/t with bisfword prepar’d. 

Which as he breath’d defiance to my eares, 

He fwong about his head and cut the vvindes. 

Who nothing hurt withall, hils’d him in icorne ; 

W hile we were enterchanging chrufts and blowes. 

Came more and more, and fought on part and part. 

Till the Prince came, who parcedeicher part. 

Wife. O where is Borneo, few you him to day ? 

Right glad am I he was not at this fray. 

B en. Madam, an houre before the vvorfhipt funne 
Peerd forth the golden window of the Eaft, : 

A troubled minde drave me to walke abroad. 

Where underneath the grove of Sycamore 
That W eftward rooteth from this City fide, 

So early walking did I fee your Sonne : 

Tow’rds him I made ; but he was ware of me. 

And ftole into the covert of the wood. 

1 meafuring his afte&ions by my owne, 

Which then moft fought where mod might not be fbund 0 
Being one too many by my weary felfe, 

Purfu’d my humour, not purfuing his. 

And gladly fhunn’d , who gladly fled from me. 

Mount. Many a morning hath he there been feene. 

With tcares augmenting the frefh mornings dew. 

Adding to clouds more clouds with' bis deep fighes, 

But 
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of Romeo and Juliet . 

But allfoloone as the all cheering Sunne v/ c . 

Should in the fartheft Eaft begin to flravv , 

The fhadie curtaines from Aurora's bed. 

Away from light fteales home my heavie fonne. 

And privatein his chamber pens himfelfe, 

Shuts up h i s windowes, loekes faire day-light out. 

And makes himfelie an artificial! night. 

Blacke and portendousmuft this humour proven, 

Unlefle good counfell may the caufe remove; 

Ben. My noble unkle doe yoa know the caufe ? 

Moun. I neither know it , not can learneof him. 

Ben. Have you importun’d him by. any meanes? 

Moun. Bothby my felfe and many ofher friends, 

But he his owne affeifions CounfellOE 

Is to himfelfe (I will not fey, how true) . . 

But to himfelfe fo fecret ana lb clofe, 

So farre from founding and difeovery, 

A s i s the bud bit with an envious worme, 

Ere he can (pread his Iweet leaves totheiayrO, 

Or dedicatehis beauty to thefeme:;; I \ • 'V: 

Could we but learne from vv heijPfi h i 8 fprrowe s grow. 

We would as willingly give cure aS- 'knpwv / v ' “ " • 1 

Enter Romeo. 

Ben. See where, he comes; fopleafe you-ftep afide, 

Tie know hi s grievance or be much deni’d; 

Moun. I would thoq wert fo haopy by! thy ftay. 

To heare true fhrift ; Come Madam lets away. 

Exeunt. 








Benvol. Good morrow Coufin, 

Bom. Is the day fo young ? 

Ben. But new ftrooke nine. 

Bom. Ay me, fed houresfeemelong : 

Was that my father that went hence 1b faft ? 

Ben. It was : what ladnefle lengthens Borneo s houres ? 

Bom. Not having that, /which having makes them fhort. 

Ben. In love? ;; 

Bom. Out. 

Bern Of love? Bom. 
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* uz lamentable Tragedy 

Out of her favour where I am in love. 

<5h«nWli ? S that ° Ve lo 8 cntIe inl his view. 

Should be fo tyrannous and roughen proofe / 

SbSwrh thaC 0V r e,whofe view is muffled ftill, 

Wh?re m,n T* fee F athwa y« ro his will .' 
Where (hall we dine ? O me, what fray was here ? 

et tell me not, for I have heard it all : 

whf ^ mUC n L° d °f- wu , h hate ’ but more with love : 
Why then O brawling love,0 lovinghate, 

O any thing of nothing firft created, 

Oheavie lightneflejeriousvanity, 

Milhapen Chaos ofwell feeming formes, 

firCj ^health. 

Still waking fleepe, that is not what it is. 

This love feele l, that feele no love in this. 

•Doit thou not laugh ? 

Ben. No Coze, I ratherweepe. 

"Bom. Good heart at what ? 

Ben. At thy good hearts oppreffion. 

Rgm. Why luch is loves tranlgrefflon. 

WhtZu my C ? Wne lye heavie in my breaft. 

Which thou wilt propagate to have it preft 

Doth X rC of th,n< : : r this love that thou baft ftiowne, 
Doth a dde more gnefe to too much ofmine owne. 
Love is a fmoke made with the fume of fighes. 

Being purg d, a fire Iparkling in lovers eves ; 

Being vext, a fea nourifht with loving teares • 
Wha„ ? it die ? a madneffc mod difcfra! ' 

A choking gall, and a preferring fweet. 

Farewell my Coze. 

^°^ C ’ ^ vv ^ § oe 2 long, 

And if you leave me fo you doe me wrong. 

B°m. Tut, I have loft my felfe, I am not here, 
Th ^ IS n " t hee’s feme other where. 

"Ben. Tell me in fadncfle, who is that you love * 

VV hat ?. lhall I groane and tell thee ? 

Ben. Grone, why no, but fadly tell me who. 
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»f Romeo and Juliet* 

‘Rom. Bid a ficke man in fadnefle make his will s 
A word ill urg’d to one that is lb ill : 

Inladnefle coufin I doe love a woman. 

Ben. I aym’d lo neare when I fuppos’d you lov’d. 

Bom. A right good marke-man : and Ihee’s faire I love. 

Ben. A right faire marke, faire Coze, is looneft hit. 

Rom. Wei), in that hit you mifle; ftiee’ll not be hit 
With Ctfpids arrow, fhe hath Dians wit: 

And in ftrong proofe of chaftity well arm’d. 

From loves wcake childilb bow ftiee lives uncharm’d : 

She will not ftay the fiege of loving tearmes» 

Nor bide th’ incounter of aflailing eyes, 

Nor ope her lap to Saint feducing gold : 

O Ihe is rich in beauty, oncly poore. 

That when (he dyes,vvith beauty dyes her ftore. 

Ben. Then fhe hath fworrie that fhe will ftill livechaft- 
Rom. Sheehath, and in that fparing makes huge waft, 

For beauty fterv’d with her feverity. 

Cuts beauty off from all pofterity. 

Shee is too faire, too wile, wifely too faire. 

To merit bli fle by making me delpaife : 

She hath forfivorne to love, and in that vow. 

Doe I live dead, that live to tel lit now- 
Ben. Be rul’d by me, forget to thinke of her. 

Rom. O teach me how I Ihould forget to thinke 
Ben. By giving libertie untothine eyes, 

Examine other beauties. 

Bom. ’Tis the way to call hers (exquifite) in queftion more s 
Thefe happy Maskes that kiflefaire Ladies browes, 

Being blacke,put us in minde they hide the fairer • : T; / ! 

He that is ftrucken blinde cannot forget ' :w! 7 . n-wdnT 

The precious trealiire of his eye-light loft. 

ShewmeaMiftristhat is pafflng faire, // 

What doth her beauty lerve, but as a note, 

Where I may readwho paft that pafflng faire? - f hi . ^ > 

Farewell, thou carift not teach me to forget. ^ r! i f 
Ben. Tie pay that do&rine,or elfe dy e in debt. - Extim H 
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The moft Ifimwtdhh Tragedy 

Enter CapuH^w^fp Wfc *kA the CtoW£ - . 

Cap. And Mount ague is bound as well as I, 

In penalty alike, and tis not hard , Ithinke, 

For men 16 old as We to; keep the peace. 

Frtr.Ql’honourable reckoning are you both, 

And pitie ’Us you liv’d at ods fo long, 

But now my Ford what fay you to my fuite ? 

Cap. But laying o’re what I have faid before? 

My childe is yet a ftranger in the world, 

Shee hath not feene tlteehange offourceene yeeres t 
Let two more Summers wither in their pride 
Ere we may thinke her ripe to be a Bride. 

Tar is. Y ounger than (he are happy mothers made. 

f'ap. And tooloone mar’d. are thole 16 early made ?W 
The earth hath lvyaUOvy’4 myopes but foe, ' 

She is the hopeftiH Lady of my earth ? 

But wooe her gentle 'Paris, sy.i her heart. 

My will to her content isbut.apart: 

And fhe agree, within her fcope of choice 
Lyes my content, and foire according voice. ; 

Thi s night I hold an old aceuftomed feaft. 

Whereto I have invited many a gueft. 

Such as I love, and you among theftore. 

One more (moft welcome) makes my number mores; 

At my poore houfo kXjfe? tftbeh(GJd this night, O . 
Earth treading fiarres ^hat make d^ke heaven light t 
Such comfort as doe lufty young men feele, 

Whfo well apparqldiv^^W the feeeJe 
Of limping wykeg?#ead& j even "focbdeligbt 
Amongfrelh Fegnelfbude Ibah yop-thig flight m 
Inherit at my houfe, heapeall j'alljfee* 

And like her moft whole meric tnoftfoaUbe : 

Which on more view of mapv? muie beingone 
May ftand in number, t th$Hgnip ije 
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Come, goe with mejggfr^fahjtrudge^bouti, • ■ , - • ' 

Through fairer^»^ v .^§thfikrFerS>PS6Hie»/ , - • : > ■ r 
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♦/ Romeo and Juliefi 

My houfe and welcome on their plealure flay. 

■ ' ■ ■ Exit. 

Ser. Find them out whofe names are written. 1 Here it is writ- 
ten, that the (boo- maker fhould meddle with his yard , and the 
ray ler with hisLaft, the fifher with his penfill, and the painter 
wit h his nets. But I am tent to finde thole perlons whofe names 
are here writ, and can never find what names the Writing perion 
hath here writ (I muft to the learned) in good time. 

Enter Benvolio and Romeo. 

Ben. Tut man, one fire burnes out anothers burning. 

One paine is lelhed by anothers anguilb : 

Turne giddy, and be noJpe by backward turning, 

Onedeiperate griefe cures with anothers lariguifo t 
Take thou fome new infe&ion to the eye. 

And the ranke poyfon of theold will dye. 

Rom. Y our Plantan leafe is excellent for that. 

Ben. For what I pray thee ? 

Royn. For your broken fhin. 

Ben. Why Borneo art thou mad ? 

^w.Not mad , but bound more than a mad man is. 

Shut up in prilbn, kept without my food, 

Whipt and tormented, and Goddengood fellow. 

Ser. Godgigodeni I pray fir can you reade? 

'Rom. I, mine owne fortune in my mifery. 

Ser. Perhaps you have learned it without bookc, 

But I pray can you read any thing you fee? ’ >{ • 

Rom. I, if I know the letters and the language- 
Ser. Ye lay hcneftly, reft ye merry. 

Rom. Stay fellow, I canread. 

, He reads the Letter. 

(TEigneitr Mmino,and/ns wife & ddnghtersiCountyAnfeMe 
O and his beauteous fifters ; the LadjwiddbwofUttnviOySdigr 
neur Phcentio^ndhis lovely Neects j Mercntio and his brother 




lively Helena. 

A faire a flembly, whither fhould they come ? 

B 2 
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Themofi UmenubU Tragedy 

Scv . Up. 

Rom. W hither ? to ftjpper ? 

•S^-. To our houfe. 

Rom. W hole houfe ? 

Sen My Matters. 

Rom. Indeed I fbould have askt you that before- 
Str. Now lie tell you without asking : My Mafter is the 
great rich CnptUti & if you be not of the houfe of MountAgnet. 
I pray come and crufh a cup of wine. Reft you merry. 

Be». At this lame ancient feaft of Qayulett, 

Sups the faire Rofaline whom thou lb Weft* 

With all the admired beauties of Verona : 

Goe thither, and with unattainted eye 
Compare her face with fome that I (ball drew, 

And I will make thee t hinke thy fwan a crow. 

Rom. When the devout Religion of mine eye, 

Maintaines fuch faifhood , then turne teares to fire, 

And thefe who often drown’d could never dye, 

Tranfparent Heretickes be burnt for liars. 

One fairer than my love l th’ all-feeing Sun 
Ne’re favv her match , fince firft the world begun. 

Ben. T ut, y ou law her faire none elfe being by, - 
Her felfe pois’d with her felfe in either eye : 

But in that Chryftall feales let there be waigh’d. 

Your Ladies loveagainft Ibme other maide 
That I will fhew you (Lining at this feaft. 

And fhe (ball leant fhew well that now fbewes beff. 

Ro. He goe along no fuch fight to be fhowne, 

Buttorejoice in Iplendor of mineowne. 

£»f*rCapulets Wife and Nurfe, 
s Wife. Nurfe, where s my daughter ? call her forth to meei 
Nurfe. Now bj my maidenhead at twelve yeeres old I had 
her : comejeehat Lamb, what- Lady-bird, God forbid : 

Where's thii Girle ? what Juliet. Enter Juliet. 

J^How now? who calls? 

Nurfe. Tour Mother. 

J»li. Madam I am here* what is your will? 

Wife. 
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o/Hotneo and Juliet. 

^/e.Th’is’is the matter. Nurfe give leave a white , vve muftr 
talke in fecret. Nurfe come backe againe, I have remembred me, 
thou’fe heare our counfell.Thou know’ft my daughter’s of a pret- 
ty age. 

Nurfe. Faith lean tell her age unto an houre , 

Wife . Shee’snotfoureteene. 

Nurfe. ’ lie lay fourteene of my teeth , and yet to my teene be it 
fpoken, I have butfoure, J hee's not four et cent. 

How long is it now to Lammas tide ? 

Wife. A fortnight and odde dayes. 

Nurfe. Even or odd y of all daier in theyeer come Lammas Eve 
at night (had (he be fourteen. Sufan and (be,God reft all Chrtftian 
foules y wereofanage . Wed y Sufen is with Godyfhe was too good for 
me. Buty as Ifaid, on Lammas Eve at night (hall fhe be fourteen , 
then Jhall Jhee marry , I remember it well. ’Tis fince the Earth- 
quake now eleven yeeres ; and fhe was wean d, I never Jhall forget 
ityofall the dayes in theyeere upon that day :for I had then laid 
wormewood to my dug , fitting in the fun under the Dove-houfe 
wall : my Lord and you were then at Mantua , nay I doe be are a 
brainc.But >as I faid y when it did t aft e the wormewoodon the nip- 
ple of my dugy and felt it bitter , pretty foole to fee it teachie , and 
fad out with the dug : Shake quoth the dove -houfe (twos no need 
I trow to bid me trudge : and fince that time it is clevenyceres y 
for then (he could ftand alone > nay by th* rood Jhee could have run 
and wadleda/l about : for even the day before fhe broke her browy 
and then my husband y God be with his foulcy a was a merry many 
tookjsp the child yyea r quoth heydoefi thou fall upon thy face? thou 
wilt fall backward when thou haft more wity wilt thou notfxxlz ? 
and by my holidam the pretty wretch left crying and faid,f : to 
fee now how ajeft (halicome about* I warrant and Ifhalllive a 
thoufand yeeres I never fhould forget it :wik thou not^ule, quoth 
he ? and pretty foole it ftintedand faidy /. 

Old La. Enough of this, I pray thee hold thy peace; 

Nurfe. Yes Madamyet I cannot chufe but laugh yto think?' it 
fhotildleave crying and fay y Iy&yet I warrant it had on it brow a 
bump as big as a young cocky els ftoneyaperillotu knock it cried 

bitterly * ]€*> quoth my hufbandyfalft upon thy faceythou wilt fall 
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of R omeo and Juliet. 

By having him, making your folfe no lefle. 

Nurfe. No lefle, nay bigger women grow by men. 

Old La. Speake briefly, can you like of Paris love ? 

Juli- l’le looke to like, if looking liking move. 

But no more deepe will I endart mine eye. 

Than your confent gives ftrength to make it flye. Enter fervingi 

Serving. Madam, the guefts are come, fupperferv’dup.you 
cal Id, my young Lady askt for, the Nurfe eurft in the Pantry, 
and every thing in extremity: I muft hencetowait,Ibeleech 
you follow ftrait. 

Mo. We follow thee : Juliet the. Countie ftayes. 

Nurfe. Goe girle, feeke happy nights to happy dayes. 

Exeunt* 

Enter Romeo, Mercutio,Benvolio,w*f£ five or fixe other 
Maskers , T orch-bearers . 

R om. What ? (hall this fpeech be (poke for our excufe ^ 

Or (hall we on without Apology ? 

Ben. The date is out o( fuch prolixity, 

W ee’ll have no C#pidhood-winkt with a skarfe 
Bearing a Tartars painted bow of Lath, 

Skaring the Ladies like a Crow -keeper. 

But let them meafure us by what they will, 

W ee’ll mealiire them a meafure and be gone. 

Rom. Give me a Torch , I am not for this amblingi 
Being but heavie I will bearc the light- 

Mer. Nay gentle Rome o, we muft have you dance. 

Rom. Not I believe me, you have dancing (hooes 
W ith nimble foies ; I have a (bule of lead 
So flakes me to the ground I cannot move. 

Mer. You are a Lover , borrow fupids wings*. 

And fore with them above a common bound. 

Rom. I am too fore enpearced with his (haft. 

To (bare with his light feathers ; and (b bound, 

I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe. 

Under loves heavieburthen doe I finke- 
7 - Mer. Andtofinke in it {horrid yooburthenlore, 
Toogeeatopppdfioniwatcnderch^. ^ V : - 

‘io 0 Rome j 
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The mofl lamentable Tragedy 

R$P*> Is love a tender thing ? it is too rou gh . 

Too rude, too boifterous, and it prickes like thorne.' 

Mer. If love be rough with you, be rough with love, 

Prick love for pricking, and you beat love downe. 

Give me a cafe to put my vilagcin, 

A vilbr for a vifor .• what care I 
What curious eye doth quote deformities. 

Here are the beetle-browes fihallblulhforme. 

Ben. Come knock and enter, and no looner in. 

But every man betake him to his legges. 

Rem. A torch for me, let wantons light of hearr 
Tickle the fenfelefle rufhes with their heeles , 

For I am proverb’d with a graunfire phrafe. 

Tie be a candle-holder and looke on, 

The game was ne’re fo faire , and I am dun. 

Mer. Tut, duns the moufe, the Conftabies ovvnc word ; 

If thou art dun wee’ll draw thee from the mire : 

Or fave you reverence love, wherein thou ftickeft 
Up to the eares : come weburne day-light ho. 

Rom. That’s not (b. 

■Mer. Imeane fir in delay, 

W e wafte our lights in vaine, lights lights by day : 

Take our good meaning, for our judgement fits. 

Five times in that, e’re once in our fine wits. 

Rom. And we meane well in going to this Mask.. 

But ’tis no wit to goe. 

Mer. Why,may oneaske ? 

Rom. I dreamt a dreame to night. 

Mer. And 1 o did I. 

Rom. Well, what was yours ? 

Mer. That dreamers often lye. 

Rom. In bed afleepe while they doe dreame things true. 

Mer. O then I fee Queene Mab hath been with you : 

Sheeis the Fairies Midwife, and flicc comes in fhape no bigger 
than an Agat ftone , on the fore-finger of an Alderman, drawnc 
with a tceme of little atomies *.over mens nofes as they lye a- 
fleep,her waggon Ipokes made of long fpinners legges, the cover' 
W of 




if Romeo and Juliet.- 

-of the wings of grafhoppers , her traces of the fmalleft fplders 
web, her collers of the moon-flhines watry beames , her whip of 
Crickets bone , the lafhofPhilome, her waggoner a fenall gray 
coated Gnat , nothalfefobiggeasaround little wormepneke 
from the lazie finger of a man, her chariot i6an emptieHafell 
nut, made by the Joyner Squirrellor old Grub, time out of mind 
the Fairies Coacn-makers:and in thisftate (bee gallops night 
by night through lovers braines , and then they dreame of love ; 
on Courtiers knees, th at dreame on Curfies ftrait ; o’re Lawyers 
fingers, who ftrait dreame on fees $ o’re Ladies lips, who ftrait on 
kiffes dreame; which oft the angry Mab with blitters plagues, 
becaufe their breath with lweet meates tainted are rfomctimec 
ftieegallopso’re a Courtiers nofe, and then dreames he offmel- 
ling out afuit ; and fometime comes (he witha tithe-pigs taile, 
tickling aParfons nofe as a lies afleepe ,then he dreames of an- 
other Benefice ; fometime flbee driveth o’re a fouldiers necke, 
and then dreames hee of cutting fbrraine throats , of breaches, 
ambufeadoes, Spanilh blades, ofhealthsfive fadorrfe deep , and 
then anon drums in his eare , at which hee ftarts and wakes, and 
being thus frighted, fweares a prayer or two, and fleepes againe: 
this is that very Mab thatplats the manes of horfes in the nighty 
and bakes the Elflockes in foule fiuttifh haires , which once un* 
tangled much misfortune bodes. 

Thisisthehag,when maides ly on their backes, 

That prefles them, and learnes them firft tobeare. 

Making them women of good carriage : 

1 This is (hee. 

Rom. Peace, peace, Mercntio peace. 

Thou talkftjof nothing. 

Mer. True, Italkeofdreames, 

Which are the children of an idle braine. 

Begot Of nothing but vaine phantafie, 

Which is as thin of fubftance as the ay re. 

And more unconftant than the wind, who wooes 
Even now the frozen bofome of the North; 

And being angred, puffes away from thgflce. 

Turning his fide to the dew-dropping 41th. 

£ Bern 







290 300 





J 








Themoft lamentable Tragedy 
JBen.ThU wind you talke of blowes us from our felves, , 
Supper is done, and we (hall come too late. 

Rom. I feare too early, for my mind mifle-gives. 

Some conlequence yet hanging in the ftarres, 

Shall bitterly begin his fearefull date 
With this nights revells , and expire the terms 
Of a delprfed life clos’d in my bread, 

By iome vi le forfeit of untimely death. 

But he that hath the ftecrage of my courfe, 

Dire6t my Cite : on lufty Gentlemen. 

Ben. Strike Drum. 

They march about the Stagehand S> ervixgtuen come 
forth with Napkins. 

Enter Romeo. 

Ser. Where’s Potpan , that he helpes not to take awayj? 

He fnift a Trencher ? he (crape a Trencher ? 

i. When good manners {hall lye all in one or two mens 
hands,andthey unwalht too, ’tis a foule thing. 

Ser. Away with the join-ftooles, remove the Court-cupboard, 
looke to the plate, good thou lave me a piece of March-pane, and 
as thou loves mee let the Porter let in Sufan Grind-fione , and 
Nell, Anthonie and Potpan. 

2 . 1 Boy ready* 

Ser. You arc lookt for and cald for,askt for and fought for in 
the great chamber. 

5 . We cannot be here and there too, chearly boyes, 

Bebriske a while, and the longer liver take all. 

Sxeunt, 

Enter allthegttefls and Gentlewomen to 
the Maskers. 

i . fap. Welcome Gentlemen. Ladies that have their toes 
Unplagued with Cornes will walke about with you : 

Ah my Miflreffes, which of you all 

Will now deny to dance ? (he that makes daintic. 

She Tie lwear hath Gornes: am I come neare yon now? 

W elcome Gentlemen,! have leen the day 
That I have worne a Wor, and could tell 
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♦/ Romeo and Juliets 

A whifpering tale in a faire Ladies eare. 

Such as would pleafc : 'tis gone,’tis gone, 'tis gone. 

You are welcome Gentlemen : come Mufitians play. 

Mujtck? playes and they dance* 
A hall, a hall,givc roome, and foot it girles, 

More light you Knaves, and turne the tables up, 

And quench the fire, the roome is growne too hot* 

Ah firrah.this unlooktfor fport comes well. 

Nay fit, nay fit, good coufin Capulet, 

For you and Iarepaft our dancing dayes : 

How long ill now fince laft yourielfe and I 
Were in a Make? 

a . Cap. Berlady thirty yeeres. 

1 . CVtp.What man?’tis not lb much/tis not Co muds, 
*Tis fince the Nuptiallof Lucientio : 

ComePentecoft as quickly as it will. 

Some five and twenty yeeres, and then we maskt. 

2. Cap. 'Tis more, ’tis more, his ionne is elder fir 9 
His fonne is thirty. 

i . Cap. Will you tell me that ? 

His (bnnewas but a Ward two yeeres agoe. 

'Rom. What Lady is that which doth inrich the hand 
Of yonder Knight. 

Ser. I know not fir. 

Rom. O (he doth teach the torches to bume bright : 
It feemes (he hangs upon the cheekeof night. 

As a rich jewell in an iEthiops care. 

Beauty too rich for ufe, for earth too deare : . 

So (hewes a fnowie Dove trooping with Crowes, 

As yonder Lady o're her fellowes (howes : 

The meafure done, Tie watch her place of (land. 

And touching hers , make blefled my rude hand. 

Did my heart love till now, forfweare it fight. 

For I ne’re faw true beauty till this night. 

Tib. This by his voice (hould be a Mount ague. 
Fetch me my Rapier boy, what ? dares the (lave. 

Come hither cover’d with an antique face, 
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The mft Irnenta Me tragedy 
To fleere and fcorne at our Ibfcmnity ? 

Now by the flock e and honour of my kin, . 

To ftrike him dead I hold ic not a fin. 

C ap. Why hovy now kinfman ? wherefore ftorme you/o ?? 
Uncle this isayf^owwr^w ourfoe, 

A villaine that is hither come in fpight. 

To fcorne at our folemnity this night. . 

Cap.Yomg'Romeo, is it? 

Ttb- ’Tishe, that villaine 'Rpmes* 

Cap. Content theegentle Coze, let. him alone* , 

A beares him like a portly Gentlemans 
And to lay truth Verona brags of him, * 

To bea vertuous and well govern’d youth j 
2 would not for the wealth of all this Towne? 

Here in my houle doe him diiparagement : 

Therefore be patient , take no note ofhim. 

It is my will, the which ifthou reipefl. 

Shew a faireprefence, and put off thefe frowned. 

An ill beleeming femblance for a feaft. 

T ib- It fits when filch a villaine is a gueft, , 

Tie not endure him. . 

Cap. He fhall be endured, 

What goodman boy, I fay he fball, goe too, 

Am I the Mailer here or you ? goe too : 

You’ll not endure him, God fhall mend my foulef, 

Y ou’l l make a mutiny among my guefts, - 

You will let a cocke a hoope, you’il be the man. 

W hy Uncle ’tis a ftame. 

C a b Goe too, goe too, 

You are a iaucy boy : iftfb indeed ? 

This trick may chance to foath yon I know what-: 

You mull contrary me, marry ’tis time : 

Well laid my hearts : you are a Princox, goe. 

Be quiet, or (more light, more light for fhame) , 
l ie make you quiet (what) chearely my hearts. - ! 

T/^.Patience perforce with wilfullcholer meetings , * 
Makes my fiefh tremble in their different greeting ; 
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of Romeo vrW Juliet 

Twill withdraw , but this intrufion fhall, 

Now Teeming fweet, convert to bitter gall, 

Rom. If I profane with my unworthieft hand. 

This holy fhrine,the gentle finne is this. 

My lips twoblufhing Pilgrims ready Hand, 

To imooth that rough touch with a tender kifle. 

Jul. Good Pilgrim, you doe wrong your hand too much 
Which mannerly devotion (hewes in this. 

For Saints have hands that Pilgrims hands doe touch. 

And palme to palme is holy Palmers kifle. 

Hozw.Have not Saints lips , and holy Palmers too ? 

Jul. I Pilgrim,lips that they mull ule in Prayer. 

%om. O then deare Saint, let lips doe what hands doe. 
They pray, grant thou, left faith turne to delpaire. 

Jul. Saints doe not move, though grant for prayers fake. 
%om. Then move not while my prayers efteft I take : 
Thus from my lips by thine my finne is purg’d. 

Juli Then have my lips the finne that they have tookef 
Rom. Sin from my lips / O trcfpaffe (weedy urg’d: 

Give me my finne againe. 

Jul \ You kifle bith booke, 

Nurfe. Madam, your mother craves a word with you. 
Rom. What is her mother ? 

T^urfe. MarrieBatcheler, 

Her mother is the Lady of the houfe, 

And a good Lady, and a wife and vertuous : 

I nurc’t her daughter that you talkt withall : 

1 tel! you be that can lay hold of her, . 

Shall have the chinckes. 

Rom. Is fhe a Capulet T • 

O deare account ’. my life is my foes debt. 

Ben . Away, be gone, tbefport is at the befty 
Rom. I, ib I feare, the more is my unreft. 

Cap. Nay Gentlemen prepare noc to be gone, 

We have a trifling fooliih banquet towards : 

Is it e’en fo ? why then I thanke you a li, 

2 thanke you honeft Gentlemen, good night. 
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Themoft lamentable Tragedy 

More torches here» come on, then lets to bed. 

Ah firrah,by my fay it waxes late, 

’lie to my reft. 

Jnli, Come hither Nurfe, what is yond Gentleman? 

Nurf. The lonne and heire of old Tyberio. 

Jttl. What’s he thac now is going cot of the doore ? 

JVi ttrf. Marry that I thirike be young Petrucheo. 

Jul. VV hat’s he that followes here, that would not dance ? 
A7«r/>. I know not. 

Jul. Goe aske his name, if he be married. 

My grave is like to be my wedding bed. 

^urf.His name is 'Romeo, and a Mount Ague, 

The onely ionne of your great enemy. 

fu/.My onely love fprung from my onely hate, • j'f 

Tooearly feene unknowne, and knowne too late • 

Prodigious birth of love it is to me. 

That I muft love a loathed enemy. 

Mi <trf. W hat's tis ? what's tis f 
JuL A Ryme I learnt even now 
Ofone I danc’t withall. 

One callswithin J uliet." 

Murf , Anon, anon : 

Come lets away, the ftrangers all are gone. 

Exeunt. 

Chortu. 

fMOwold defire doth in his death-bed lye. 

And young affection gapes to be his heire. 

That fairefor which loveeroned and would dye. 

With tender Juliet matcht is now not faire. 

Now Romeo is belov’d and loves againe, 

Alikebewitchcd by the charmeoflookes : 

^ 0e ^PP 08 ^ mu ft complaine. 

And fhe fteale loves fweet bait from fearefull hooks. 

^Being held a foe, he may not have accefle 
To breath fuch vowes as lovers ole to fwcare: 

And flie as much in love, her meanes much lefTe. 

1 o meet her new beloved any where. 

But 
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. , But palfion lends them power, time meanes to meet. 

Tempring extremities with extreme fweet. 

Enter Romeo alone . 

Rom. Can I goe forward when my heart is here, 

Turnebacke dull earth, and finde thy Center out. 

£»r<?r Senvolio with Mercutio. 

Ben . RSmeoj tny Coufin Romeo , Romeo. 

Mer.He is wife, and on my life hath ftoilen him home to bed. 

Ben. He ran this way, and leapt this Orchard wall : 

Call good Mercutio . 

Mer. Nay Tie conjure too. 

Romeo , humours, nr dam, pafiion, lover, 

Appeare thou in the likeneffe of a figh, 

Speake but one ryme and I am fatisfi’d j 
Cry but ay me, pronounce but love and dye, 

Speake to my Goffip Venus one faire word. 

One nickname to her purblind lonne and heire 
Young Abraham Cupid, he thac fiiot fo true. 

When King fiphetua lov’d the Begger-maid. 

He heareth not, he ftirreth not, he moveth not, 

The Ape is dead, and I muft conjure him : 

I conjure thee by Rojalines bright eyes. 

By her high forehead and her skarlec lip. 

By her fine foot, ftraight legge, and quivering thigh, . 

And the demeanes that there adjacent lye, 

That in thy likeneffe thou appeare to us. 

Ben. And if be heare thee thou wilt anger him. 

Mer. This cannot anger him, ’t would anger him 
To raife a fpirit in his Miftreffe circle, 

Offome ftrange nature, letting it there Hand 
Till fhe had layd it, and conjur’d if downe. 

That were fome fpight. 

My invocation is faire and honeft, and in his Miftreffe name, 

I conjure onely but to raife up him. 

Ben. Come , he hath hid himfelfe among thefe trees, 

To be conferred with the humorous night : 

Blind is his love, and beft befits the darke. 

Mer* dm 
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The rnofi lamentable Tragedy 

Mer. Iflove be blind, lovecannot hit themarke : 

No at wi 11 he fit tinder a Medlar tree, ’ 

And wifi* his miftreffe were that kinde offfnit, 

As maides call Medlars when they laugh alone, 

O Romeo that (he were, O that (he were 
An open and catera, and thou a Poperin peare, 

Romeo good nighc, 1’le to my Truccfe-bed, 

■This field-bed is too cokHor me to fieep ; 

Come, fhall we goe ? 

A<r*. Goe then, for 'tis in vaine to leeke him here-, 
Thatmeanes not to be found- Exeunt* 

Rom. Hejefls at fcarres that never felt a wound: ' 
But loft, what light through yonder window breaks ? 

It is the Eaft, and Juliet is the Sunne: 

Arife faire lunne, and kill the envious moone. 

Who is already fickeand pale with griefe, 

That thou her maide art farre more faire than fhe : 

Be not her maide fince fhe is envious, 

Her veftall livery is but fickeandgreene. 

And none but fooles doe weare it, call it off : 

It is my Lady,0 it is my love, O that fhe knew fhe were* 
She Ipeakes, yet (he fayes nothing ; what of that ? 

•Her eye difc ourfes, I will anlwere it : 

I am too bold, ’tis not to me fhe Ipeakes: 

Two of the faireft ftarres in all the heaven. 

Having lome bufineffe, doe entreat her eyes 
To twinckle in their fpheares till they returne : 
Whatifher eyes were there, they in her head. 

The brightnefle ofher cheeke would fhame thole flat's. 
As day-light doth a lamped her eye in heaven. 

Would through the ayrie region ftreame fb bright. 

That birds would ling, and tninkeit were not night* 

See how flie leanes her cheeke upon her hand, 

O that I were a glove upon that hand, 

That I might touch that chfeke- 
Jttl.Ky me. . - f . “ 

Rom, She Ipeakes. 
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o/Ttomeo and Juliet* 

Oh fpeake againe bright AngellJ, for thou art 
As glorious to this night being o’re my head, 

As is a winged meficnger of heaven 
Unto the white up-turned wondring eyes 
Of mortals that fell backe to gaze on him, 

W hen he beftrides the lazie puffing clouds. 

And failes upon the bolbme of the Aire. 

Jut. O Romeo, Romeo, wherefore. art thou Rpttteo 
Deny thy father, and refufe thy name : 

Or if thou wilt not, be but fworne my love. 

And ’He no longer be a Capu/et. 

%opi. Shall I heare more ? or fhall I fpeake at this ? 

J«/.’Tisbut thy name that is my enemy : 

Thou art thy felfe, though not a Mount ague. 

What’s Mount ague ? it is nor hand, nor foot, 

Nor arme,nor face. O be Ibme other name 
Belonging to a man. 

W hat’s in a name ? That which we call a Rofe, 

By any other word wou Id Imell as fweet : 

So Romeo would were he not Romeo call’d, 

Retaine that deare perfe&ion which he owes. 

Without that title : Romeo d'off thy name. 

And for thy name, which is no part of thee. 

Take all my felfe. 

Rom. 1 take thee at thy word : 

Call me but Love, and Tie be new baptiz'd, 

Hence-forth I never will be Romeo . 

Jul. What man art thou, that thusbefereen’d in night 
So dumb left on my counfell? 

Ro. By a name,I know not how to tell thee who I am: 

My name deare Saint is hateful 1 to my felfe, 

Becaufeit is an enemy to thee: 

Had I it written, I would t«are the word. 

JulMy eares have yet not drunke a hundred word s 
Of thy tongues uttering , yet I know the found : 

Art thou not Romeo ,and a Momtague ? 

Rom. Neither faire maide, if either thee diflike. 

D J*l; 
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The moft lamentable Tragedy 

J»/.How cam’ft thou hither, tell me, and wherefore? 

The Orchard walls arehigh and hard to climbe, ; ' 

And the place death, confidering who thou art, 

If any of my kinfmen finde thee here. 

r Rom.'W ith loves light wings did lore-perch thefe. walls. 
For ftony limits cannot hold love out ; 

And what love can doe, that dares love attempt : 

Therefore thy kinfmen are no flop to me. 

Jul. If they doe fee thee they will murther thee, 

Rom. Alack, there lyes more perill in thine eye. 

Than twenty of their fvvords : looke thou but fweet. 

And I am proofe agairift their enmity. 

I would not for the world they law thee here. 

Rom.l have nights cloak to hide me from their eyes,. 

And but thou love me let them finde me here j 
My life were better ended by their hate, 

.Than death prorogued wanting of thy love. 

Jul. By whole direction foundft thou out this place ? 
Rom. By love that firft did promp me to enquire. 

He lent me counfell, and I lent him eyes. 

I am no Pilot, yet wert thou as farre 
As that vaftfhore walht with the fartheft tea, 

I fliould adventure for fiich merehandife. 

Jttl. Thou know’ft the maske of night is on my face, 

Elfe would a maiden blufh bepaint my cheeke. 

For that which thou haft heard me fpeake to-night. 

Faine would I dwell on forme, faine, faine deny 
"W hat I have Ipoke ; but farewell complement : : 

Doeft thou love me ? I know thou wilt fay I, 

And I will take thy word ; yet if thou fwear’ft. 

Thou maift prove falie: at lovers perjuries 
They fay Jove laughes. Oh gentle Romeo, 

If thou doft love, pronounce it faithfully s 
Or if thou think’ft I am too quickly wonne. 

He frowne and be perverfe , and fay thee nay , 

So thou wilt wooe , but cite not for the world, 

In truth fairc Mount ague I am too fond,. 



. 





«f Romeo and Juliet; F 

And therefore thou maift thinke my behaviour light} 

But truft me Gentleman Tie prove more true, 

Than thofe that have more coying to be ftrange : 

I fhould have beene more ftrange, I muft confefle, 

But that thou overheardft ere I was ware 
My true loves paffion, therefore pardon me. 

And not impute this yeelding to light love. 

Which the darke night hath fodilcovered. 

Rom. Lady, by yonder blefled moone I vow. 

That tips with filver all thefe fruit tree tops* 

Jul.O fweare not by the moone.th’inconftant moonft 
That monthly changes in lier circled orbc. 

Left that thy love prove likewife variable. 

"Rom. What fhall 1 fweare by ? 

Jul. Doe not fweare at all : 

Or if thou wilt, fweare by thy gracious felfe. 

Which is the god of my idolatry. 

And Tie beleeve thee. 

Rom. If my hearts deare love. 

Jul. Well, doe not fweare , although I joy inkhee, 

I have no joy of this contralto night. 

It is too raft, too unadvis'd, too fudden, 

Toolikethe lightning, which doth ceafetobe 
Ere one can fay it lightens : fweet good night : 

This bud of love by fummers ripening breath. 

May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet : 
Goodnight, goodnight, as fweet repofe and reft. 

Come to thy heart as that within my breaft. 

Rom. O wilt thou leave me fo unfatisfied ? 

Jul. W hat fatisfaftion canft thou have to night ? 

Roj Th’exchange ofthy loves faithful! vow for mine. 

Jul. I gave thee mine before thou didft requeft it. 

And yet I would it were to give againe. 

Rom. Wouldft thou withdraw it ? for what purpofc love ? 

Jul. But to be franke and give it thee again. 

And yet I wifh but for the thing I have. 

My bounty is as boundlefle as the fea, 

D* ’ 
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Themft lamentable Tragedy 
My love as deepe, the more I give to thee 
The more I have , for both are infinite : 

I heare feme noife within, deare Love adue : 

Anon good Nurfe ,(vvcet Mount ague be true : 

Stay but a little , I will come againe. 

Rom. Oble(fed,bIefled night, I am afeafd 
Being in night, all this is but a dreame. 

Too flattering fveet to.be fubftantiall. 

Jul. Three words deare Romeo, and good night indeed. 
Ifthat thy bent oflove be honourable, 

Thy purpofe Marriage, fend me word to morrow, 

By one that Tie procure to come to thee, 

W here and what time thou Wilt performe the rites. 

And all my fortunes at thy foot Tie lay. 

And follow thee my Love throughout the world. Madam. 

I come anon : but if thou meanft not well, 

I doe befeech thee (by and by I come) Madam. 

Toceafe thy fuit, and leave me to my griefe. 

To morrow will I fend. 

Rom. So thrive my (dole. 

Jul. A thouland times good-nrght. 

Rom. A thoufand times the worfe to want thy fight. 

Love goes to ward love a s Schoole-boyes from their bookes. 

But love from love toward Schoole with heavie Iookes. 

Enter Juliet againe. 

Jul. Hift Romeo , hi A : O for a Falkners voice. 

To lure this Taflel gentle backe againe : 

Bondage is hoarfe, and may not fpeake aloud, 

Elfe would I teare the cave where Echo lyes. 

And make her ayrie tongue more hoarfe than mine, 

With repetition of my Romeo. 

Rom. It is my love that calls upon my name : 

How filver fweet found Lovers tongues by night ? 

Like lofteft Muficke to attending eares. 

Jul. Romeo. 

Rom. My Deere. 

Jul. What a clocke to morrow 

Shall 
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ef Romeo and Juliet. 

Shalt I fend to thee? 

Rom. By the houre of nine. 

Jul. I will not faile, ’tis twentie yeeres till tnen : 

I have forgot why I did call thee backe. 

Rom.lct me Hand here till thou remember it. 

Jul. I (hall forget to have thee ftill ftand there, 
Remembring how I love thy company . 

Rom. And ’He (fill (fay, to have thee (fill forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this • 

Jul. Tis almoft morning, I would have thee gone, 

And yet no farther than a wantons bird, 

That lets it hop a little from his hand, 

Like a poore prifoner in hi s twiffed gyves, _ 

And with a filken thred plucks it backe againe, 

So loving jealous of his liberty. 

Rom. I would I were thy bird. 

Jul. Sweet fo would I, 

Yet I fliould kill thee with much cherifhing ; 

Good night, good night. 

Parting is fuch fweet (orrow, 

That I (hall fay good night till it be morrow. 

Ro. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy breath 
Would I were fleepe and peace fo fweet to reft. 

Hence will I to my ghoftly Friers clofe Cell, 

Hishelpe to crave, and my deere hap to tell. 

Exit: 

Enter Frier alone With a Basket. 

Pri. The grey ey’d rhorne fmiles on the frowning night, 
Gheckring the Eaftern clouds with ftreakes of light : 

And fleckdd darknefle like a drunkard reeles. 

From forth dayes path, and Titans burning wheeles, 
Now ere the funne advance his burning eye, 

The day to cheere , and nights danke dew todry, 

3 muft upfill this Ofier Cage ofours, 

With baleful! weeds, and precious juiced flowers. 

The earth that’s natures mother in her Tombe ; 

What is her burying Grave, that is her wombe ; 
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The tnofi lafitentahle Tragedy 
And from her wombe children of divers kind 
We fucking on her natural! bofome find; 

Many for many vertues excellent. 

None but for iome, and yet all different. 

O mickle is the powerfull grace that lies 
In plants, hearbs. Hones, and their true qualities .* 
^or nought fo vile that on the earth doth live. 

But to the earth fome fpeciall good doth give • 

Nor ought fo good, but ftrain’d from that faire life* 
Revolts from true birth, Humbling on abufe - 
Veraieic felfe turnes vice being mif-appli’d. 

And vice fometime by a&ion dignifi’d. 

Enter Romeo. 

Within the infant rinde of this weake flower 
Poyfon hath refidence, and Medicine power ; 

Reinl h f a ft C ^ fmeIC n?, that ^ pa^chearescachpartj 
Being taftedflayes all fenfes with the heart, 
f wo fuch oppoled Kings encamp them ftill 
In man as well as hearbs, grace and rude will ; 

Ana where the worfer is predominant. 

Full foone the Canker death eates up that plant. 

Rom. Good morrow father. 

AW.Benedicite: 

What early tongue fo fweet faluteth me? 

Young fonne it argues a diftemper’d head. 

So foone to bid good morrow to thy bed : 

Care keeps his watch' in every old mans eye. 

And where care lodges fleepe will never lye : 

But where unbruifed youth with unftuft braine. 

Doth couch his iimbes, there golden fleep doth reign. 
Therefore thy earlinefle doth me allure. 

Thou art uprous’d with fome diftemp’ratute ; 

Or if not fo, then here I hit it right. 

Our Romeo hath not been in bed to night. 

"Rom. That Iaftis true, the fweeter reft was mine. 
Frt. God pardon fin, waft thou with Rofaline f 
,, , ^ om ' With Rofa/me, my ghoftly father, no, 
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thaveforgotthatnarne,andtbatnames'Woe. ■ , . 

Pri That’s my good fonne * but where haft thou been then * 
Rom. Tie tell thee erethou aske it me agen ; 
l havebeen feafting with mine enemy, 

Where on a fudden one hath wounded me. 

That’s by me wounded ; both our remedies 
Within thy helpe and holy Phyficke lyes ; 

I beare no hatred bleffed man, for loe. 

My interceffion likewife fteads my foe. . . 

Fri. Be plaine good fonne and homely m thy drift, 
Ridling confelfion Andes but rid ling fhrift. 

Rem. Then plainly know my hearts deare love is let 
On the faire daughter ofrich fapulet : 

A s mine on hers, fo hers is fee on mine, 

And all combin’d, favewhat thou muft combine 
By holy marriage : when, and where, and how. 

We met, we woo’d, and made exchange of vow. 

Tie tell thee as wepafle :but this I pray, 

That thou confent to marry us to day . 

. jri.-Holy S. Francis, what a change is here . 

Is Rofaline, whom thou didft love fo deare, 

So foone forfaken ? young mens love then lyes 
Not truely in their hearts,but in their eyes. 

Jefa Maria ! what a deale of brine 
Hath wafht thy fallow cheekes tot Rofaline ? 

How much fait water throwne away in wafte. 

To feafon love that of it doth not tafte ? 

The fun not yet thy fighes from heaven cleares. 

Thy old groanes yet ring in mine ancient eares ; 

Lo here upon thy cheeke the ftaine doth fit. 

Of an old teare that is not wafht off yet. 

If ere thou waft thy felfe, and thefe woes thine, 

Thou and thefe woes were all for Rofaline. 

And art thou chang’d ? pronounce this fentence then, > 
Women may fall, when there’s no ftrength in men. 

Rom. Thonchid’ft me oft for loving Rofaline. 
or doating,not for loving, Pupill mine. 
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The mofi lamentable Ttagedj 
Tent . And badft mebury love. 

Fri. Not in a grave. 

To lay one in, another out to have. 

Rom • 1 pray thee chide me not, her I love now 
Doth grace for grace, and love for love allow : 

Theother did not lo. 

Fri, O flie knew well. 

Thy lovedidreadbyrote that could not ipcll: 

But come young W averer , come and eoe with me, 
Inonerefpea'IIe thyalfiftantbe: g ^ 

For this alliance may lo happy prove. 

To turne your houlholds rancor to pure love. 

^•?Jf mb ™ ce > 1 M on fuddenhafte. 

Frt. Wifely and flow, they ftumble that run fall. 

__ , Tnter Benvolio Mercutio. 

bo«To^r heDCT ' u 

B J"' Nw • t° his Others, I fpoke with h is man. 

Mer. Why that fame pale hard-hearted wench, that Rofalint 
Torments him lo , that he will liire run mad 

hi S fche^toufe he Kinfinan C00,d fcnc a taerto 

Mer. A challenge on my life. 

Ben. Romeo will anliver it. 

Any man that can write may anfwere a Letter. 

beingdaredf th ' LetKrs hee dares, 

R ”"‘" ’ hee i salrcat, y , fiab’d with a 
r* rh™ h ' b lacke f e l X e ’ runne t thr oiigh the eare with a Love- 

but 8 lhafrJ/T e ° f h,$ heart deft with the blinde Bow-boies 
out-lhatt . and is he a man to encounter Tibalt > 

Rom. W hy ? what is Tibalt ? 

M‘r. More than Prince of Cats : O hee’s the courageous 

Wes^m^°I? P emenr i : hcefi S hts asyoufingPrickeSong, 

proportion ; he refts his minum reft!, 
one, two, and the third in your bofome : the very Butcher of a 

filke 




of Romeo and Juliet* 

filke button , a Dualift, a Dualift , a Gentleman of the very firft 
houfe, of the'firft andfecond caufe, ah- the immortall Paflado, tho 
punto reverfo, the Hay. 

Ten. The what? 

Mer. The Poxe of liich antique lifping affe&ing phantafies, 
thefe new tuners of accents : by Jelu a very good blade , a very 
tall man, a very good Whore. Why is not this a lamentable 
thing Grand- fire, that wee Ihould be thus afflicted with thefe 
ftrange flies, thefe fafhion- mongers, thefe pardona-mees ,who 
ftand lb much on the new forme , that they cannot fit at eafe on 
the old bench ? O their bones,their bones ! 

Enter Romeo. 

Ben. Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 

Mer. Without his Roe, like a dri’d Herring : O flefh, flefh^ 
how art thou filliified ? Now is he for the numbers that Petrarch 
flowed in. Laura to his Lady was a Kitchin wench , marrie Ihe 
had a better love to berime her ; Dido a dowdie, Cleopatra a 
Gipfie, Helen and Hero hildings and harlots , Thuby a grey 
eye or fo,but not to the purpofe.Seignior RomeoBon jour, there's 
a French falutationtoyour French flop : you gave us the coun- 
terfeit fairely laft night. 

Rom. Good morrow to you both, what counterfeit did I give 
you? 

Mer. The flip fir, the flip, can you not conceive ? 

Romeo. Pardon good Mercutio , my bufineffe was great, and 
in fuch a cafe as mine a man may ftraine curtefie. 

Mer. That’s as much as to lay, liich a cafe as yours conftraines 
a man to bow in the hams. 

Rom Meaningtocurfie. 

Mer. Thou haft moft kindly hit it. 

Rom. A moft curteous expofition. 

Mer, Nay, I am the very pincke of curtefie. 

Rom. Pincke for flower. 

Mer, Right. 

Rom. Why then is my pump well flowred. 

Mercu. Sure wit , follow mee this jeft now till thou haft 
worne out thy pumpe , that when the Angle foie ofitisworne, 
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Themofi lament able tragedy 
the jeft may remaine after the wearing fbly fingular. 

O fingle fol’d jeft, fbly fingular for the finglenefle. 
Mer. Come between us good Benvolio. my wits faint. 

Rom. Swits and fpurs,fivits and Tpurs,or He crya match. 

• wits run the wild-goofe chafe, I am done j 

for thou haft more of the wilde goofe in. one of thy wits , than 
I am tore I have in my whole five. Was I with you there for 
the goofe ? 1 

Rom. Thou waft never with me for any thing,whcn thou waft 
not there for the goofe. 

Mer . I will bite thee by, the eare for that jeft* 

Rom. Nay good goofe bite not. 

Mer. Thy rntis a very bitter fweeting,it is a moft foarp fence. 
Rom. And is it not well ferv’d in to a fweet goofe ? 

Mer. Oh here’s a wit of Cheverell, that ftretches from an 
inch narrow to an ell-broad. <. 

Rgn.1 ftretch it out for that word broad, which added to the 

goofed proves theefarre and widea broad goofe. 

Mer. Why is not this better now than groaning for love? 
now art thou (bciable, npw art thou Romes now art thou whac 
thou art by art as well as by nature: for this driveling love is 
like a great Natural!, that runs lolling up and downetohidc 
hisbableinahole. 

R en. Stop,there, flop there* 

yk&r.Thou defireft meto flop in my tale againft the haire. 
Bon. Thou wouldft elfe have made thy talc large. 

Mer. O thou art deceived, I would have made it fhort, for I • 
wascometothe whole depth of my tale, and meantindeedto 
occupy the argument no longer. 

Rom. Here’s goodly geare. Enter Nurfe and her man t . 

Afaile,afaile. 

Mer. Two, two, a fhirt and a fmockc , 

Nurfe. Peter. 

‘Peter. Anon. 

Nttrf. My fan Peter. 

Mer. Good Peter to hide her face, for her fans the fairer face* 
Nurfe. God ye good morrow Gentlemen, 

Mer, 



of Romeo and Juliet* 

Mer. God ye goodden faire Gentlewoman, 

Nurfe. Is it goodden ? 

Mer. ’Tis no leffe I tell you, for the bawdy handofthc dyali 
is now upon the pricke of noone. 

1 Nurfe. Out upon you, what a man are you? 
i?o.One Gentlewoman that God hath made,himfe!feto mar„ 
Nurfe. By my troth it is well faid , for himfelfe tomarre 
ijuoth a / Gentlemen, can any of you tell me where I may findc 
the young Romeo ? 

can tell you : but yaang'Romeo will be older when you 
fiavefound him ,than hee was when you fought him : I am the 
youngeft of that name, for fault of a worfe. 

Nurfe. You fey well. 

Mer. Yea, is the worft well? very well tooke ifaith, wifely, 
wifely. 

Nurfe. If thou be he fir,I defire fome confidence with you* 
Ben. She will endite him to fome fepper. 

Mer. A baud, a baud, a baud. So ho. 

Rom. What haft thou found ? 

' Mer. No hare fir , unleffe a bate fir in a Lenten pie > that is 
fomething ftaleand hoareere itbefpent. 

An old hare hoare , and an old hare hoare is very good meat 
in Lent. 

But a hare that is hoare is too much for a feore , when it hoares 
ere itbefpent. 

Romeo, will you come to your fathers? wee’ll to dinner thither. 
Rom. I will follow you. 

Mer. Farewell ancient Lady, farewell Lady, LadyjLady. 

r i^ r ;JP ra yy° ufirvvha t feucie Merchant was this that was 
io full ofhis r<^ene. 

R&. A Gentleman Nurfe that loves to heare himfelfe talk, and 
willfpeake morem a minute than he will ftand to in a moneth. 

Nur. And afpeakeany thing againft me, I’letakehim down, 
and a were luftier than hee is, and twenty fuch Tackes -and if I 
cannot,riefinde thofe that fhall : feurvie Knave,Iamnone 
other GU-flurts, I am none of his skaines mates : and thou muft 
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The mofl lamentable Tragedy 
Hand by too , and fuffer every Knave toufemee at his plea- 
fure. 

7>et. I law no man ufe yon at his pleafure , if I had, my wea- 
pon fhould quickly have beene out : I warrant you I dare draw 
as loone as another man, if I'fee occafion, in a good quarrell, and 
the law on my fide. 

Nurfe. Now afore God T am Ibvext, that every part about 
mee quivers : Icurvie.Knave : pray you fir a word : and as I told 
you, my young Lady bid me enquire you out : what fhe bid mee 
fay, I will keepe to myfelfe : but firft let me tell ye,ifyee fhould 
leade her in a Fooles Paradile , as they fay, it were a very grofle 
itinde of behaviour, asrhey fay : for the Gentlewoman is young, 
ar.d therefore if you fhould deale double with her,truely it were 
an ill thing to be offered to any Gentlewoman, and very weake 
dealing. 

Rom. Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady and Miftris, I.proteft 
unto thee. , 

Nurfe. Good heart, and yfaithlwill tellherasmuch .-Lord, 
Lord, fhe will be a joy fiil l woman. 

Romeo. W hat wilt thou tell her Nurfe ■? thoudoeft not marke 
mee. . , - • 

Nur. I will tell her fir that you doe proteft , which as I take 
it,is a Gentlemanlike offer. r 

Romeo. Bid her devife fome meanes to .come to fhrife this af- 
ternoone. 

And there fhe fhall at Frier Laurence Cell _ 

Be fhrived and married : here is for thy, paines. 

Nurfe. No truly fir not a pennie- 

Rotn-.G oe too , I lay you fhall. 

Nurfe. This afternoone fir, well, fhe fhall be there. 

Rom. And flay good Nurle behind the Abbey wall : 

•Within this houre my man fhall be with thee. 

And bring thee cords made like a tackling ftaire, 

W hich to the high top-gallant of my joy. 

Mull be my convoy in the fecret night. - 
Farewell, be trufty, and lie quite thy paines. 

Farewell, commend me to thy Miftris. 
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of Romeo and Juliet^ 

Nurfe. Now God in Heaven bleffe thee ; :harke you fir. 

•n what faift thou my dearc Nurfe * 

Nwfls your man fecra ? did youneru here fay, two may 

keepe counfell putting one away? , 

Nurfe. Wellfir, myMiftreffeis the fwe«efl ^ril 
Lord, when ’twas a little prating thing. O there is a Nob 
",. nin fovvne one Park , that would fame lay Kmte aboora, 
ScSokeb'das lieve fee a Toade, a very To.de as fee 

him : I .V fometie.es, and tell her 

rer man: but lie warrant you when I fay d P Ro . 

as any clout in the vertall world. Doth not Rofemary ana ko 
meo begin both with a Letter? 

you good to heareit. • 

Rom. Commend me to thy Lody. 

Nurfe. I athoufand times. Peter. 

Pet. Anon. 

Nurf Before and apace. 

Enter Juliet. • • • ■ r 

?#. The clock ftrook nine when I did fend the Nut- 1 > 

In halfe an hoiire fhe promis’d to returne • 

Perchance fhe cannot meet him ; that s not lo : 

Oh fhe is lame, loves Heralds fhould be thoughts. 

Which ten times farter glides than the funs beame , 

Driving backe fhadowes over lowrmg hills: 

Therefore doe nimble pinion’d Doves draw love, 

And therefore hath the winde-fwift Cupid wings. 

Now is the lunn.e upon the highmoft hill 
Of this dayes journey , and from nine till twelve 
Is three long houres, yet fhe is not come ; : 

Had (lie affeSions and warme youthlull blood, 

She would be as fwift in motion as aball. 
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The mofi lamentable Ttajredi 
My words would bandy her to my facet Love 

nr^n £nter NHr fc- 

O God Hie comes : O honey Nurfe what newes ? 

pJfwT r ? mwcar i y,giveir.e leave a while, 
ye how my bones ake, what a jaunt have I had s 

J J !- u , acnaItc? ca °you notftavawhif/o 
Do 5 »•« «* that I am om oArcath > y “ e ? 

tJc HoVV a f c thou out of breath, when thou hafihr^h 
To fay to me that thou art out of breath" haftbrMt « 

Is longer than the tale thou do’ft excufe ^ 

Is thy newes good ,’or bad ? anfwere to that, 

X 7t mefe and fiM e ?x y the circum ft3nce, 

Le ^ e be Gtisfi d, ift good or bad ? 

how tochoofc!! man" made a cboice » y°u know not 

ter than anv ml? ' !•?’ nonoc he » tho «gh his face be bet-' 
wd TfZ lnTu J ye l hlS [ e ¥ e exce,s aIJ ™ns > and for a hand 

Wha”h»^ 

w £r N °V n ° 5 J? uc a,J this did I know before, 

Whatlayes he of our marriage ? whatofthat ? 

Tr b ° W ^ ^ead *kes,vvhat a head have I* 

ft beats as it wouldfaUin twenty pieces. 

My backe a tother fide, ah my bake, my backe, 

Befljrew your heart for lending me about, 

To 
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ef Romeo and Juliet; 

T o catch my death with jaunting up and downe. 

?»/. Ifaith I am forry that thou art not well : 

Sweet, tweet, fweecNnrfe, tell me what faies my Love ? 

2{ur. Your love fayes like an honeft Gentleman, 

And a courteous ,and a kinde, and a handfome, 

And I warrant a vertuous : where is your mother • 

?#/. Where is my mother ? why lire is within » where mould 

flbebe? 

How odly thou replied. 

Your Love fayes like an honeft Gentleman. 

Where is your Mother ? . 

Nurfe. O Gods Lady deare, 

Are you lb hot ? marry come up I trow. 

Is this the ponkis for my aking bones ? 

Hence-forward doe your meflages your felfe. 

Jtti Here’s fuch a coile, come, what laics 'Romeo • 

Nnr .Ha.vc you got leave to goe to (hrift to day » , 

?«/. I have. , 

Nm. Then hie you hence to Frier Laurence Cell, 

There ftayes a husband to make yooawife : 

Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheekes, 

They’ll be in fcarlec ftraighr at any newes : 

Hie you to Church, I muft another way. 

To fetch a ladder, by the which vour love 
Muft climbe abirds neftfoonewnenitisdarke. 

I am the drudge , and toile in your delight. 

But you (ball beare the burden loone at night. 

Goe, Tie to dinner , hie you to the Cell. 

7 ul. Hieto high fbrtune,honeft Nurfe farewell. 

J Extmto 

Enter Trier and Romeo. 

" Fri. So fmile the heavens upon this holy A6t, 

That after houres with lorrow chide us not. 

Rom. Amen, Amen : but come, what forrow can, 

It cannot countervaile the exchange of joy 
That one fhort minute gives me in her fight : 

Doe thou but clofe our hands with holy words, , 



Then 
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The moft lamentable Tragedy 
Then love-devouring death doe what he dare. 

It is enough I maybut call her mine. 

Fri. rhefe violent delights have violent ends, 

w?- 1 u C le ! r tn , Um P h d y e , hke fire and powder. 

Which as they kifleconfume. Thefiveeteft honey 
Is lothfomnefleinhis ovvne delicioufnefle. 

And in the tafte confounds the appetite. 

Therefore love moderately , long Jove doth ife, 

I oo iwift arrives as tardy as too flow. 

Enter Juliet. 

Here comes the Lady, Oh fo light a foot 

Will never weare out the everlafting flint : 

A Lover may beftride the GofTamours, 

That idles in the wanton fummer Ayre, 

And yet not fall, fo light is vanity. 

M Good even to my ghoftly Confeflbr. 

Frt Romeo (hall thank thee daughter for us both. 

Rot A lh7 Ct ! t0 rT elfe J ? his thanks wo much. 

Rom. Ah Juhetrf the meafure ofthyioy 

IBe heapt like mine, and that thy skill be more 

Toblazon it, then fweeten with thy breath 

Unfo! n ^h hb ° Ur ay M L and ,cc rich Mufick « tongue. 

Unfold theimagin d happinefle that both 5 

Keceive m either by this deare encounter. 

Pr,ol'Sv C rL m ° rench in mmGr than in words, 

Bra^s of his fubftance^ not of ornament ; 

They are but beggars that can count their worth, 

r>ut my true love is grovvne to fuch excefle, 

I cannot fumme up fome of halfe my wealth. 

VnfC: ^^tomevvith me, and we will makelhortworke. 
For by vour leaves you flail not flay alone, 

I ill holy Church incorporate two in one. 

Enter Mercutio, Benvolio, and mem 
Ben. I pray thee good Mercutio let’s retire. 

The day is hot, the Owlets abroad, 

abH " le ’ 

Mer. 






of Romeo and Juliet; 

Mer. Thou art like one ofthefe fellowes, that when bee en- 
ters the con fines of a Taverne, claps mee his fword upon the 
Table, and iayes, God fend me no need of thee: and by the o- 
perati’oriof the fecond cup drawes him on the Drawer, when in- 
deed there is no need- 

Ben. Am I like fuch a fellow ? 

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a Jacke in thy moode as 
any in Italy , and as foone moved to bee moodie, and as foone 
rnoodie to be moved . 

Ben. And what too? 

Mer. Nay, and there were two fuch, wee fhould have none 
fhortly , for one would kill the other. Thou ! why thou wilt 
quarrell with a man that hath a haire more , or a haire Jefle in 
his beard than thou haft : thou wilt quarrell with a man for 
cracking Nuts , having no other reaton , but becaufe thou haft 
halell eyes : what eye but iuchan eye would fpie out fuch a 
quarrell ? thy head is asfullofquarrels as an eggeis full of meat, 
and yet thy head hath been beaten as addle as an egge for quar- 
relling : thou haft quarrelled with a man for coffing in the ftreet, 
becaufe he hath wakened thy dogge that hath laine afleep in the 
Sun. Didft thou not fallout withatailor, for wearing his new 
doublet before Eafter : with another, for tying his new fhooes 
with old ribband ? and yet thou wilt tutor me for quarrelling. 

Ben. And I were fo apt to quarrell as thou art, any man fhould 
buy the fee-fimple of my life for an houre and a quarter. 

Mer. The fee-fimple, O Ample ! . ‘ 

Enter Tibalc , Petruchio, and others. 

Ben. By my head here come the fapulets. 

Mer. By my heele I care not. 

Tib. Follow me clofe , for I will lpeake to them. 

Gentlemen Good-den, a word with oneof you. 

Mer. And but one word with one of us ? couple it with fbme- 
thing, make it a word and a blow. 

Tib. You fhallfinde me apt enough to that fir,and you (ball 
give me occafion. 

Mercutio. Could you 'not take fome occafion without gi- 



ving . 



F Tib. 
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the mojl lament able tragedy 
Tih. Mercutio thou conforteft with Romeo. 
w^ C a nl ? rC r wh , 3t < ? oeftthou ma keus Minftrels ? and then 

conlor? ^ ' fllCke ’ hereS make y 011 dance: zounds 

Ben. Wetalkehere in the publike haunt of men, 

Either withdraw unto fome private place, 

Orreafon coldly of your grievances. 

Or elfe depar t, here all eyes gaze on us. 

Mer. Mens eyes were madeto looke, and let them gaze, 

I will not budge for no mans pleafiire I. o > 

Enter Romeo. 

7V. Well, peace be with you fir, here comes my man. 

Mer. But lie be hang d fir if he weare your Liverv • 

Marry goe before to field, hee’ll be your follower * * 

Your worfliip in that fenfe may call him man. 

u Romeo > the love I beare thee can affoord 
No better tearme than this : thou art a Villaine. 

Rom. Tibalt, therealon that I have to love thee. 

Doth much excufe rhe appertaining rage . 

To fuch a greeting : Villaine I am none. 

Therefore farewell, I lee thou know’ft me not. 

(hall not excufe the injuries 
That thou haft done me, therefore tnrne and draw- 
Rom. I doe protett I never injur’d thee. 

But love thee better than thou canft devife. 

Till thou fiialt know the reafon of my love ; 

And fogood C amulet , which name I tender 
As dearely as my owne, be fitisfied. 

Mer. O calme dishonourable, vile fubmiffion, 
tsflla fiucatho carries it away : 

Tiba.lt, you rat-catcher , will you walke? 

7V£. What wouldft thou have with me ? 

IN, £? er i. G< E d ^ Ing of * Cats > nothing but one of your nine 
i s, that I meane to make bold withall, and as you (hall 
ufe mee hereafter dry beate the reft of the eight- Will you 
pluckeyourfword oucofhis Pilcher by the eares? makehaftc, 

left 



«f Romeo and Juliet 

left mine be about your eares e're it be one. 

Tib. I am for you. 

Tom. Gentle Mercutio put thy Rapier up, 

Mer. Come fir, your PafTado. 

To . Draw Benvolio, beat downe their weapons s 
Gentlemen for fhame forbeare this outrage. 

Tib alt, Mercutio, the Prince expreflely hath 
Forbid bandying in Verona’s ftreets; 

Hold Tibalt ,good Mercutio. 

Arvaj Tibalt, 

Mer- Iam hurt: 

A plague a both houfes , I am fpedi 
Is he gone and hath nothing ? 

Ben. What art thou hurt? 

Mer . I, I, a fcratch, a fcratch, marrv ’tis enough : 

Where is my Page? goe villaine fetch a Surgeon. 

Rom • Courage man, the hurt cannot be much. 

Mer. No, ’tis not ft) deepe as a W ell, nor 1 o wide as a Church 
doore,but ’tis enough , ’twill ferve, aske for mee to morrow and 
you fhall finde mee a grave man. I am peppered I warrant for 
this world, a plague a both your houfes •• ’zound s a dogge,a rat- a 
moufe, a cat to lcratch a man to death ; a braggart, a rogue, a vil- 
laine,that fights by thebooke of Arithmeticke : why thedcvll 
came youbetweeneus ? I was hurt under your arme, 

Tom. I thought all for the heft. 

Mer. Helpe me into feme houfe Benvolio , 

Or I fhall faint : a plague a both your houfes. 

They have made wormes meat of me, 

I have it, and foundly to your houfes 

Exit. 

‘Row. This Gentleman , the Princes neere ally, 

My very friend , hath got his mortall hurt 
In my behalfe,my reputation ftain’d 
W ith Tibalts (launder, Tibalt that an houre 
Hath beene my coufin. O fiveet Juliet, 

Thy beauty hath made me effeminate, 

And in my temper foftnedvaloursfteele. 



Exit? 
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The mofi lamentable Tragedy 

£«f*rBenvo]io. 

T l ,? r H me . 0 ’ ^ ome ° » brave Mercutids dead. 

That gallant fpirit hath afpir’d the clouds, 

Which too untimely here did fcorne the earth. 

Thich*' L bis day L es bkcke face onm0re daies doth depend, 

I his but begins the woe others mufl end. 

Ben. Here comes the furious Tibalt back again. 

Rom. He gone in triumph, and Mercutio flaine, 
flj c C ° beaven re lpe<ftive lenity, . 

And nre and fury be my conduit now. 

Now Tibalt take the villaine backe againe 
That late thou gav’ft me, for Mercutids foule 
Is but a little way above our heads* 

Staying for thine to keepe him company : 

.hither thou or I, or both, mult goe with him. 

Rom. This (ball determine that. 

Thej fight. Tibalt/^///. 

Ben. Romsoy away , be gone, 

The Citizens are up , and Tibalt flaine : 

Stand not amaz’d, the Prince will doom thee death, 

Jr thou art taken-; hence, be gone, away. 

Rom. O J am fortunes fbole, 

Ben. Why doft thou flay / 

Exit Romeo, 

Enter Citizens. 

pt. W hich way ran he that kil’d Mercutio ? 

Tibalt that murderer, which way ran he ? 

Ben. There lyes that Tibalt. 

Cit. Up fir, goe with me, 

I charge thee in the Princes name obey. 

Enter Tri»ce,old Mountague, Capulet, 
their reives and all. 

Bfiin- Where are the vile beginners of this fray ? 

Ben. O noble Prince, I can difcover all 
The unluckie mannage of this fatal! brail. 

* There 






»f Romeo and Juliet. 

There lyes the man flaine by young Romeo , 

That flew thy kinfman brave Mercutio. 

fop. Wi. T tbalt my coufin,0 my brothers childe, 

O Prince, O coufin, husband, O theblood isfpild. 

Of my deare kinfman : Prince, as thou art true, 
Forblood of ours fhed blood of Mountague. 

0 coufin, coufin. 

Erin. Benvolio, who began this bloody fray ? 

Ben. Tibalt here (lain, whom Romeo‘s hand did flay, 
Romeo that (poke him faire,bad himbethinke 
How nice the quarrell was , and urg’d wichall 
Your high difpleafure : all this uttered 
W ith gentle breath, calme look, knees humbly bowed, 
Could not take truce with the unruly fpleene 
Of Tibalt deafe to peace, but that he tilts 
With piercing fteele at bold Mercutids bread : 

Who all as hot, turnes deadly point to point. 

And with a marciall fcorne with one hand beats 
Cold death afide, and with the other fend $ 

It backe to Tibalt , whofe dexterity 

Retorts it : Romeo he cryes aloud, - 

Hold friends, friends part ;andfwifter than his tongue 

His agill arme beats downe their fatall points. 

And ’ewixt them rufhes : underneath whofe arme, 

An envious thruft from Tibalt hit the life 
Of (tout Mercutio, and then Tibalt fled t 
But by and by comes backe to 7 lomeo y 
Who had but newly entertain’d revenge. 

And too’t they goe like lightning : for ere I 
Could draw to part them was flout Tibalt flaine. 

And as he fell did Romeo turne and flie. 

This is the truth , or let "Benvolio dye. 

fop.Wi. He is a kinfman to the Mount agues , 
Affe&ion makes him falfe, he fpeakes not true : 

Some twenty of them fought in this blacke ftrife. 

And all thofe twenty could but kill one life. 

1 begge for juftice, which thou Prince mufl give, 
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The mo ft lamentable Tragedy 
Romeo flew Tib alt, Romeo muft not live. 

'Erin. Romeo flew him, he flew Mercutio, 

Who now the priceof his deare blood doth owe ? 

Mou, Not Romeo Prince, he was Mercutio' s friend. 
His fault concludes but what the lavWhould end. 

The life of Tib alt. 

Prin. And for that offence 
Immediately we doe exile him hence. 

I have an intereft in your hearts proceeding, 

My blood for your rude brawles doth lye a bleeding. 
But He amerce you with fo ftrong a fine. 

That you fhall all repent the Ioffe of mine. 

I will be deafe to pleading and excufes, 

Nor teares, nor prayers fhall purchale out abufos. 
Therefore ule none , let Romeo hence in hafte, 

Elfe when he is found, that boure is the laft. 

Beare hence this body, and attend our will, 

Mercy but murders pardoning thofe that kill. 

Extt, 

Enter Juliet alone. 

Gallop apace, you fiery footed fteeds. 

Towards p hcebtts lodging, fuch a waggoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the Weft, 

And bring in dowdy night immediately. 

Spread thy dole curtaine love-performing night. 
That run-awayes eyes may wincke, and Romeo 
Leape tothefearmes,unta!ktofand unfeene : 

Lovers can fee to doe their amorous rights. 

By their owne beauties , or of love too blind. 

It beft agrees with night : comecivill night, 
Thoufoberfuited matron all in blacke, 

And learne me how to Iofe a winning match, 

Plai d for a paire offtainlefle maiden-heads : 

Hood my unman d blood baiting in my cheekes. 
With thy blacke mantle : till ftrange love grow bold, 
Thmke true love aded fimple modefty : 

Cpme night, come Romeo, come thon day in night, 






For 



of Romeo and Juliets 

For thon wilt lye upon the wings ofnight. 

Whiter than fnow upon a Ravens backe : 

Come gentle night, come loving black-brow’d night. 

Give me my Romeo, and when he fhall dye. 

Take him and cut him out in little ftarres, 

And he will make the face ofheavenlbfine. 

That all the world fhall be in love with night. 

And pay no worfhip to the garifh funne. 

0 I have bought the manfionofa love. 

But not pofleft it , and though I am fold. 

Not yet injoy ’d ; fo tedious is this day. 

As is the n ight before fome feftivall. 

To an impatient childe that hath new robes, 

And may not weare them. O here comes my Nurfe, 

Enter Tfttrft with cords. 

And fhe brings newes, and every tongue that fpeakes 
But Romeos name, fpeakes heavenly eloquence. 

Now Nurfe,what newes ? what haft thou there ? 

The cords that Romeo bid thee fetch ? 

Nurfe. I, I, the cords. 

Jul. Ay me, what newes ? why doeft thou wring thv hands ? 
Nur. A weladay, hee’s dead, hee’s dead, hee’s dead, 
Weare undone Lady, we are undone : 

Alack the day, hee’s gone, hee’s kill’d, hee’s dead, 

Jul. Can heaven be fo envious ? 

Nurfe. Romeo can. 

Though heaven cannot. O Romeo, Romeo, 

W ho ever would have thought it Romeo ? 

Jul ■ What divell art thou that doft torment me thus? 

This torture fhould be roar’d in difmall hell : 

Hath Romeo flaine himfelfe?fay thou but I, 

And that bare vowell I (ball poyfon more 
Than the death-darting eye of Cockatrice : 

1 am not I if there be fuch an I, 

Or thofe eyes fhot, that makes thee anfwere I. 

If he be flai ne fay I, or if not, No, 

Briefe founds determine of my wealeorwoe. 
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The mofi lamentable Tragedy 

. Hurfd faw the wound, I ^wic with mine eyes, 

God five the marke, here on his manly bred, 

A piteous coarfe, a bloody piteous coarfe 
Pa.e, pale as allies, all bedeaw’d in blood’ 

All in gore blood : I lwouned at the fight. 

1*1 0 breake my heart, poore bankrupt breake at once. 
To prjfon eyes, ne re lookeon liberty. 

Vile earth to earth refigne,end motion here. 

And thou and Romeo prefle one heavie beere. 

Nmfe. O Tibalt, 7 ibalt, the beft friend I had, 

O courteous T ibalt, honeft Gentleman, 

That ever J fhould live to fee thee dead. 

_ l uL W n hac ftorme is this char Clowes* fo contrary > 

Is Romeo flaughtred ? and is Tibalt dead ? ' 

My deareft coufin , and my dearer Lord : 

Then dreadful! trumpet iound the generall doome. 

For who is Jiving if thofe two are gone ? 

Nurje Tibalt is gone , and Romeo banifhed, 

Romeo that kild him, heis banilhed. 

Jul. O God did Romeo's hand fihed Tib alts blood > 
N*r[e. It did, it did, alas the day it did. 

/#/. Oferpent heart hid with a flowring face / 

Did ever dragon keepe fo faire a cave ? 

Beautiful! tyrant, fiend angelicall. 

Ravenous dove, feathred raven, wolvifh-ravening Iamb, 
Defpifed lubflance of divined fhew, 

Jufi oppofite to what thou judly feemeft, 

A damned Saint* an honourable villaine. 

G nature, what hadft thou to doe in hell. 

When thou didft poure the fpirit of a fiend 
In niortallparadileoffuch fweet flefh ? 

Was ever booke containing lb vile matter 
So fairdy bound ? O that deceit fliould dwell 
In fitch a gorgeous palace / 

^Tbere’s no truft.no faith, no honefty in men. 

All perjurd,all forfworne,all naught, all diflemblers : 

Ah, where s my man ? give me feme Aqua vita. 









Thefe 



Romeo 4#^ Juliet* 

Thefe griefes, thefe woes, thefe forrowes make me old. 
Shame come to Romeo. 

Jul. Bliftered be thy tongue 
For fuch a with : he was not borne to fliame, . 

Upon his brow fhame is afham’d to fit : 

For ’tis a throne where honour may be crown’d 
Sole Monarch of the univerfall earth. 

O what a beaft was I to chide at him ? 

Nur. Will you fpeake well of him that kill'd your coufin 
J*l. Shall I fpeake ill of him that is my husband ? 
Ahjpoore my Lord ! what tongue fhall fmooth thy name, 
W nen I thy three houres wife have mangled it ? 

But wherefore villaine didft thou kill my coufin ? 
Thatvillaine confin would have kill’d my husband. 

Backe foolifh teares, backe to your native fpring. 

Your tributary drops belong to woe. 

Which you miftaking offer up to joy. 

My husband lives that Tibalt would have flaine. 

And Tibalt' s dead that would have flaine my husband ; 

All this is comfort r wherefore weepe I then ? 

Some words there were worfer than Tib alts death 
That murdred me : I would forget it fainc. 

But oh, it prefles to my memory. 

Like damned guilty deeds to finncrs minde$ ; 

Tibalt is dead, and Romeo banilhed. 

That banifhed, that one word banilhed. 

Hath flaine ten thoufand Ttbalts : Tibalts death 
Was woe enough , if it had ended there. 

Or if fbwre woe delights in fellowfhip. 

And needly will be rankt with other griefes. 

Why follow’d not, when fhefaid Tibalt' s dead. 

Thy father, or thy mother, nay orboth, 

W hich moderne lamentation might have mov’d ; 

But with a rereward following Tibalts death, 

Romeo is banifhed : to fpeake that word. 

Is father, mother, Tibalt, Romeo, Juliet , 

All flaine, all dead, Romeo is banilhed. 



There 
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The mofi lamentable Tragedy . 
There is no end, no limit , meafure, bound. 

In that words death!, no words can that woelound. 
Where is my father and my mother Nurfe ? ... 

Nt <tr. W ceping and wailing oyes\Tibalt s coarle : 



Will you goe to them ?j. will bring you thither" 

W afh they his wounds with teares, mine fhallbe Ipent, 
W hen theirs are dry, for Romeo’ shmiftiment. 

Take up thole cords ; poore ropes you are beguil’d. 

Both you and I, for Romeo is exil’d t . 

He made you for a high- way to my bed, 
j But I a maide dye maiden widowed. 

Come cord, come Nurle , He to my wedding bed 
And death, not 'Romeo ,take my maidenhead. 

Nurfe. Hye to your chamber, Jle finde Romeo, 

To comfort you, :■ Lwoc well, where he is, 

Harke you, your Romeo will be here at night : 
lie to him, he is hid at Laurence Cell. 

Jul. O find him, give this ring to my true Knight, 

And bid him come to take his laft farewell . 

. i ■- Exit. 

Enter F tier and Romeo. 

Fri.Romeo come forth,come forth thou fearfull man, 
Afflidlion is enamor’d of thy parts, 

And thou art wedded to calamity* 

Father what newes ? what is thePrinces doome ? 

What lorrow craves acquaintance at my hand. 

That yet I knovy not ? . 

Fri. Too familiar 

Is my deare fonne with fuehfbwre company • iC 

I bring thee tidings ofehe Princes doome. 

2^. What lefie than doomlday is the Princes doome ? 

- f r t ^ £ ent * er gement vanifht from his lips : 

Not bodies death, but bodies banilhment . 

Rom. Ha / banifoment ? be merciful!, lay death, 

For exile hath more terrourin his looke. 

Much more than death ; doe not fay banifhment. 

Fri , Here from V from art thou banifhed ; 

Bei 



/ ef Romeo and Juliets 

Be patient, for the world is broad 'and wide* 

Rom. There is no world without V irona walls. 

But purgatory, torture, hell it felfe. 

Hence banifhed is banifht from the world. 

And worlds exile is death. Then banifhed 
Is death mifteartn’d : calling death banifhed. 

Thou cut’ft my head off with a golden Axe, 

And finil’ft upon the flroke that murders me. 

Fri. O deadly finne ! O rude unthankfblnefle . 
Thy fault our Law calls death , but the kind Prince 
Taking thy part, hath rufht afide the law. 

And turn’d thatblacke word death to banifhment s 

This is deare mercy , and thou feeft it not. 

Rom.'Tis torture, and not mercy : Heaven is here 
Where?#//** lives, and every cat and dogge. 

And little moufe, every unworthy thing 
Live here in heaven, and may looke on her. 

But Romeo may not. More validity, 

More honourable ftate , more Courtfhip lives 
In carrion flies than Romeo i they may feize 
On the white wonder of deare Juliets hand, 

And fteafe immortall bleffing from her lips. 

Who even in pure and V eftall modefty 
Still blufh, as thinking their owne kifles finne : 

This may flies doe, when I from this muft fly e, 

And faift thou yet that exile is not death ? 

But Romeo may not, he is banifhed, 

Flyes may doe this, but I from this muft flye : 

They are free men , but I am banifhed. 

Hadft thou no poifon mixt,no fharpe grownd knife. 
No fudden meane of death, though nere fo meane. 
But Banifhed to kill me? Banifhed / 

O Frier, the damned ufe that word in hell, 
Howling attends it: how haft thou the heart. 

Being a Divine, a ghoftly Confeflor, 

A finne Obfolver, and my Friend profeft. 

To mangle me with that word banifhed ? 

G 2 
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* m ** 0jf temmtapte Tragedy 

SL f nrh^ ?*r m ? n * hme me fpeak, 1 
tf^.O thou wilt fpeake againe of banifbment 

. j n - Ie g 1 vetheearmour tokeepeoffthat word' 
Advcrfitxes fweet milke, Pbilofophv, 

To comfort thee though thou art banned. 

UnbTbh? r an L aied ? han « up.Philofophy, 

Unlefie Philofophy ca n make a Juliet, V 

Dilpiant a towne, reverie a Princes doome. 

It iielpes not, it preyailes not, taike no more. 

^ mad men h? -ve no cares. 

Then mightft thou ipeake, 

AnH n ri?/ ghtft l h ° U teare thy haire, 

And fall upon the ground as I doe now. 

Taking the meafure of an unmade grave. 

v . . ’ Ntirfeknockes. 

'KoL 5? T° e ^ n 2- c ^f ?> 8°°d hide thy leife 

v • zj t i Knocke. 

j^nto my fludy (by and by5»5s will. 

What fimplenefle is this : I come, I come. 

knockes fohard ? whence come you ? what’s your will ? 
Nur • Enter Nurfe. 

I come from UdyJuUel^ 7 ° U 111311 kfl0W errand 5 

Ert. Welcome then. 

W»r. O holy Frier, O cell me holy Frier* 

Where’s 



- ' ■— — . V. r i C-. . 






#/ Romeo ind Juliet.’ 

Where’s my ladies Lord ? where’s %gnuo ? 

Fri. There on the ground, 

With his owne teares made drunke. 

Nftr. O, he is even in my Miftrefle cafe. 

Juft in her cafe : O wofull fimpathy / 

Piteous predicament / even lb lyes fhe, 

Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbring : 

Stand up, ftand up, ftand and you be a man, 

For 'Juliets fake, for her fake rife and ftand : 

Why (hould you fall into fo deepe an O ? 

Rom. Nurle. 

Nftr. Ah fir,ah fir,death is the end of all. 

Rom. Spak’ft thou of Juliet ? how ift with her ? 

Doth fhe not thinke me an old murtherer. 

Now I have ftain’d the child-head of our joy, 

With blood remov’d but little from her owne ? 

Where is fhe ? and how doth fhe ? and what fayes 
My conceal’d Lady to our canceld love ? 

Nur. Oh, fhe fayes nothing fir, but weeps and weepes. 
And now falls on her bed, ana then ftar ts up. 

And Tibalt calls, and then on Romeo cries, 

And then downe falls againe. 

Rom. As if that name fhot from the deadly levell of a gun 
Did murther her, as that names curled hand 
Murdred herkinfman. Oh tell me Frier, tell me. 

In what vile part of this Anatomy 

Doth my name lodge ? tell me, that I may facke 

The hatefull manfion. 

Fri. Hold thy delperatehand. 

Art thou a man ? thy forme cries out thou art. 

Thy teares are womanilh , thy wilde a<ft s denote 
The unreafonable fury of a beaft. 

Unfeemely woman in a feeming man, 

And ill befeeminp beaft in feeming both, 

Thou haft amaz’d me : By my holy Order 
I thought thy dilpofit ion better temper’d. 

Haft thou flaine Tibalt ? wilt thou flay thy felfe ? 
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The mofi lamentable Ttagje'df 
And flay thy Lady, chat in thy life lyes. 

By doing damned hate upon thy felfe ? 

Y v h y ^ c h°n on thy birth, the heaven, and earth, 

Since birth, and heaven, and earth, all three do meet: 
In thee at once, which thou at once wouldft lofe ? 
Fie,fie,thou fliam ft thy Chape, thy love, thy wit, 

( Which like an Ulurer'aboundft in all. 

And ufeft none in that true u(e indeed. 

Which fhould bedecke thy fihape,thy Iove r thy wit- 
Thy noble fliape is but a forme of waxe, 

Digrefling from the valour of a man : 

Thy dearelove Iworne, but hollow perjury. 

Killing that love which thou haft vow’d to cherifli ? 
Thy wit* that ornament to fliape and love* 
Mifte-fhapen in the conduft of them both. 

Like powder in a skill-Iefle fouldiers flaske. 

Is let on fire by thine owne ignorance. 

And thou difmembred with thine owne defence. 
What ? rowle thee ’man , thy Juliet is alive. 

For whofe deare fake thou waft but lately dead : 
There art thou happy. Tibalt would kill thee. 

But thou fleweft Tibalt , there art thou happy. 

The Law that threatned death becomes thy friend. 
And turnes it to exile, there art thou happy. 

A packe of blelfings light upon thy backe, 
Happinefte courts thee fn her beft array. 

But like a misbehav’d and fullen wench 
Thou poutft upon thy fortune and thy love. 

Take heed, take heed, for luch dye milerable. 

Goe get thee to thy love, as was decree’d, 

Alcend her chamber, hence and comfort her : 

But looke thou ftay not till the watch be let, 

For then thou canft not pafle to Mantua, 

W here thou flialt live till we can find a time 
To blaze your marriage ; reconcile your friends. 

Beg pardon of the Prince ,and call thee backe. 

With twenty hundred thouland times more joy 



of Romeo and] ulieev , 

Than thou wentft forth in lamentation. 

Goe before Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady, 

And bid her haften all the houfe to bed, ‘ 

Which heavieforrow makes them apt unto, 

'Romeo iscomming. 

Nur. O Lord, I could have ftaid here all the night, 

To heare good counfell ; oh what Learning is ! 

My Lord, lie tell my Lady you will come. 

Rom. Doe fo, and bid my fweet prepare to chide. 

Nur. Here fir, a ring fhe bids me give you fir, 

Hie you, make hafte , for it growes very late. 

Rom. How wellmy comfort is reviv’dby this. 

Tri. Goe hence,good night, and here ftands all your ftate, 
Either be gone before the watch be let. 

Or by the breake of day dilguis’d from hence : 

Sojourne in Mantua , lie findeout your man. 

And he {ball fignifie from time to time 
Every good hap to you that chances here : 

Give me thy hand, ’tis late, farewell , good night. 

Rom. But that a joy part joy calls out on me, 

Itwerea griefelb briefe to part with thee. 

Farewell. 

Exeunt. 

Enter old Capulet, his wife, and Paris. 

(Jap. Things have falne out fir fo unluckily. 

That we have had no time to move our daughter : 

Looke you, Che lov’d her Kinfman Tibalt dearely. 

And fo did I : well ,-we were borne to dye . 

'f is very late, fheeil not come downe to night. 

I promife you but for your company 
1 would havebeene abed an houre agoe.- 

TW-w-Thefe times of woe afford no times towooe : 
Madam good night, commend me to your daughter. 

La. I will, and know her mind early to morro w, 

To night Che is mewed up to her heavinefle. 

Cap. Sir Paris , I will make a defperate tender 
Ofrny childes love $ I thinke Che will be rul’d 
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Tfo lamentable Tragedy 
In all relpe£ls by me : nay more, I doubt it not. 

Wife, goe you to her ere you goe to bed. 

Acquaint her here with my fonne Paris love. 

And bid her, marke you me, on wednefday next : 

But fofc, what day is this ? 

'Paris. Monday, my Lord. 

C A ' Monday, ha, ha,well wednefday is tcofoone 4 
A thurlday let it be, a thurfday tellher 
Shee fhallbe married to this noble Earle : 

Will you be ready ? doe you like this hafte ? 

W ee'll keepe no great adoe, a friend or two : 

For harke you, Tib alt being flaine fo late. 

It may be thought we held him carelefly. 

Being our kinfman, if we revell much : 

Therefore wee’ll have feme halfe a dozen friends. 

And there an end : But what fay you to Thurfday > 

Paris . My Lord, I would that thurfday were to morrow. 

Cap. Well, get you gone , a thurfday be it then ; 

Goe you to Juliet ere you goe to bed. 

Prepare her, wife, againft this wedding day. 

Farewell my Lord : light to my chamber ho. 

Afore me : it is fo very late , that we may call it early by and bv» 
Goodnight. 11 1 

_ Exeunt. 

Enter Romeo and Juliet aloft. 

Jw/.WiltthoubegonePitisnotyet nearedayi 
It was the Nightingale and not theLarke, 

That pearc’t the fearefull hollow of thine eare ; 

Nightly flie fings on yond Pomegranate tree : 

Beleeve me love it was the Nightingale. 

%om. It was the Larke,the herald ofthe morne. 

No Nightingale : Iooke love what envious ftreakes 
Doe lace the fevering clouds in yonder Eaft : 

Nights candles are burnt out, and jocond day 
Stands tip-toe on the mifty mountainestops : 

I muft be gone and live, or flay and dye. 

Jtil. Yond light is not day-light , I know it I t 
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if Romeo and Juliet* 

It is fome Meteor that thefcnne exhale. 

To be to thee this night a Torch-bearer, 

And light thee on thy way to Mantua. 

Therefore flay yet,thou ncedeft not be gone, 

Rom. Let me be tablet me be put to deaths 
I am content, fo thou wilt nave it fo. 

He fay yon gray is not the mornings eve, 

’Tis but the pale reflexe of Cintbia :Wovt. 

Nor that is not the Larke whofe notes doe beat 
The vanity heaven fo high above our heads : 

I have more care to flay than will to goe. 

Come death and welcome > Juliet wills it St, 

How ift my fbule? let's talke,it is not day, 
jF#/.It is, it is, hie hence, be gone away; 

It is the Larke that fings fo out of tune, 

Strayning harlh difcords, and unpleafing fharpec 
Some fay the Larke makes fwcet divifion ; 

This doth not fb , for Che divideth us. 

Some fay the Larke and loathed Toad change eyes,, 

O now I would they had ^chang'd voices too. 

Since arme from arme that voice doth us affray. 

Hunting thee hence with Huntfup to the day. 

0 now be gone, more light and light it grower. 

Rom. More light and light, more darke and darke 

our woes. 

Enter Madam and. 2(*r[e. 

JVurf. Madam. 

Jul. Nurfe. 

Nurf. Your Lady mother is comming to your chamber. 

The day is broke, be wary, Iookeabout. 

* Jul. Then window let day in, and let life out. 

Torn. Farewell, farewell , one kifle and lie defcend. 

Jul. Art thou gone fo love, Lord, ay husband, friend ? 

1 muft heare from thee every day in the houre. 

For in a minute there are many dayes. 

O by this count I fhall be much in yeeres. 

Ere I againe behold my Romeo, 

H Rent, 
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*, The rnofi lammahle TtMtfa 

'%!**. Farewell. 

I will omit no opportunity , 

Th |lTof?" V r G ZT y8recdn S SjLovej «>*&«£ , 

v' r j . . t ^ 0u we ever meet againe ? 

Forfw pfir !rr ^ J£ n ? c -> and all chefe woes Hull ferve 

For fweet ^fcourfes in our time to come. 

« , •'*{• P God, T have anill divining foufe, 

Me tmnkes I fee thee now thou art lb low 
As one dead in the bottome of a tombe j 
Either my eve-fight failes or.thou lopkft pale. 

Rom. And truft me love in my eye fo doe you. 

Dry forrow dnnkes Qnrblood. . Adieu, adieu! 

J.f° f 2 r£ »oe,foreijne,all men call thee fickle!*^ 
lithouartficklevvhat doft thou with him 
That rs renown dibefaith ? Be fickle fortune, 

i«"mdL^Xcfc^^ t * m,£CCpehimJon s* 

Enter Mother- .. 

Xrf. Ho daughter* are you up ? 

Is iSS r at , cai,S ? ^^my Lady mother.' : 

Js (he not downe fo late, or up fo early ? 

What unaccuftom’d caufe procures her hither 
La. Why how now J#//#? 

Jul. Madam I am not well. 

™^; Ev ?r re wee P in g for yoor coufasdeath ? 
WhatPmlttho uwaQihimfromhisgravewithteares? 

And if tnou couldft , thou couldft not make him live ; 

1 herefore have done, feme griefe fhewes much ofiove. 

But much of griefe (bewes ftillfome want of wir. 

JhL Yet let me weepe for foch a feeling Ioffe.' 

„ nr 7' a l So il)aI1 y° u feeIe the Joile, but nouifae friend 
Which you weepe for. 

Jut. Feeling fo the lofie, 

I cannot chute but ever weepe the friend. 
a Girle, thou weepfl not fo much for>his*deathi ' > 

As that the villaine lives which flaughtered him. 
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Jill What villaine Madam ? 

La. That fame villaine Koiwc*. . 

Jul. Villaine and he be many miles alunder a 
1 ‘God pardon him,l‘doe with all my heart : 

And yet no man like he doth grieve my heart. 

Zrf.That is becaufe the Traitor lives. 

Jul I Madam, from the reach of thefe my hands . 
Would none but I might venge my coufins death. 

La. We willhave vengeance for it, feare thou note 
Then weep no more, He fend to one in Mantua, 
Where that famebanifht runnagate doth live. 

Shall givehim fuch an unacenftom’d dram. 

That he fhallfoonekeepe Tibalt company* 

And then I hopetbou wiltbefatisfi’d. 

Jul. Indeed I never (hall be fatisfi d 
With Romeo till I behold him. Dead 
Is my poore heart, fo for a kinlman vext. 

Madam, if you could finde out but a man 

Tobeareapoyfon,Iwould temperit. 

That Romeo (hould upon receit thereof 
Soone fleepe in quiet. O how my heart abhorres 
To heare him nam’d, and cannot come to him, 

To wreake the love I bore my coufin. 

Upon his body that hath flaughtred him. 

/ff*. Find thon the meanes,and lie node foch a man. 
But now lie tell theejoyfull tidings Girle. _ 

Jul. And joy comes well in foch a needy time •* 
What are they I befeech your Ladifbip ? 

Mo. Well,well thou haft a carefull father childe. 
One, who to put thee from thy heavinefle, 

Hath forced out a fudden day of joy, 

That thou experts not , nor I lookc not for. 

Jul. Madam in happy time, what day is that? 

Mo. Marry my childe early next thurfday morne, 
The gallant, young, and noble Gentleman, 

The County Paris at Saint Veters Church, 
mi uShailhappily ’make thee there a joyfuH Bride? 
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>*mcmavic i ragedi 

JW. Now by Saint Peters Church, and Tetertm 
He fhall not make me there a joy full Bride ° S 

I wonder at this hafte, that I muft wed 

I Dra^ e n h at "S ft be husband c °mes to wooe : 

E teI1 my Lord and Father, Madam, 

It flial" be? arry yCC l and When 1 doe > Ifvveare 
'T be Borneo, whom you know I hare, 

Radierthan^.Thefearenewes indeed. 

A»d& H cr;^ 

s&s s^r jkotb “ s6i ” e ' 

Js Hie not proud ? doth fhe not count hlr K " 
Wn 0r [, hy 3 A ’ fhe , IS ) that we have wrought *** 

7«mn y !? t e T t0 he her Bridegrootne ? 

/o*ic:£tr ,taio " too 

B C,» b H™“ i ev ?u fotilarc thaI ' s m «« in love. 

Proud, and IthM^o^a^S^'*" 1 ’"' 5 chis? 

Thaike me no thankmgs , nor proud me noproudr, 
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*/ Romeo dnd, Juliet 

Bat fettle your fine joints ’gainftThurfdav next. 

To goe with Tarts to Saint Peters Church, 

Or I will dragge thee on a hurdle thither. 

Out you greene ficknefle carrion, out you baggage, 

You tallow face. 

La. Fie, fie, what are you mad ? 

Jul. Good father, I befeech you on my knees, 

Heare me with patience but to fpeake a word . 

Fa- Hang thee young baggage, difobedient wretch, 

I tell thee what, get thee to Church a Thurfday, 

Or never after Iooke me in the face. 

Speake not, reply not, doe not anfwere me, 

My fingers itch : Wife, we fcarce thought us bleit 
That God had lent us but thi s oriely childe, 

But now I fet this ore is one too much. 

And that we have a curie in having her : 

Out on her hilding. 

Nur. God in heaven hi efie her, 

You are to blame my Lord to rate her fo.’ 

Fa. And why my Lady wifdome ? bold your tongue. 
Good Prudence fmattcr with your goffips,goe. 

Nttrfe. I fpeake no treafon. 

Fa. O Godigeden. 

Lfurf t. May not one fpeake ? 

. Fa. Peace yon mumbling foole. 

Utter your gravitie o’re a Goffips bowle. 

For here we need it not. 

Wife. You are too hot. 

Fa. Gods bread, it makes me mad : 

Day, night, houre, tide, time, worke, play, 

A lone, in company, ftill my care hath bin 
To have her mate hr, and having now provided 
A Gentleman of noble parentage, 
Offairedemeanes,y6uthfull and nobly alli’d, 

Stufi: (as they fay) with honourable parts. 

Proportion’d as onesfhought wouldwifhamanj 
And then to have a wretched puling foole, 
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' f .'. lamtnrtme iitareti* 

Tn^r mg ^ ammet inhef fortunes tender, 

To an fiver, lie not wed , Icannot love, 

ButandyouwiJJnotwed Hepardonyou, 

PnS Wh ^ re 7 0U wil]j y° u fl»« not houfe with me ♦ 

tbinke , on ’ Cj 1 doe S 1 

Thurfday is neere , lay hand on heart, advife. 

And you be mine,Uegive you to my friend : 

And youbcnothang beg.ftarve^yein the ftreets 
For bymyfoule liene're acknowledge thee' ' 

Trn2no' 1S .f T e f aH ever d °ethee|ood„ 

Truft too t, bethinke you, lie not be forfworne 

Iherc ?°,P icr V '■> d* doZZT 

Tharfees into thebottomeofmygriefe > ' 

Ofweetmymothercaftmenotaway, ' 

De ay this m a ra a ge foramoneth/weeke; 

Oiifyoudoeno^maketheBridallbed 

Inthatdimnonument where 7*fc*W 

to eS 

Scme t “faX“ l th ° Un0t ^ aKOrdof «'> 

here IC is< Romeo is baniflied and a II 

^^backetochaifenge’yw’* 
Th,n r *%“ “5* mift be by Health : 87 

T rh nV n - C k tb n e cafe fo flands as now it doth, 

O K . beft , you ftiarried with the Countie. 

Ohees a lovely Gentleman: 

3 »TL e ° * V dlfll * cJout to him : an Eagle Madam 
Hath net lo greene, lb quick , fo faire aneye ^ 



Exit* 
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a/ Romeo Juliet. 

As hath :befbrew my very heart, 

I thinke you are happy m this fecond match,. 

For it excels your firft; or if it did not. 

Your firft is dead, or 'c were as good he were. 

As living hereand you no ufe ol him. 

^«^And t0 °> or elfebe(brCW themboth * 

Jul. Amen. 

ClvSlLhaftcom^ - 

Goeinand tellmy Lady Iamgone, 

Having difpleas’d my father , to ZattreftceCti > 

To make confelfion j and tobe abfoly d- ? £ it 

Nur. Marrie I will, and this is wifely .done. 

Jul. Ancient damnation, O moft yvicked fiend, ■ : . ; 

Is it more finne tqwvilh methus foriworne, 

Or to dilpr-aife my Lord vvirh that fame tongue. 

Which (he hath prais’d him with above compare, 

So many thoufand times ?Goe Counfeller, 

Thou and my bofome henceforth fhall be tw^me . ( , , . ; r /•■ 
lie to theFrier to know his remedy, ‘ . ,> E -. 

If all elle faile, my felfe have powertodye. 

Enter Frier and Qennt’j Paris* 

J’ri.On Thurfday fir 1 the timeis very fhort. 

<j>a. My father Caftflet will have it fo. 

And I am nothing flow to flacke his halte. 

Fri. You fay you do not know the Ladies mind , 

Uneven is this courfe ,1 like it not. a . 

Pa. Immoderately (he weepesfor Ttbaln death, 

And therefore have I little talkt oflove : 

For Verna fmiles notin a houfe ofteares. 

Now fir her fathercounts it dangerous v .. 

That fhe doth give her forrow fotnuch fway. 

And in his wifdome haftes out marriage. 

To flop the inundation of her teares, 

W hich too much minded by her felfe alone g , 

Maybe put from her b.y fociety. 

'' nirtr^ir- 
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Fri. That’s a certaine text. * 

S3iP^ te? 

*r. so will 1 

^MiridoeiCX'fej™ 1 ,l0, ! eme - 

e ”fSo rcZtTa^- c ^r 6ce - 

.?«/. The ceares Jwyeeot fa. abu ^ d "* tfl cearcs, „ 

2 b,t “’ 

Or /half t ei Ure ’ hoI y ^thcr, now ? 
iS M ?r Ct 7 0U ateven ingMafle? 

S££ 

Come weep with me na ft e' lv,lcn thou haft done io, 

T,i. o S, R23*»* paft cute.paft heipe. 

ltftrai„e s 4epSS^ 

1 heare thou mull, and i3J^° fmy WitSi 

. /#/. 
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«/ Romeo W Juliet. 

, J«/. Tell me not Frier that thou hear’ftofthis, 

Unlefle thou tell me how I may prevent it : 

, If in thy wildom e thou canft give no heipe, 

Doe thou but call myrefolutionwife. 

And with this knife lie heipe it prdently. 

God join’d my heart and Romeo' thou our hands. 
And ere this hand by thee to Romeo's feal’d. 

Shall be the Labell to another deed. 

Or my true heart with treacherous revolt 
Turne to another, this (hall flay them both. 

Therefore out of thy long experience time. 

Give me Ibme prefent counfell,or behold 
’Twixt my extremes and me this bloody knife 
Shall play the Umpire, arbitrating that 
W hich the commiffion of thy yeares and art 
Could to no iffue of true honour bring ; 
Benotfolongtofpeake, Uongtodye, 

If what thou fpeak’ft fpeake nor ofremedy- 
Fri. Hold daughter/, I doe fpy a kinde ofhope, 
Which craves as delperatean execution, 

As that is delperate which we would prevent. 

If rather than to marry Countie ‘Paris 
Thou haft the ftrength (of will to flay thy felfe. 

Then is it likely thou wilt undertake 
A thing like death to chide away this fhame, 

That coop’ft with death himfelfeto (cape from it j 
And ifthou dareftjle give thee remedy. 

Jut. Oh bid me leape, rather than marry Paris, 

From off the battlements of any Tower : 

Or walke in theevifli wayes, or bid me lurke - 
Whereferpents arc :chaine me with roringbeares, 

Or hide me nightly in a charnellhoufe, 

Ore covered quite with dead mens ratling bones, 

W ith reekie fhankes, and yellow chapleffe skuls : 

Or bid megoeinto a new made grave. 

And hide me with a dead man in his fhroud; 

Things that to heare them told have made me tremble, 
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. , , « „ The m fi hmmable Tragedy 

And 1 will doe ic without feareor doubt, 

T o Jxveanunftam’d wife to my fwaet Love. 

Frt. Hold then, goe home.be merry, give confent 
• ”j[o marry Parut wednefifey is to morrow, 

To morrow night iooke that thou lye atone. 

Let not thy Nurie lye with thee in thy chamber ; 

1 3 j C ^ ou ,f.^ s viall being then in bed. 

And this (Milling liquor drinke thoiroff 

rTw c r tr ° n S b aHfoy vetoes (hill rutme 

A cold and drowfie humouri for no pulfe 

Shall keep lus native progrefle, buMmeeafcs 
No warmth, no breath fhallxeftifie thou livft 
The rofesin th y hp S andcheekes Mfade 
i o pa Iy ajhes, thy eyes winrdowesfall. 

Like death when he fhuts up the day ofiffe - 

ShaH §? dep ia >d ? f fu PPtegovernment, 

Shall ftjffe and flarke and cold appeare like death • 

Thou nw S borrovv>d llkendre of ihr-dnke death 

Thou fhalt concmnetwoand forty houres. 

And thenawake as fromia pleaftnt'fkepfe. 

Now when the bndegroomein the morning comes 

t u ? ^ anner ofonr countre-yis. 

In th y be/i robes, uncover’d on the Beere, 

Be borne to burial! in thy ktodreds-grave ■ 

Thou (ha t be borne mrhac lame ancient vanity 
Whete all the kindred ofthe Cupulas ht • 

In the m e ane ttoe ,te u a ./ ale/ 

f! 1 A2*»« bymy Letters know our drift 
And h lth fl hall he come rand he and I ‘ ’ 
Wiwatchtywakmg, and chat very night - 

this fhallfree thee fromxhis prefent fhame 

a b^ n ti 0na i nr j '° y norwGman ifo feare * 

Abate thy valour in thea&ing it. 

SivSiT 9 ^ mC, ° Cdl me n0c offeare. 

Hoid, get you gone 5 be ftrong and profperous. 
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ef Romeo and Juliet. 

In this relblve : He fend a Frier with fpeed 
To Mantua with my Letters to thy Lord. 

Jul. Love give me ftrengtb,and ftrength (hall helpe afford. 
Farewell deare father. Exeunt, 

Enter Father Capulet , Mother, Nurfe, and Ser - 
viugmen, two or three. 

Cap. So many guefts invite as here are writ : 

Sirrah- goe hire me twenty cunning Cookes. 

Ser. You (hall have none ill fir , for He try if they can licke 
their fingers. 

C a p- How canft thou try them fo ? 

_ Ser. Marrie fir it is an ill Cooke that cannot licke his owns 
fingers: therefore he that cannot licke his fingers goes not’with' 
me. 

Ap-Goebegone,wefhallbe much unfurniflit for this time : 

what ? is my daughter gone to Witt Laurence ! 

Nur. I forfboth. 

Cap. W ell, he may chance to doe fome good on her, 

A peevilh felfe-wiH’d harlotry it is. 

Enter Juliet. 

N"ur. See where fhc comes from thrift with merrie looke. 
Cap.Uow now my head-ftrong , where have you beene gad* 

{ Jul. W here I have learnt to repent the finne 
Ofdilobedient oppoficion 
To you and your behefts ,and am injoin'd 
By ho ]y Laurence to fall proftrate here, 

Tobegge your pardon : pardon Ibefeech you. 

Henceforward I am ever rul’d by you. 

Cap. Send for the County, goe tell him of this, 
lie have this knot knit up to morrow morning. 

Jul. I met the youthful! Lord at Laurence Ceil 
And gave him what becommed love I might. 

Not ftepping ore the bounds of modefty. 

Cap. Why lam glad ont, this is well, ftand up. 

This is as ’t fhould be, let me fee the County ; 



I marry, goe I fay and fetch him hither. 
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„ Tbemoft lamentable Tragedy 

Now afore G°d this h°Iy reverend Frier 

A1 J our whole City is much bound to him. 

~ i , N ■ r m i 1 y, 0a O 0c with meinto my ciofet 
Tohelpemeiort fuch needfull ornaments * 

A • l°? r ir 1Dkc fit . to furni ^ mc t0 morrow ? 

F Co’nT 0,1 thur uu y ’ there is time enough. 

^.Go Nurfe,goe with herjwce’JJ to Church to morrow. . 

^.Wcihallbeteinourprivifion, ***** 

i is now nesre night. 

Fa.Tufti, I will ftirre about. 

And all tilings fhall be weIJ,i warrant thee wife 
Goe thou to Juliet, helpe to decke up her : 
lie not to bed to night , let me alone, 

• P ,a y. the : bufwife for this once. What ho > 

S rnnn r a p f0rth ! VVeIJ ’ 1 Wil1 waikemyilfc. 

To County Parts, to prepare up him 

wlt°r 0rr0w * m y, hearc is wondrous light. 

Since this feme wayward girie is fo reclaim’d. S 

- . _ , . Enter Juhet medNkrfif**** ° 

jrw. I, thole attires arebeft :but gentle Nurfe 
I pray thee Jeavemeto my ielfeto night. 

For I have need of many Oriibns, 

To move the heavens to fmile upon my ftate, 

Which well thou know’ft is crotfe and fell of/Inne. 

7bt \xj l . Enter -Mother. 

fj/^T y0a b “ fi <= b °=medyoumyli<:Ip? 

A s ^^‘^'r f ' av ; c “ liyfiKbn '«fliwes 
.. 5 behoovefoll for our flare to morrow : 

So pleafeyou let me now be left alone. 

And let the Nurfethis night fit up with you, 

inthi 2M^tZ' , fo bmdsmaU ’ 

Mo. Goodnight, 

Get thee to bed and reft, for thou haft need. 

Exeunt, 
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0/ Romeo W Juliet. 

Farewell, God knowes when we fhall meet againe. 
I have a faint cold feare thrills through my veines, 

That almoft freezes up the heat of life : 

He call them backe againe to comfort me. 

Nurfe : what fhould flie doe heare • 

My difmall Scene I needs muft a£f alone. 

Come Viall : what if this mixture doe not worke at all ? 
Shall I be married then to morrow morning ? 

No, no, this fhall forbid it, lye thou there. 

What ifit be a poyfon which the Frier 
Subtilly hath miniftred to have me dead. 

Left in this marriage he fhould be difhonour’d, 

Becaufe he married me before to Romeo? 

I feare it is; and yet me thinks it fhould not, , 

For he hath ftill beene tryed an holy man. 

How if when lam laid into thetombe, ■ 

I wake before the time that Romeo 

Come to redeeme me ? there’s a fearfull point, 

Shall I not then be ftifled in the Vault, 

Towhofefoulc mouth no healthfome aire breaths in, , 

And there dye ftrangled ere my Romeo comes ? 

Or if I live, is it not very like 

The horrible conceit of death and night. 

Together with the terror of the place, 

As in a Vault , an ancient receptacle. 

Where for thefe many hundred yeeres the bones 
Of all my. buried ancefters are packt ; 

W here blood y Tib alt, yet but greene in earth, 
Liesfeftring in his fhrowd ; where, as they fey, , 

At feme houres in the night lpirits refort : 

Alacke, alacke,it is not like that I 
Soearly waking, what with .loathlome fmells. 

And fhrikes like mandrakes torne out of the earth, . 

That living mortalls hearing them runne mad: 

Or if I wake, fhall I not be diftraught, 

(Invironed with all thefe hideous foares.) 

And madly play with my forefathers joints ? 

1 1 



And 
















lllll 






^ "” T ' W "'M' rruVTUJ 

And fnSf the man e ,ed ^ fr0m his .M 
l d ;"^ 1S , r f g ^T h l0me great kin ^ans bone, 

0 c u M arh 0l,c m y defperatebraines. 

ooke, methjnkes I fee my coufins ghoft 
Seeking onti?^^ that did fpit his body - 
Upon a Rapiers point : ftay Tibalt ftay f 
ho\ weofttmeo, Romeo. , here’s drink,Idrink to thee . 

Ta FUl/A er of the houfe and Nurfe. 

, . Hold, take thefekeyes, and fetch morefpices Nurfe 
* They call for Dates and Quinces in the Paflrv. 

^ „ .. ■fi’^roWCapnlet. 7 

s^S tmeats ’ gMd ^ rf - 

Nurfe. Goe you Cot-queane, goe, 

A4.I,you have been a moufe-hunt in your time. 

But I will watch you from (iich watching now. 

* Exit Lady and Nurfe. 

C 4 ?. A jealous hood, a jealous hood : now fellow,what is there? 

r t 5 , S g l f °i the Cookc fir ’ bm I know not what. 
r a n?V Mak t eha ^n make hafte ; firrah fetch drier logges ■ 

1 AT’ he u lU 9 *” thee where f hey are. g§ ’ 

Fe/.I have a head fir that will finde out logges. 

And never trouble 7W for the matter. W * 

WeJI &*<*» a merry horfon, ha. 

Thou /halt be Loggerhead. Good faith ’tis day. 

~l ... Flny Mufche. 

u 1 1 be here TOth Muficke ftraight, 

Foi fo he find he would : I hearehim neare. § 

Nurfe, wife, what ho, what Nurfe I fay. 

Cocmten gofSStenp, 




of Romeo Juliet. 

He goe and chat with Paris, hie, make hafte ,* 

Make hafte, the Bridegroome heeis come already, make hafte- 
I lay. 

Nur. Miftris, what Miftris, Juliet : faft I warrant her fye ; 
Why lambe, why Lady, fie youfiuggabed ; 

Why Love I fay , Madam, Sweet heart, why Bride : 

What - ? not a word?you take your pennivvorth now, 

Sleepe for a weeke ; for the next night I warrant 
The County Paris hath fet up his reft. 

That you (hall reft but little : God fotgive me. 

Marry and Amen , how found is fhe afleepe : 

I muft needs wake her : Madam, Madam, Madam : 

I, let the County take you in your bed, 

Hee’U fright yoump yfaith: willit not be ? 

What dreft and in your clothes , and downe again ? . 

I muft needs wake you ; Lady, Lady, Lady. 

Alas, alas,helpe, helpe, my Ladie’s dead. 

Oh weladay that ever I was borne : 

Some Aqua vita ho, my Lord, my Lady. 

Me. What noife is here ? 

Nur. O lamentable day ! 

Mo. W hat is the matter ? 

N w . Looke, looke,0 hcavieday ! 

Mo. Ome, O me, my childe, my onely life 1 1 
Revive , looke up, or I will dye with thee : 

Helpe, helpe, call helpe. 

Enter Father. 

Fa. For (Lame bring Julierfbcrh , her Lord is come. 

Nur. Shee s dead, deceas r, fhee’s dead, alacke the day. 

M° Ateckc theday , (Lee’s dead, (Lee’s dead, (hee’s dead. *’ 
Fa. Hah, let me fee her : out alas (hee’s cold. 

Her blood is fet led , and her joints are ftife : 

Life and thde lips have long beene feparated, 

Death lyes on her like an untimely froft / 

Upon the fvveeteft flower of all the field, 

Nur. O lamentable day ! 

Mi 9,0 wofull tine ! 

Fa. 



mM 



s\ 




10 




20 




30 



40 





60 




III! 



90 



100 110 





200 




210 220 




230 



240 250 260 270 

II 




280 290 

„i 



300 











The mofi lamentable Ttagedj 

Fa. Death that hath ta’ne her hence to make me waile, 
Tyes up my tongue, and will not let me fpeake. 

Fnter Frier and the County, with Afujicians. 

Fri. Come, is the Bride ready to goe to Church ? 

Fa. Ready to goe, but never to returne. 

O tonne, the night before thy wedding day 
Hath death Jaine with thy wife , there fhe lyes , 

Flower as fhe was, deflowred by him. 

Death is my tonne in law, death is my heire. 

My daughter he hath wedded , I will dye 
And leave him all, life, living, all is deaths. 

P a . Have I thought long to fee this mornings face. 

And doth itgive me fucha fight as this ? 

Ate. Accurft,unhappy,wretched,hatefull day, 

Moll miferable hourc that ere time few 
In lading labour ofhis Pilgrimage : 

But one, poore one, one poore and loving childe, 

But one thing to rejoice and foJacein, 

A nd cruel 1 de ath hath catcht it from my fight. 

N *r. O woe, O wofull, W ofull, wofull day. 

Mod lamentable day, mod wofull day. 

That ever, ever I did yet behold : 

Oday,0 day, O day, Ohatefull day. 

Never was feene fo blacke a day as this. 

O wofu!lday,0 wofull day. 

Par. Beguil’d,divorced, wronged, ipight«d,flaine. 

Mod detedable death, by thee beguil’d. 

By cruell,cruell thee quite overthrowne, 

O love , O life, not life, but love in death. 

Ttf.DefpisUdidrefTed, hated, martyr’d,kil’d : 
Uncomfortable time, why earn’d thou now, 

To murther,murther our fblemnity ? 

O child, O child, my foule, and not my childe. 

Dead art thou, alacke my child is dead. 

And with my childe my joyes are buried. 

Fri Peace ho for fhame,confufions, care lives not 
In thefe confufions : heaven and yourfelfe 



0/ Romeo ^Juliet; 

Had pari in this faire Maide ; now heaven hath all, 
And all the better is it for the Maide. 

Your part in her you could not keepe from death. 
But heaven keepes his part in eternal! life ; 

The mod you fought was her promotion. 

For 't was your heaven fhe (hould be advance. 

And weepe ye now feeing fhe is advanc’t 
Above the clouds, as high as heaven himfelfe ? 

O in this love you love your childe lb ill. 

That you run mad , feeing that fhe is well. 

Shee’s not well married that lives married long,' 
But fhee’s bed married that dyes married young. 
Dry up your teares, and dicke your Rofemary 
On this faire eoarfc , and as the cudome is. 

And in her bed array,beare her to Church : 

For though tome nature bids us all lament. 

Yet Natures teares are Realbns merriment. 

Fa. All things that we ordained fedivall, 
Turnefrom their office to blacke funerall ; 

Our indruments to melancholy Bels, 

Our wedding cheare to a fad funerall fead. 

Our folemne hymnes to fiillen dyrges change. 

Our bridall flowers ferve for a buried coarfe, 

And all t hings change them to the contrary. 

Fri. Sir, goe you in ; and Madam goe with him. 
And goe fir ‘Paris , every one prepare 
To follow this faire coarfe unto her grave.’ 

The heavens doe lowre upon you for tome ill. 

Move them no more by eroding their high will. 

( Exeunt. Atanent Atufici. 

'AfufiFsAth we may put up our pipes and be gone. 
AT vr. Honed good fellowes,ah put up, put up. 

For well you know this is a pitifull cafe. 

Fid. I by my troth, the cafe may be amended. 

Exeunt omnes . 
Enter Peter. 

?f.Mufitians,oh Mufitians, hearts eafe,hcarts cafe, 
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The wofi lamentable tragedy 
O, and you will have me live, play hearts cafe. 

Fid. W hy hearts eafe ? 

Tet • O Mufitians, becaufe my heart it lelfe playes,mv htm 
is full of woe. ° 

0 play me fome merry dump to comfort me. 

M. w.Noc a dump we, ’tis no time to play now*. < 

fet. You will not then? 

Min. No. 

Pet. I will then give it you foundly.’ 

Min. What will you give us ? 

*Pet. No mony on my faith, but thegleeke. 

1 will give you the Minftrell. 

Min. Then will I give you the ferving creature. 

Pet. Then will I lay the lerving creatures dagger on your pate. 
I will carry no Crochets, He Re you, lie Fa you ; 

Doe you note me ? 

Min. And you Re us and Fa us, you note us. 

z.M. Pray you put up your dagger , and put out your Wit. 

Pet. Then have at you with my wit. 

1 will dry beat you with an iron wit, and put up my iron dagger * 

Anfwer me like men. & 9 

When griping griefes the heart doth wound, then mufickewith 
her filver found. 

Why filver found ? why muficke with her filver found ? what law 
you Simon Catling ? 

Min. Marry fir, becaule filver hath a Iweet found. 

Pet. Pratee, what lay you HughRebicke ? 

2.M. I lay filver found, becaule Mufitians found for filver. 

Pet Pratee too : what lay you James found poft ? 

3 'M. Faith I know not what to lay. 

Pet. O I cry you mercy, you are the Singer, 

2 will lay for you : it is muficke with her filverfound, 

Becaule Mufitians have no gold for founding : 

^ en Muficke with her filver found with Ipeedy helpe doth lend 

i Exit. 

■v ^ ‘K- Min* 
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of Romeo and Juliet; 

’Min* What a peftilent Knave is this ? _ . 

M. 3 . Hang him Jacke, come wee’ll in here, tarrie for the 

Mourners, and flay dinner. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Romeo. 

%yn. If I may truft the flatteringtruth of fleepe, 

My dreames pirefage fome joyfull newes at hand. 

My bofomes Lord fits lightly on his throne. 

And all this day an unaccuftom’d fpirit 

Lifts me above the ground with cheerfull thoughts. 

I dreamt my Lady came and found me dead. 

Strange dreams that give a dead man leave to think. 

And breath’d fuch life with kiffes in my lips, 

.That I reviv’d and was an Emperour. 

Ah me, how fweet is love it lelfe poffeft, _ 

When but loves ftiadowes are fo rich in joy. 

Enter Romeo’s man Balthazer. 

Newes from Verona ? how now Balthazer ? 

Doft thou notbringme letters from the Frier ? 

How doth my Lady ? is my father well ? 

How doth my Lady Juliet ? that I aske againe. 

For nothing can be ill if fhe be well. 

^w.Then foe is well, and nothing can be ill. 

Her body deeps itt Cay els monument, 

Andherimmortall part with Angels lives* 

I faw her laid low in her kindreds vault, 

And prelently tooke pofte to tellit you : 

O pardon me for bringing thefe ill newes. 

Since you did leave it for my office fir. 

Pom As it even fo ? then I deny you ftarres. 

Thou know’ft my lodging, get me inke and paper. 

And hire poft horfes , X will hence tonight. 

Man. I doebefeech you fir have patience, 

Your lookes are pale and wi'lde, and doe import 
Some mifadventure. 

Bom. Tufh, thou art deceiv’d ; 

Leave me, and doe the thing Ibid thee doe. 

V K 2 
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„ A , ywmjt lamentable Tra?edn 

%op*. No matter, get theeponr' 

T «». ir* 1 W WJth ttlee to night. & 

sgKass^ea, 

S^SESsfaf 

d m his needy fhop a Tortoife hung 3 

ofmi&T™ ,l ’"$ °l her tkin " M 

ui liMp c fifties, and about his fiiefv^e 
cggeriy accompt of emptie boxes 

Noting this penury, to my felfe i faid 
And^n^Heed a poyfon Vow 

Hem Jivela C P - e -ff ,t dearh in M *”*«*> 




B in M P l hiS fll °uMbe the houfe. 

Who calls fo loud? 



0/ Romeo W Juliet- 

Doth hurry from the fatall Canons wombe. 

JJW Such mortall drugs lhave ,but Mantua's law 

Is death to any he that utters them. 

%»» . Art thou fo bare and full of wretchedneffe. 
And fear’ft to dye ? famine is in thy cheekes. 

Need and oppreffion ftarveth in thine eyes. 

Contempt and beggery hang upon thy back, 

The world is not thy friend, nor the worlds law. 

The world affords no law to make thee rich,. 

Then be not poore , but breake it and take this. 

Apo. My poverty but not my will confents. 

Rons. I pay thy poverty > and not thy will. 

Apo. Put this in any liquid thing you will. 

And drinke it off ; and if you had the ftrength 
Oftwenty men, itwould difpatch you ftraight. 

T^.There is thy gold,worfe poifon to mens fouled 
Doing more murders in this loathlbme world. 

Than thefe poor compounds that thou maift not fell; 

I fell thee poyfon, thou haft fold me none. 

Farewell, buy food, aud get thy felfe in flefh. 

Come Cordiall and not poy fon, goe with me 
To Juliets grave, for there muft I life thee. 

Exeunt] 

Enter Frier Johnto Frier Laurence. 
J?6.Holy Francifcan Frier, brother, ho. 

Enter Laurence. 

This fame fhould be the voice ofFrierJo^ 
W elcome from Mantua : what layes Rome 9 ? 

Or ifhis minde be writ, give me his Letter. 

Job. Going to finde a barefoot brother out. 

One of our Order, to affociate me. 

Here in the City vifitingtheficke. 

And finding him ; the Searchers of the towne, 
SufpeSing that we both were in a houfe 
Where the infe&ious peftilencedid raigne. 

Seal'd up the doores, and would not let us forth. 

So that my fpecd to Mantua there was ftaid. 
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Tfe t»ofl lamentable Tragedy 
Lau. Who bare my letter then to%omeo! 

^.^notlendit,bereiti,againe, ' 
Nor get a Meflenger to bringk thee, 5 7 

So fearefull were they ofinfe&ion. 

T , , • Unhappy fortune , by my brotherhood 
The letter was not nice, but full of charge, 

Ol- deare import; and the neglecting it 
ay doe much danger. Frier John goe hence, 

U„“ Cmv ’ lnd btins ic "V* 



>fcBrotherllegoeandbri n g;tthee. 

Lm. Now muft I to the Monument alone,’ 

Sf-nL he n ethree h0l,res wiU ^ Met wake ; 

Sh^ will befhrew me much that Romeo 

Hath had no notice of thefe accidents : 

But I will write againe to Mantua, 

And keepe her at my Cell till Romeo come, 

Poore living coarfe clos’dina dead mans tombe. 

’PXlta 

» o- Enter Vsx iSetndhisVace. 

Y« f TZ ? ytord & «nd aloofe. 

Yet put it out , for I would not be feene : 

Under yond young trees lay thee all along, 

HoMing thy eare do fe to the hollowground, 

So fhall no foot upon the Churchyard tread, 

eing loofejunfirme, with digging np of craves 

But thou fhalt heare it : whiftllthen tome, * 

As fignall that thou heareft fomething approach. 

Give me thofe flowers, doe as I bid thee, goe . 

P*ge. Iam almoft afraid tofland alone 

Here in i the Churchyard , yet I will adventure. 

JZ: flower, with flowers thy bridall bed I flrew ■ 

Ovvoe, thy Canopy 15 duftand ftones. 

Which with fveet water nightly I will new; 

Th^r ngthat ’ L mch teares hymones, 

Ihe Gbiequies that I for thee will keepe. 
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0/ Romeo And Juliet . 

Nightly fhall be, to ftrew thy grave and weep^ 

Whi file Boy . 

The Boy gives warning, fomething doth approach : 

What curled footwanders this way to night. 

To crofle my obfequies and true loves right ? 

What with a torch ? night muffle me a while. 

SuterKomcoand Balthazer hie man. . 

%om. Give me the mattocke and the wrenching iron. 

Hold, take this letter , early in the morning 
See thou deliver it to my Lord and father. 

Give me the light ; upon thy life I charge thee 
What ere thou hear’ft or feeft ftand all aloofe. 

And doe not interrupt me in my courfe. 

Why I defcend into this bed or death, 

Is partly to behold my Ladies face. 

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger • 

A precious ring ; a ring that I muft ufe 
In deare employment : therefore hence, be gone. 

But if thou jealous doft returne to pry 
In what I, farther fhall intend to doe. 

By heaven I will teare thee joint by joint. 

And ftrew this hungry Churchyard with thy limbs : 

The time and my intents arefavage wild. 

More fierce and more inexorable farre. 

Than empty Tigers, or the roaring lea. 

Bal. I will be gone fir, and not trouble you. 

Tom. So {halt thou fhevv me friendfhip : take thou that, 

Live and be prolperous, and farewell good fellow. 

Bal. For all this fame He hide me hereabout, 

His lookes I feare, and his intents I doubt. 

Tom . Thou deteftable maw , thou wombe of death? 

Gorg’d with the deareft morfell of the earth. 

Thus I enforce thy rotten jawes to open. 

And in defpite lie cram thee with more food. 

Par. This is that banilbt haughty Mount ague. 

That murdred my Loves coufin ; with which griefc 
It is fuppofed the rajre creature died* 

Aitid 1 
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The nt oft lament able Tragedy 

And here is come to doe feme villainous frame 

^ ea f^ ieS ; Iwilla rprehend him. 

Scop thy unhallowed toyle vile Momtawe ; 

Can vengeance be purfn’d further than <&tb ? 
ndemned villame I doe apprehend thee, 
oey and goe with me, for thou muft dye. 

Jyn - 1 muft indeed, and therefore came I hither : 
Good gentle youth tempt not a defperate man, 
y V h ^ nce kave me , thinke upon thefe gone. 

Let them affright thee. I befeech thee youth, 

1 ut not another finne upon my head 
By urging me to fury : o begone. 

By heaven I love thee better than myfeifc. 

For I come hither armed againft my felfe ; 

Stay not, be gone, live, and hereafter lay, 

A mad mans mercy bad thee run away. 

Par. Idoedefiethycommileration, 

And apprehend thee for a Felon here. 

Rom. Wiltthouprovokeme? then have at thee Boy.' 

Par o, r am n 5 1 , wi11 § oe cal! ttjc watch. 

Par. O I am flame : ifthou be mercifull 

Open the tombe, lay me with Juliet. 

Tom An faith I will : let meperufe this face: 

Mercuno s kmlman , noble County Parts \ 

What laid my manwhenmybetolTedfouIe 

Did not attend him as we rode ? I thinke 

He told me Paris frould have married Juliet, 

Said he not fo ? or did I dreame it fo ? 7 

Oram I mad, hearing him talkeof Jnliet> 

To thinke it was fo ? O give me thy hand. 

One writ with me in fowre misfortunes booke. 

lie bury thee m a triumphant grave : 

A grave . O no, a Lanthorne flaughtred youth $ 

For here lyes Juliet , and her beautie makes 

This vault afeaftmg prefence full of light. 

Death hrethou there byadeadmaninterrU 

ow oft when men are at the point of death. 



Have 










ef Romeo and Juliet# 

Have they beene merry , which their Keepers- call' 

A lightning before death . ? Oh how may I 
Call this a lightning ? O my Love, my Wife, 

Death that hath fuckt the honey of thy breath, 

Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty : 

Thou art not conquer'd, beauties enfigne yet 
Is crimfon in thy lips, and in thy cheekes : 

And deaths pale flagisnot advanced there. 
Tibalt s lycR thou there in thy bloody ft eet ? 

O what more favour can I doe to thee, 

Than with that hand that cut thy youth in twain® 

To funder his that was thine enemy? 

Forgive me coufin. Ah dear e Juliet, 

Why art thou yet fo faire ? I will beleeve. 

Shall I beleeve that unfubftantiall death is amorous? 
And that the lean abhorred monfter keepes 
Thee here in darke to be his Paramour ? 

For feare of that I ftill will flay with thee. 

And never from this palace of dim night 
Depart againe : hcre,here will Iremaine, * 

With wormes that are thy chambermaides : O here 
W ill I fet up my everlafting reft. 

And ftake the yoke of inaulpipious ftarres 
From this world-wearied flefr : eyes look your laft, 
Armes take your laft embrace ; and lips,0 you 
The doores of breath, feale with a righteous kifle 
A datelefle bargaine to ingroffing death : 

Come bitter conduct , come unfavourie guide. 

Thou defperate Pilot, now at once run on 
The daft ing rockes thy fea-ficke weary barke : 

Here s to my Love. O true Apothecary ! 

Thy drugs are quicke. Thus with a kifle I dye. 

Enter Frier peith Lanthorxe, crow, and fpade* 

Fri. Saint F rancis be my fpeed ; how oft to night 
Havemy old feet ftumbled at graves ! Who’s there? 
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Jw mu P wmcniaoie j raged] 

If*-*. n? C k ° ne ’ 3 fnend ’ and onc that knowes you well 

wf ' 1 f- beU ^ n L y° U:TeIIme goodmyfriena 

What torch is yond that vainly lends his light 
To grabs and eyefclfe skulls ;as Idifcerne^ 
it burnethin the fitpe/s monument. 

lov^"* - It doth fo holy Sir, and there’s my Muftewne th»c yon 

Fri. Who is it ? 

Balt . 'Romeo. 

^ How long hath he bin there?' 

Balt- Full halfe an houre. 

G t °5 with me to the vault, . 

I dare not fir» 

My Mafter knowes not but lam gone hence* 

Tf r d /?fl efu 7 , dl 1 menace me w^th death. 

If I did flay to looke on his intents. ' 

0 mnrhTf en ^ e ®°n a * one / eare comes upon me* 

Omuch lfearefome ill unlucky thing. P 

Balt . As I did deep under this young tree here 

1 * ea ™ m y Mader and another fought 8 

And that my Mafter (lew him,. . ° 

fri. T^omeo. 

I; 8>i.lty of th,s lamentable chance ? 
fie Lady fbrres. 

I doe remimK f ° rtab ii e ? rier » where is my Lord? 
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*/ Romeo and Juliet 

Thy husband in thy bofome there lyes dead. 

And Paris too : come, He difpofeof thee 
Among a fifter-hood of holy Nunnes. 

Stay not to qneftion , for the watch is eommingi 
Come, goe good Juliet » I dare no longer flay. 

Exit* 

Jul. Goe get thee hence, for I will not away. 

What’s here ? a cup clos’d in my true loves hand ? 

Poy fon I fee hath been his timelefle end : 

O churle I drinke all, and leave no friend Iy drop 
To helpe me after : I will kiffe thy lips. 

Haply feme poyfon yet doth hang on them. 

To make me dye with a reftorative. 

Thy lips arc warme. 

Enter Bey and Watch' 

Watch.Lezd boy, which way ? 

Jttl. Yea noife ? then He be briefe. O happy dagger > 

This is thy (heath, there raft, and let me dye. 

Bay. This is the place, there where the torch doth burne. 
watch. The ground is bloody , fearch about the Churchyard ; 
Goe fome of you, who ere you find attach. 

Pitifull fight / here lyes the County flaine. 

And Juliet bleeding, warme, and newly dead, 

Who here hath laine thefe two daies buried. 

Goe tell the Prince, runne to the Capulets, , 

Raife up ,the Mount agues : fome others fearch ; 

We fee rhe ground whereon thefe woes doe lye. 

But the true ground of all thefe piteous woes 
We cannot without circumftance delay. 



Enter Romeo’s man. 



Watch. Here’s 'Romeo's man, we found him in the Churchyard. 
Chiefe Watch. Hold him in lafetytill the Prince come hither. 



E nter Trier and another Wat chman. 

t z.Watch, Here is a Frier that trembles , figbes , and weepes, 
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... . r » ew 4 lamentable Tragedn 

Wetooke this Mattocke and this fpade from him 
^shewascommingtrom this Churchyard fide ' 
htefe great fufpicion,-ftay theFrier too. 

That calls our perfon from our momings^efl? 

/• r, 7 r - ^f r r CapuI Ztstnd his Wife. 

that th^r fo lhriJ^abTOad j, 

c * ' , tpte P eo pie in the ftreet cry "Romeo 
Some Juhet, and fqme^^andalfrunne ' 

W ?W°wi? Ut ( Cry t0ward 0l,r Monument. 

Wtocb. Soverai^ne.here Wsthe Co^ “ £° Ur C ?f es ? 

An ^im e ea ^gSTofome. 

That vvarnp ’ £ ^ IS %^ lt: of death is as a Bel], 
hat vvarnes my old age to a Sepulcher. 

To fe rt C r e «riy „„ 
y lT" e “ d l “«»W e»iy d«v“ y P ’ 

I lllipr* - 

And 

^ *Kiiia^ajKfea«^T. wu * — — & ...... 
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«f Romeo and Juliet^ 

And then will I be Generali of your woes, 

And lead you even to death : meane time fi 
And let mifchance be Have to patience. 

Bring forth the parties of lufpicion. 

Fri. I am the greateft , able to doe lead. 

Yet mofl (ufpeited , as the time and place 
Doe makeagainft me, ofthis direfull murder ; 

And here I Hand , both to impeach and purge 
My felfe condemned , and my felfe excus’d. 

Fri. Then fay at once what thou doft know in this. 
Fri. I will be briefe, for my fnort date of breath 
Is not fo long as is a tedious tale. 

Romeo there dead was husband to that Juliet> 

And (he there dead that Romeo's faithfull wife; 

I married them, and their ftolne marriage day 
Was Tibalts doomefday ; whofe untimely death 
Banifht the new made Bridegroome from this City, 
For whom, and not for Ribalt, Juliet pin’d. 

You, to remove that fiege of griefe from her. 
Betroth’d, and would have married her perforce. 
To County "Far is. Then comes (he to me, 

And with wild lookes bid me devife fome meanes 
To rid her from this fecond Marriage, 

Or in my Cell there would (he kill her felfe. 

Then gave I her (fo tuter’d by my Art) 

A (leeping potion, which fo tooke effect 
As I intended ; for it wrought on her 
The forme of death : meane time I writ to Romeo 
That he fhould hither come as this dire night, 

To helpe to take her from her borrowed grave, 
Being the time the potions force (hould ceafe. 

But he which bore my letter , Frier John, 

Was flayed by accident, and yefternight 
Return’d my letter backe : then al 1 alone. 

At the prefixed houre of her waking 
Came I to take her from her kindreds vault, • 
Meaning to keepe her clofely at my Cell, 
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Tj/ir ‘f** 

She wakes, and I entreated .'her come foith 

Buuhena noSdT ^ with patl ^ nce * 
Andiron dd fcare T from the com be, 

K?«~5SSS3Sg' 

And threatned me with death going in the vault 
I departed not and left him fhetl. ‘ 

^VhereS*ero th V et ^’ 1,,i,nooteo ” It - 

Sirrah wha, t2' “*“* f/S? that »>Vd the Watch ? 
eirran, what made your Matter in this dI.io- > 

S3^»^tr te 

A pi-T^< T am J ? caJ1 the w «ch. 

Ofa poore Pothecary , SSSSSf^ 

SeewhatafonmeisiSnS^*^ 

That heaven Andes meanes to kill your^ayes with love; 



*f Romeo and Julfet- 

SfaS-ssssi’"' 

rnfi° U u Bl r J ca n §ive thee m °re : 

For I will raife her ftatue in pure cold, 

Tteetaf„rr”‘ ,byi l; i ' : mm? is >«, 

J ftere flail no figure at that rate be fet. 

As that of true and faithful! Juliet . 

, poot?^^Ss; byhisLadira,ye; 

? eSvt&StsLT ithitbr ^ 

haV ! m °j e taJkeof thefe fad things. 

Some fliall be pardoned.and fbme punifiied. 

For never was a Storie ofmore woe. 

Than this of Juliet and her Romeo. 
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THE TRAGEDY 

OF HAMLET 
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■EWfcr Barnardo and Francifco,r»v Sentinels . 

[ Who’s there? 

| Fm*. Nay anfwer me, ftand and unfold your felfe. 

; Bar. Long live the King, 
r Fran, Bar nay do ? 

Bar. Hee. 

Fran. You come moft carefully upon your houre. 

Bar. Tis novv flrooke twelve : get thee to bed Franctfco , 

Fran . For this reliefe much thanks, ’us bitter cold. 

And I am ficke at heart. 

B ar. Have you had quiet guard ? 

Fran, Not a monfe ftirring. 

Bar. W ellj goodnight : 

Ifyoudoe meet Horatio and Marcellas, 

Jhe rivalls of my watch, bid them make hafte. 

3 Enter Horatio and. Alarcellm. 

1 . 1 thinke I hear e them. Stand ho : who is there ? 

Friends to this ground, 
r. And Liegemen to the Dane. 

* f 'ran. 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Frau. Give yon good night. 

Mar. O farewell honeft fouldiers : who hath relieved you ? 

Fra. Bernardo hath my place : give you good night, Exit Fran, 

Mar. Holla Barnardo. 

Bar , Say, what is Horatio there ? 

Hora. A peece of him. 

B ar. Welcome Horatio , Welcome gopd Marcelhts. 

Hora. What, ha’s this thing appear’d againe to night? 

B ar . 1 have feene nothi ng. 

Mar. Horatio (ayes ’tis but a phantaiie. 

And will not let beliefe take hold of him. 

Touching this dreaded fight twice feene of us » 

Therefore I have entreated him along. 

With us to watch the minutes of this night, 

That if againe this apparition come. 

He may approve our eyes and fpeake to it. 

Hora. Tu!li,tufh, 'twill not appeare. 

Bar. Sit downe a while. 

And let us once againe afiaileyoureares 
That are fo fortified againft our ftory , 

What we have two nights leeue, 

Hora. W ell, fit we downe. 

And let us heare Barnardo fpeake of this. 

Bar. Lad night of all, 

W hen yond fame flat that’s Weftward from the Pole,' 

Had made his courle t’illumine that part of heaven 
W here now it burnes , Marcellw and my felfe, 

The Bell then beating one. 

Enter GhoFl. 

Mar. Peace, breake thee oft, looke where it comes againe. 

Bar. In the fame figure, like the King that’s dead. 

Mar. Thou art a Scholar, fpeake to it Horatio. 

Hor. Moft like, it horrowes me with feareand wonder. 

Bar. It would be (poke to. 

Mar. Speaketoit Horatio. ^ 

Hora. What art thou that ufurpft this time of night, 

Together with that faire and warlike forme. 

In which the Majefty of buried Denmark e 

Did 
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Trbice of Denmarke. 

Did fometimes march ? by heaven I charge thee Ipeake. 
Mar. It is offended. 

Bar. See it ftalkes away. 

Hor. Stay, fpeake, fpeake, I charge thee fpeake. 

Exit Ghofi. 

' Mar. Tis gone and will not anfwer. 

Bar. How now Horatio ? you tremble and looke pale : 

Js not this fomething more than phantafie ? 

W 7 hat thinke you of it ? 

Hora. Before my God I might not this.beleeve, 
Without the fenfible and true avouch 
Of mine owne eyes. 

Mar. Is it not like the King ? 

Hor. As thou art to thy felfe : 

Such was the very armour he had on, 

When he th’ ambitious Norway combated. 

So frown’d he once , when in an angry Parle 
He fmote the (leaded Pollax on the ice. 

Tis ftrange. 

Mar. Thus twice before, and jumpe at this fame houre. 
With martiallftalke hath he gone by ourwatch. 

Hora. In what particular thought to worke I know not, 
But in the grofle and fcope of mine opinion. 

This bodes fbme ftrange eruption to our State. 

Mar. Good now fit downe, and tell me he that knowes, v 
Why this fame ftri<ft and moft obfervant watch 
So nightly toiles the Itibjeft of the land, 

And with fuch daily coft of brafen Cannon, 

And forraine Mart for implements of warre ? 

Why fuehimprefleof fhip-wrights, whofe fore taske 
Does not divide the Sunday from the weeke ? 

W hat might be toward, that this iweaty hafte 
Doth make the night joint labour with the day ? 

W ho is’t that can informe nae ? 
rfH ora. That can I ; 

At/pft the whifper goes fo. Our laft King, 

W I., ole image even but now appear’d to us, 
v v a s, as y ou know, by Fortinbrajfe of Norway , - 
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The Tragedy o/Hamlec 



Thereto priest on by a moft emulate pride. 

Dat’d to the combate ; in which our valiant HmM> 
/For fo this fide ofour knowne world efieem d him) 
Did flay this Fortinbrafe , who by afeal d compact, 

Well ratified by Law and Heraldry, 

Did forfeit (with his life) all thefe his lands 
W hich he flood feiz’d of , to the Conquerour ; 

Againft the which a moity competent 
Was gaged by our King, which had returne 
To the inheritanceof Fortinbrajfe, 

Had he bin vanquilht ; as by the fame co-mart, 

And carriageof the Articles defigne. 

His fell to Hamlet : now fir, young ForttnbraJje s 
Of unimproved metall, hot, and full. 

Hath in the skirts of Norway here and tnere 
Sbarkc up a lift of lawleffe refolutes. 

For food and diet to fome enterprife 

That hath a ttomacke in’t , which no other 
As it doth well appeare unto our ftate, 

Buc to recover of us by ftrong hand . 

And tearmes compulfatory, thole torefaid lands 
So by his. father loft : and this I take it 
Is themaine motive of our preparations. 

The fource of this our watch, and the chiefe head 
Of this pofte hafte, and romeage in the land. 

Bar. I thinkeit be no other but even fo : 

Well may it fort that this portentous figure _ 
Comes armed through our watch fo like the King 
That was and is the queftion ofthele warres. 

Hera. A mote it is to trouble the mindes eye. 

In the moft high and palmy ftate of Rome, 

' A little ere the mightieft Julius fell. 

The graves flood tenantlefle , and the fheeted dead 
Did fqueake and gibber in the Roman ftreets. 

As fiarres with traines of fire, and devves of blood, 
Difafters in the funne, and the moift ftarre, 

Upon whole influence Neptune s Empire ftands. 
Was ficke almoft to Doomefday with eclipfe, 
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(prince of Denmarke. 

And even the like precurfe of fierce events. 

As harbingers preceding ftill the fates 
And Prologue to the Omen comming on. 

Have heaven and earth together demonftrated 
Unto our Climatures and Countrimen. 

Enter Ghofi. 

But loft, behold / lo where it comes againe, 
lie crofle it though it blaft me : Stay illufion. It fpreads 

If thou haft any found , or ufe of voice, his etrmes . 

Speake tome : if there be any good thing to be done, 

That may to thee doe eafe , ana grace to me, 

Speake to me. 

If thou art privie to thy Countries fate. 

Which happely foreknowing may avoid, 

O ipeake : 

Or if thou haft uphoorded in thy life 
Extorted treafurein the wombe of earth, 

For which they fay your Ipirits oft walke in death, The cocks 

Speake of it, flay and Ipeake ; ftopit Marcellm . crowes. 
Mar. Shall I ftrike it with my partilan ? 

Hor. Doe if it will not ftand. 

Tis here. 

H?r.’Tishere. 

Mar.'ris gone. 

W e doe it wrong ,being fo Majefticall, 

To offer it the fhew of violence : 

For it is as the aire, invulnerable, 

And our vaine blowes malicious mockery. 

Bar. It was about to Iptake when the cocke crew.'. 

Hor. And then it ftarted, like a guilty thing 
Upon a fearefull fummons : I have heard. 

The cocke, that is the trumpet to the morne. 

Doth with his lofty and fhrill founding throat 
Awake the God ofday ; and at his warning. 

Whether in fea or fire, in earth or aire, 

Tlfextravagant and erring fpirit hyes 
,‘/ s con fine ; and of the truth herein 
This prelent objedl made probation. 
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The Tragedy ofHrcnUt 

Mar. It faded on the crowingof the cocke. 

Some fay that ever ’gainft that Maloti comes, 

W herein our Saviours birth is celebrated, 

Thisbird of dawning fingeth all night g, 

But looke, the motne in ruffe t 1 ” ” ' ^ h;n 

WaltesorethedewofyontagbEaftwaidni 

Breake we our vvatch up ? and by nny ^ 

StapartvvhatweWleenetonight, 

Unto young Htmltt i for upon my '■% 

Where we fliall finde him moft convenient. 

rh ^. E «~CU.*m ZtfTS’ 

Oueene, C ounce tl, as Polentas,*™™) 

** tes, Hamlet, cum aim. 

Claud. Though yet of Hmtet ;our deere bother 3 death 
The memory be greene, and that it us b h - d 

Tobeare our hearts mgnefe, and our whole m a 
To be contrasted in one brow of woe : 

Yet fo farre hath difcretion fought with nature, 

That we with wifeft forrow thinke .on him, 

Togetherwith remembrance of ou oneene. 

Therefore our fometime Sifter, now ourQueene, 

Th’ Imperiall jointrefle to this warlike Sta , 

Have we as ’tw ere with a defeated joy, 

With an aufpicious and a dropping eye,. ■ 

With mirth in funerall, and with dirge - fc ’ 

] nequall fcale weighing delight and dole, 

Taken to wife, nor have we herein barr cl 
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frince of Denmarke. 

Your better wiltfomes, which have freely gone 
With this affaire along (for all onrrhankes) 

Now followes, that you know young Fortinbraffe , 
Holding a weake fuppofall ofour worth. 

Or thinking by our late deare brothers death 
Our ftate to be dif-joint, and out offrame, 
Colleagued with this dreame of his advantage. 

He hath not faild to pefter us with meflage, 
Importing the furrender of thofe lands 
Loft by his father, with all bands of Law, 

To our moft valiant brother. So much for him. 
Now for our felfe, and for this time of meeting. 
Thus much the bufinefle is. We have here writ 
To Norway , Uncle of young Fortinbraffe , 

Who impotent and bedrid ,fcarcely heares 
OfthishisNephewespurpole, to fupprefle 
His further gate herein, in that the levies. 

The lifts,and full proportions are all made 
Out of his fubjebfs : and we here difpatch 
You good Cornelius, and you Foltemand, 

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway, 

Giving to you no further perfonall power 
To bufinefle with the King, more than thefcope 
Of thefe delated Articles allow. 

Farewell, and let your hafte commend your duty. 
Cer.F'i ?. In that, Stall things will we fhew our duty. 
King. W e doubt it nothing : heartily farewell. 
And now Laertes, what’s the newes with you ? 

You told us of lome fuit, what is’t Laertes ? 

Y ou cannot fpeake of reafon to the Dane, 

And lofe your voice : what vvouldft thcmbzkLaertes* 
That fhall notbe my offer, not thy asking. 

The head is not more native to the heart. 

The hand more inflrumentall to the mouth. 

Than is the throne of Denmarke to thv Father • 
Whpwouldft thou ha vc. Laertes ? 

Laer. My dread Lord, 

Your leave and favour to returne to France , 

B 
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_ beTragedy o/HamJct 

from whence though willingly 1 came to D enmarke. 

To {hew my duty in your Coronation ; 

Yet now I muft confeffe, that duty done, 

My thoughts and wilhes bend againe toward France, 

And bow them to your gracious leave and pard * ? 

^X^^Haveyouyouc lathers leave? what layes ? 

%1 He hathj my Lord, wrung from me my flow leave. 

By labourfome petition ; and at lah, 

Upon his will I feal’d my hard confent. 

Idoebefeeehyou give him leave to goe. , 

King. Take thy faire houre Laertes, tmtbe thine. 

And thy beft graces ; fpend it at thy wil . 

But now my coufin Hamlet, zna my ‘ * , . » 

Ham. A little more than kin,and leffe than kind. 

King. How is it that die clouds ftdl hang on y • 

hJL Notfo much my Lord, lam too much m the forme. 
Queen, Good Hamlet caft thy nighted colour off. 

And let thine eye looke like afriend on T> enmarke. 

Doe not for ever with thy vailed lids 
Seeke for thy noble father in the dull : 

Thou know’ft *tis common all that lives mult dye. 

Palling through nature to eternity. 

I Madam, it is common. 

Queen. If it be, 

Why feemesit fo particular with thee ? 

Ham. Seems Madam, nay it is, I know not feems, 

Tis not alone my inkie cloke could (mother, 

Nor cuftomary lutes offolemneblacke. 

Nor windie fufpiration of forc’t breath. 

No, nor the fruitfull river in the eye, 

Nor the dejedted haviour of the vifage. 

Together with all formes , moods, {hapes ofgriete, 

Thar can denote me truely ; thefe indeed feeme. 

For they are a&ions that a man might play : 

But I have that within which paffes {hew, 

Thefe but the trappings and the fuits of woe. __ * ^ 

King. Tis fweet and commendable in your nature Hamlet, 
To give thefe mourning duties to your father. 
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Prince of Denmark^ 

But vou muft know your father loft a father ; 

That father loft, loft his, and the furviver bound 
In filliall obligation for feme tearme 
To doe obfequiousforrowes ;buttoperfevere 
In obftinate condolement, is a courfe 
Ofimpious ftubbornnefle/tis unmanly grief* 

It fhewes a will moft incorrefl to Heaven, 

A heart unfortified, or minde impatient. 

An undemanding Ample and unfehool d : 

For what we know muft be, and is as common 
As any the moft vulgar thing to fenfe. 

Why {hould we in our peevifh oppolition 
Take it to heart ? fie, ’tis a fault to heaven, 

A fault againft the dead , a fault to nature, 

To reafon moft abfurd, whofe common theame 
Is death of fathers, and who ftill hath cryed 
From the firft coarfe till he that died to day. 

This muft be fo : we pray you throw to earth 
This unprevailing woe, and thinkeof us 
As ofa father : for let the world take note 
You are the moft immediate to our throne. 

And with no lefte nobility of love 
Than that which deareft father beares his lonns 
Doe I impart toward you for your intent 
In going backe to fchoole to Wittenberg j 
It is moft retrograde to our defire. 

And we beleech you bend you to remaine 
Here in the cheare and comfort of our eye, 

Our chiefeft Courtier, coufin, and our fonne. 

Oue. Let not thy mother lofe her prayers Hamlet ; 
I pray thee flay with us, goe not to Wittenberg. 

Ham. I fhall in all my beft obey you Madame. 

King. Why 'tis a lovingand a faire reply. 

Be as ourlelfeun D enmarke. Madame come, 
Thi^entle and unforc’d accord of Hamlet 
Sits fmiling to my heart , in grace whereof 
Nojocond health that Denmark? drinkes to day 
But the great Cannon to the clouds fhall tell, 
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TkeTragedy o/Hamtet 

And the Kings rowfe the h OTe " 

^H^oftatthis too toofahied fleth would inelt, ht Banket. 
Thaw and retolve it-felfeinto a dew. 

Or that the everlafting had nothxt 
His Cannon ’gdnd felic (laughter . O God, God, 

How weary, dale, flat, andunpro, ra 

Seemetomealltheufesof this W r • 

Fie on’o ah fie/tis an unweeded Garden, _ 

That growes to feed ; things rank & grofie in natur 
Poffeffe it meetly : that it Oiould c°me dnis, 

Buttwo moneths dead,nay notfo much ,nottwo 3 

So excellent a King , that was to this 
Hvnerion to a Satyre.fo loving to my mother. 

That he might notbeteeme thewindesof heaven 
Vifit her face too roughly : heaven and earth 
Mud I remember, why die rtiouldhang on him. 

As ifincreafe of appetite had growne 

Bv what it fed on ; and yet within a monetn, 

Let me not thinkeon’t, frailty thy name is. woman, 

A little moneth : Or ere thole (hooes were o.d. 

With which fhe followed my poore fathers body. 

Like Niobe all teares, why fhe, 

O God / a beaft that wants difeoutfe of realon 
Would have mourn’d longer, married with myuncle* 

My fathers brother, but no more like my fattier 
Than I to Hercules ; within a moneth. 

Ere yet the fait of mod unrighteous teares 
Had left the flufhing in her galled eyes. 

She married. Oh mod wicked fpeed,to pod 
With Inch dexterity to inceduous fihects 
It is not, nor it cannot come to good. 

But breake my heart, for 1 mud hold my tongue. 

Enter Horatio, Marcellm^naBarnardo. 

Hora. Haile to your Lorddvip- - jf ^ 

Ham. Iam glad to fee yon well ; Horatio , or I doe forget my 
Hora. The fame my Lord, and your poore fervant ever. 

Ham. Sir my good friend, lie change that name with y ou ^^ 



Prince of Denmarke. 

And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio f 

M ar c e llus • 

Mar, My good Lord. 

Ham. I am very glad to fee you ( good even lir.; 
But whatin faith make you from Wittenberg . 

Hora. A truant difpofition, good my Lord- 
Ham. I would not heare your enemy fay to, 

Nor dial 1 you doe my care that violence 
To make it truder of your owne report 
Againd your felfe ; I know you are no truant j 
But what is your aff aire in Elfenottr ? 

Wee’ll teach you for to drinke ere you depart. 

Hora. My Lord, I came to fee your fathers funeral!. 
Ham. I prethee doe not mocke me fellow dudent, 
I thinke it was to my mothers wedding. 

Hor. Indeed my Lord it follow’d hard upon. 
Ham.Thmft, thrift, Horatio, the funerall bak’t meats 
Did coldly furnifh forth the marriage tables- 
Would I had met my deared foe in heaven 
Or ever I had feene that day Horatio. ‘ 

My father, me thinkes I fee my father. 

Hora- Where my Lord ? 

Ham. In my mindes eye Horatio. 

Hora. I law him once, a was a goodly King. 

Ham. A was a man, take him for all in all, 

I fhall not Iooke upon his like againe. 

Hora. My Lord, I thinke I law him yedernight. 
Ham. Saw who ? 

Hora- My Lord, the King your Father. 

Ham. The King my father ! 

Hora. Seafon your admiration for a while 
With an attentive eare, till I may deliver 
Upon the witnede of thele Gentlemen 
This marvaile to you. 

Ham. For Gods love let me heare. 

HTra. Two nights together had thefe Gentlemen, 
LMarcelliu and. Bamar do, ori their Watch, 

In the dead vad and middle of the night 
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The Tragedy o/Hamlee 

15 een thus encountred : a figure like your father, 

A r med at point, exactly, Capa pe, 

Appeares before them, and with fblemne march 
Goes flow and ftately by them : thrice he walkt 
By their oppreft and feare furprifed eyes 
Within this truncheons length , whilft they diftill’d 
Almoft togelly with the aft offeare. 

Stand dumbe and fpeake not to him : this to me 
In dreadfull fecrecie impart they did. 

And I with them the third night kept the watch. 
Where, as they had delivered, both in time. 

Forme of the thing, each word made true and good. 
The apparition comes : I knew your father, 

Thefe hands are not more like. 

Ham . But where was this ? 

Mar. My Lord upon the platform where we watcht. 
Ham. Did you not fpeake to it ? 

Hor. My Lord, I did. 

But anfwer it made none : yet once me thought 
It lifted up its head, and did addrefle 
It felfe to motion , like as it would fpeake ; 

But even then the morning Cocke crew loud, 

And at the found it fhrunke in hafte away. 

And vanifht from our fight. 

Ham. ’Tis very ftrange. 

f Hor. As I doe live, my honour’d Lord, ’tis true. 
And we did thinke it writ downe in our duty 
To let you know ofit. 

Ham. Indeed firs but this troubles me , 

Hold you the watch to night ? 

All. W e doe my Lord. 

Ham. Arm’d fay you ? 

All. Arm’d my Lord. 

Ham. From top to toe ? 

All. My Lord, from head to foot.’ 

Ham. Then faw you not his face ? 

Hor a. O yes my Lord, he wore his beaver up. 
Ham. What ? lookt he frowningly ? 
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frince of Denmark^ 

Hor.h countenance rfiore inforrow than inanger. 

Afo/w.Paleorred ? 

Afar. Nay very pale. 

Ham. And fixt his eyes upon you ? 

Hor. Moft conftantly. 

Ham. I would I had been there. 

Hor.lt would have much amaz’d you* 

Ham. Very like : fiaid it long ? 

Hor. While one with moderate hafte might tell an hundred. 

Both. Longer, longer- 

Her. Not when I faw’t. 

Ham. His beard was grifsled, no. 

Hor. It was as I have feene it in his life* 

A fable filver’d. 

Ham. I will watch to night. 

Perchance ’twill walkeagaine. 

Ufar.Iwam’tit will. 

Ham. If it affume my noble fathers perfon 
He lpeake to it, though hell it felfe fhould gape 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all. 

If you have hitherto conceal’d this fight. 

Let it be tenable in your filence ftill. 

And whatfoever elfe fhall hap to night. 

Give it an underftanding,but no tongue ; 

I will requite your loves : So fare you well. 

Upon the platforme ’twixt eleven and twelve 
lie vifit you. 

oAll. Our duty to your honour. Exeunt. 

Ham. Your loves, as mine to you ; Farewell. 

My fathers ipirit in armes, all is not well, 

I doubt fbme fbule play, would the night were come: 

Till then fit ftill my ibule, foule deeds will rife. 

Though all the earth orewhelme them to mens eyes. Exit*. 

Enter Laertes , and Ophelia his Sifter* 

Laer. My neceffaries are imbarkt, farewell, 

And lifter, as the windes give benefit 
And convay in affiftant, doe not flecp, 

But let me heare from you. 

Ophtli. 
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The Tragedy Hamlet 

Opbel. Doe you doubt that ? 

Laer. For Hamlet , and the trifling of his favour. 

Hold it a fafhion, and a toy in blood, 

A violet in the youth of prime nature. 

Forward, not permanent ; Iweet, not Iafling, 

The perfume and Appliance of a minute : 

No more. 

Opbel. No more but lb. , 

L aer. Thinke it no more. 

For nature creffant does not grow alone, 

In thdwes and bulkes, but as this Temple waxes. 

The inward fervice of the mind and loule 
Growes wide withall : perhaps he loves you now. 

And now no loile nor cautell doth belmcrch 
The vertue of his will ; but you muft feare 
His greatnefle wai’d,his willis nothisowne. . 

He may not, as unvalued perfons doe, 

Crave for himfelfe ; for on his choice depends 
The fafety and health ofthis whole ftate. 

And therefore muft his choice be circumfcrib’d 
Unto the voice and yeelding ofthat body 
Whereof he is the head: then if he laies ne loves you. 

It fits your wil'dome fo far to beleeve it. 

As he in his particular aft and place 

May give his faying deed ; which is no further 

Than the maine voice of Denmark? goes withall. 

Then weigh what lofle your honour mayfuftaine. 

If with too credent eare you lift his longs, 

Or lode your heart, or your chafte treafure open 
To his unmaftred importunitie. 

Feare it Ophelia, feare it my deare After, 

And keep you in thereare of your aflreftion. 

Our of the fliot and danger of defire : 

“ The charieft maid is prodigal! enough, L 

Iffhe unmaske her beauty to the Moqne : 

Vertue it felfe fcapes not calumnious ftrokes ; 

The canker galls the infant of the Spring 
Too oft before their buttons be difclos’d. 

And 
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frince of Dentmrke. 

And in the morne and liquid dew of youth 
Contagious blaftments are moft imminent* 

Be warie then, beft fafety lyes in feare. 

Youth to it felfe rebells though noneelfcneere. 

Opbel. I fhall the effedt of this good leffon keep* 
As watchmen to my heart : But good my brother 
Doe not as lbme ungracious Pallors doe. 

Shew me the fteep and thorny way of heaven. 
Whiles a puft and rechlelfe Libertine, 

Himlelfe the primrole path of dalliance treads. 

And reakesnot his ownereed. Enter Folonittt » 

Laer. O feare me not; 

I ftay too long : but here my father comes. 
Adoublebleifingisa double grace, 

Occafion lmiles upon a fecond leave. 

Tolo. Yet here Laertes } aboord,aboord for fhame. 
The winde fits in the fhoulder of your faile. 

And you are ftaid for. There, my blelfing with thee. 
And thele few precepts in thy memory 
Look thou charadter: Give thy thoughts no tongue 
Nor any unproportion’d thought hisadf : 

Be thou familiar, but by no meanes vulgar 
Thole friends thou haft and their adoption tried, 
Grapplethem unto thy foule with hoops of fteele. 
But doe not dull thy palme with entertainment 
Ofeachnew hatcht , unfledg’d courage : beware 
Of entrance to a quarrell , but being in, 

Bear t that th’oppoler may beware of thee : 

Give every man thy eare, but few thy voice ; 

Take each mans cenlure, but relerve thy judgement 
Coftly thy habit as thy purle can buy, 

But not expreft in fancy; rich, not gaudy ; 

For the apparell oft proclaimesthe man. 

And they in France oft he beft ranke and ftation. 
Are ofa moft feledt and generous, chiefe in that : 
Neither a borrower nor a lender boy. 

For love oft lofes both it felfe and 'friend, 

And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry. 

C 
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TbeTragedy of Hamlet 

(This above all, to thine owne felfe be true, 

And it muft follow as the night to day, 

Thou canft not then be falfe to any man* 

Farewell, my bldfing feafbn this in thee* 

Laer. Mott humbly doe I take my leave my Lord. 

Pol. The time inverts you, goe, your fervants tend, 

Laer, Farewell Ophelia, md remember well 
What I have faid to you. 

Ophel. ’Tis in my memory Iockt, 

And you your felfe fhall keep the key ofit. 

Laer. Farewell. Exit Laertes. 

Pol. What is’t Ophelia he hath laid to you ? 

Ophel. So pleale you,lomething touching the Lord Hamlet. 

Pol. Marrie well bethought. 

’Tis told me he hath very oft of late 

Given private time to you : and you your felfe 

Have of your audience beene molt free andbounteonf. 

Ifit be fo, as lo ’tis put on me. 

And that in way of caution , I muft tell you 
You doe not underftand your felfe io cleerly 
As it behoves my daughter, and your honour : 

Whatis between you ? give me up the truth. 

Ophel He hath my Lord of late made many tenders 
Of his affe&ion to me. 

Pol. Affe&ion ! puh, you fpeake like a gteene girle, 

. Unfitted in fuch perillous circumftance : 

Doe youbeleevehis tenders,as you call them ? 

Ophel l doe not know, my Lord, what I fhould thinke. 

iV. Marry I will teach you,think your felfeababie. 

That you have ta’n thefe tenders for true pay. 

Which are not fterling : tender your felfe more dearly, 

Or (not tocracke the windeofthe poore phrafe ) 

Wrong it thus, you’ll tender me a foole. 

Ophel. My Lord, he hath importun’d me with love 
In honourable iafhion. 

(Pol. I,fafhion you may call it, goe too, goe too. 

Ophel. And hath given countenance to his fpeech, 

My Lord with almoft all the holy vowes of heaven^ 
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frlttce of Denmark^ 

Pel. I,fpringes to catch Wood-eockes; T do know 
W hen the blood burnes how prodigall thefoule . 

Lends the tongue vowes , thefe blazes daughter 
Givin° more light than heat ; extinct mboth. 

Even in their promife, as it is a making. 

You muft not tak’t for fire : from this time 
Be fomething fcanter of your maiden prefence. 

Set your entreatments at a higher rate 
Than a command to parley ; for Lord Hamlet , 

Beleeve fo much in him; that he is young. 

And with a larger tedder may he walke 
Than may be given you : in few Ophelia , 

Doe not beleeve his vowes, for they are Broker* 

Notofthat dye which their inveftments fhew. 

But meere implorators of unholy fiiits. 

Breathing likefan&ified and pious bonds, , 

The better to beguile .-this is for all, 

1 would not, in plaine termes, from this time torta 
Have you fo Hander any moments lei fere, 

As to give words or talke with the Lord Hamlet , 

Looke°too’c I charge you, come your wayeS. 

Ophel. I fhall obey my Lord. Exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet , Horatio ,and Marcellm . 

Ham ■ The aire bites fhrewdly , it i s very cold. 

Hora. It is nipping, and an eager aire. 

Ham. what hourenow? 

Hora. I thinke ic lacks of twelve* 

Mar. Ho, it is ftrooke. 

Hora. Indeed, I heard it not : it then drawes neere the feafotl 
W herein the fpirit held his wont to walk, ui fiourifh ofTrum* 
W hat does this meane my Lord ? pets, and two pieces goe off. 

Ham. The King doth walke t o night, and takes his rowfe, 
Keepes waflelband the daggering up-fpri ng reeles. 

And as he draines his draughts of Rhenifti downe. 

The Kettle Drum and Trumpet thus bray out 
The'friumph of his pledge. 

Hora. Is it a cuftome? 

Ham. I marry is’t, 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

But to my mirde, though l am native here 
And to the manner borne, it is a cuftome 
More honour’d in the breach than the obiervance : 
This heavie-headed revell Eaft and Weft 
Makes us traduc’d and taxed of other Nations ; 
They clepe us Drunkards;and with fwinifh phrafe 
Soileour addition: and indeed it takes 
From our atchievements, though perform’d at height. 
The pith and marrow of our attribute : 

So oft it chances in particular men. 

That for fome vicious mole of nature in them. 

As in their birth, wherein they are not guilty, 

( Since nature cannot choofe his origen) 

By their ore-growth of fome complexion, 

Oft breaking downe the pales and forts of reafon ; 

Or by fome habit that too much ord-leavens 
The forme of plaufive manners, that theie hlen 
Carrying I fay the ftampe of one defeft. 

Being Natures livery, or Fortunes ftarre, 

His vertues elle-be they as pure as grace. 

As infinite as man may undergoe, 

Shallin the generall cenluretake corruption 
From that particular fault : the dram of eafe 
Doth all the noble lubftance of a doubt 
Tohisownefcandall. Enter Cjhofi, 

Hor. Looke my Lord, it comes. 

Ham. Angels and Miniftersof grace defend us 1 
Be thou a fpirit ofhealth, or Goblin damn’d, 

Bring with thee aires from heaveri,orblafts from hel. 
Be thy intents wicked or charitable, 

Thou com’ft in (ach a queftionabie foape 
That I will Ipeake to thee ; lie callthee Hamlet, 
King, Father ,royall Dane :0 anfwere me. 

Let me not burft in ignorance, but tell 
Why thy canoniz’d bones hearfed in death 
Have burft their cerements : why the Sepulcher, 
Wherein we law thee quietly interr’d. 

Hath op’t his ponderous and marble jawes. 
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(prince of Demnarke^ 

To caft thee up againe : what may this meane 
That thou dead coarle againe in complete fteele 
Revifites thus the glimpfes of the moone, 

Making night hideous, and we fooles of nature 

So horridly to foake our difpofition . 

"With thoughts beyond the reaches of our loules . 

Say why is this ? wherefore ? what Oiould we doe . 

Hor a. Itbeckens you togoe away with it. 

As ifit fome impartment did defire 
To you alone. . 

Mar. Looke with what courteous action 
Jt waves you to a more removed ground. 

But doe not goe with it. 

Hor a. No, by no meanes. 

Ham. It will not fpeake, then I Will follow it* 

Hor a. Doe, not my Lord. 

Ham. Why? what ibould be the feare ? 

I doe not let my life at a pins fee : 

And for mv foule , what can it doe to that, 

3t waves me forth againe , lie to now it, 

//on*. What ifit tempt you toward the flood my Lord. 
Or to the dreadfull lomnet of the cleefe, 

Thatbettels ore his bafe into the lea, 

And there affume fome other horrible forme, 

Which might deprive your foveraignty of reafon, 

And draw you into madnefle ?thinke of it. 

The very place puts toyes ofdelperation 
Without more motive, into every braine. 

That lookes lb many fadomes to the lea. 

And heares it roare beneath. 

Ham.lt waves me ftill, 

Goe on. He follow thee. 

CMar. You fhall not goe my Lord. 

Ham. Hold off your hands* 

Hor a. Be rul’d, you lhallnot goe. 

Ham. My fate cry es out. 

And makes each petty artery in this body 
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The Tragedy o/Hamlet 

As hardy as the Nome an Lions nerve • 

Still am I call’d ; unhand me Gentlemen, 

Bv heaven lie make a. Ghoft of him that lets toes 

I fay away : Goeon lle follow thee. Exit Ghofi and Hamlet. 
Hor. He waxes defperate with imagination. 

Mar. I ets follow, ’tis not fit thus to obey him. 

Hora. Have after : to what ilfue will this come ? 

Mar. Something is rotten in the State of Denmark*! 

Hora. Heaven will dire<ft it. 

Mar. Nay let's follow him. Exeunt. 

Enter Cjhofi and Hamlet. 

Ham. Whither wilt thou lead me ? fpeake, lie goe no further, 
Ghofi Marke me. 

Ham. I will. 

Ghofi. My houre isaImoftcome>', 

When I to lulphrous and tormenting flames 
Muft render up my ielfe. 

Ham. Alas poore Ghoft. 

Ghofi. Pity me not, but lend thy ferious hearing 
To what I fhall unfold. 

Ham. Speake, 1 am bound to heare. 

Gho. So art thou to revenge when thou {halt heare. 

Ham. W hat ? 

Ghofi. I am thy fathers Ipirit, 

Doom'd for a certaine terme to walke the night, 

L/fihflAnd for the day confin’d tofaftinfires, 

-S^Tili the foule crimes, done in my dayes of nature 
Are burnt and purg’d away : But that I am forbid 
To tell the fecrets of my prifon houfe, 

1 could a tale unfold, whofe lighted word 
Would harrow up thy foule, freeze thy youngblood. 

Make thy two eyes like ftars ftart from their {pheres, 

Thy knotted and combined lockes to part. 

And each particular haire to ftand an end 
L ike quills upon the fearefiill Porpentine : 

But this erernall blazon mud not be 
Toearesofflefli andblood : lift, lift, Olid, 

If thou didft ever thy deare father love. 
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Prince of Denmark^ 

Hkm.fi) God ! „ , 

Gho. Revenge his foule & moft unnaturall murder. 

Ham- Murder l 

Ghofi. Murder moft foule, as in the belt it is ; 

But this moft foule, ftrange and unnaturall. 

AW.Haft me to know't, that I with wings as twite 
As mediation, or the thoughts of love, 

• Mayfweepeto my revenge. 

Ghofi. 1 finde thee apt ; 

And duller foouldft thou be than the fat weed 
That roots it felfe in eafe on Lethewhit&i 
Wouldft thou not ftirre in this : now Hamlet heare, 
'Tis given out, that fleeping in my Orchard 
A Serpent ftung me: fotbe whole eare of Dentnarkf 
Is by a forged procefle of my death 
Rankely abufed : but know thou, noble Youth, 

The Serpent that did fling thy fathers life 
Now weares his Crowne. 

Ham. O my Propheticke foule, my uncle! 

Ghofi. T, that inceftuous,tbat adulterate beaft. 
With witchcraft of his wits, with trait’rous gifts, 

O wicked wits, and gift s that have the power 
So to feduce ! won to his fhamefull luft 
The will of my moft feeming vertuous Queene. 

O Hamlet, whit a falling off was tbi re 
From me, whofe love was of that dignity. 

That it went hand in hand even with the vow 
3 made to her in marriage ? and to decline 
Upon a wretch , whofe naturall gifts were poore 
To thofe of mine'but vertue,as it never will be mov d 
Though lewdnefle court it in a fhape of heaven, 

So but though to a radiant Angle linckt. 

Will fort it felfe inacelefliallbed. 

And prey on garbage. o 

But foft, me thinkes I lent the morning aire, 

Briefe let me be : Sleeping within my Orchard, 

My cuftomealwaiesof the afternoone. 

Upon my fecure houre thy uncle ftole 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

With juice of curfed Hebona in aViall, 

And in the porches ofmy eares did poure 
The leprous diftilment, whofe effect 
Holds fiich an enmity with blood of man. 

That fwift as Quick-filver it courfes through 
The naturall gates and allies of the body. 

And with a fudden vigour it doth poffefle 
And curd, like eager droppings into milke. 

The thin and wholfbme blood ; lb did it mine. 

And a moft inftant Tetter barkt about 
Moft Lazar-like, with vile and loathfomfe crrtft 
All my fmooth body. 

Thus was I fleeping, by a brothers hand, 

Of life,ofCrowne,OfQueene at once dilpatcht. 

Cut off even in theblofl'omes of my finne, 
Unnuzled, difappoirlted, un-anueld, 

No reckoning made, but fent to my account 
With all my imperfections on my head. 

Oh horrible, O horrible, moft horrible. 

If thou haft nature in thee beare it not. 

Let not the royallbed of Denmarke be 
A couch for Luxury and damned Inceft. 

But howlomever thou purfueft this a6t. 

Taint not thy minde, nor let thy foule contrive 
Againft thy mother ought, leave her to heaven, 

And to thofe thornes that in her bolome lodge, 

To pricke and fting her : fare thee well at once, 
TheGloworme fhewes the marine to be neere. 

And ’gins to pale his uneffeCtuall fire : 

Adieu, adieu, adieu, remember me. 

Ham.O allyou hoft of ‘heaven! O earth ! what elfe? 
And fliall I couple hell? O fie ! hold my heart. 

And you my finewes, grow not inftant old. 

But beare melwiftly up ; remember thee 1 
I thou poore Ghoft, whiles memory holds a feat 
In this diftraSed G lobe : remember thee 1 
Yea, from the table of my memorie 
lie wipe away all triviallfond records. 








Enter Horatio and Marcellttt* 



(prince o /Den marked 

Allfaw of bookes,all formes, allpreflurespaft. 

That youth and obfervation copied there. 

And thy commandement ail alone fliall live 
Within thebookeand volume ofmy brame, 

Unmixt with bafer matter ; yes by heaven. 

O moft pernicious woman! . , 

O villaine, villaine, failing damned villaine . 

My tables, meet it is Ifetdowiie, . 

That one may faile, and fmile,and be avillame ; 

At leaft I am fure it may be fo in Dtnmarke . 

So uncle there you are : now to my word; 

It is adieu, adieu, remember me 
Ihavefworne’t. 

Hora. My Lord, my Lord. 

Mar. Lord Hamlet. 

Hora. Heavens fecure him. 

Ham. So be it. 

C Mar. Illo, ho, ho, my Lord. 

Ham. Hillo, ho, ho boy, come, and come. 

Mar- Howis’t my noble Lord ? 

Ham. O wonderfull ! 

Hor. Good my Lord tell it. 

Ham. No, you will reveale it. 

Hora. Not I my Lord by heaven. 

Mar. Nor I my Lord. 

Ham. How fay you then, would heart of mart once thinRe it ? 
But you’ll be fecret. 

Both. I by heaven. 

Ham. There’s never a villaine 
Dwelling in all Denmarke t 
Buthee’s an arrant Knave. 

Hora. There needs no Ghoft, my Lord, come from the grave 
To tell us this. 

Ham. Why right, you are in the right, 

And fo without more circumftance at all 
I holdit fit that we fhakehands and part. 

You as your bufineffe and defire (ball pointyou. 

For every man hath bufineffe and defire, 

D Such 




■- 



.... .... : —.Vi , .--J. 




i I 'It ' r JflJR ' ft'dlBlt ’.ft!./HJH/EfcUi n?/PJPJdi . . 





Tragedy of Hamlet 

. Such as it is, and for my owne poore part 
I will goe pray. 

Horn. Thefe are but wild and whur ling words my Lord. 

Ham. I am forry they offend you heartily. 

Yes faith heartily. 

Hera. There’s no offence my Lord. 

Ham. Yes by Saint Patnckebxxi there is Horatio , 

And much offence too : touching th is vifion here. 

It is an honeft Ghoft, that let me tell you ; 

For your defire to know what is betvveene us 
Ore-mafter’t as you maytand now good friends, 

As you are friends, Scholars, and Souldiers 
Give me one poore requeft. 

Hora. What is’t my Lord, wewill. 

Ham. Never make knowne what you have leene to night. 
Both. My Lord we will noc. .. 

Ham. Nay but fwear’e. 

Hora. In faith my Lord not I. 

C Mar. Nor J my Lord in faith. 

Ham. Upon my fword. 

Afar. We have fworne my Lord already* 

Ham. Indeed upon my fword, indeed. 

Ghoft cries under the ft age, 

$hoft. Sweare. 

Ham. Ha, ha, boy, faift thou fb ? art thou there true penny ? 
Come on, you heare this fellow in the Selleridge 
Confent to lvveare. 

Hora. Propole the oath my Lord. 

Ham. Never to fpeake of this that you have leene, 

Sweare by my fword. 

Ghoft. Sweare. 

Ham. H ic & ubiejtte, then wee’ll Ihift our ground ; 

Come hither Gentlemen 

And lay your hands againeupon my fword : 

Sweare by my fivord. 

Never to fpeake of this that yon have heard. 

Ghoft. Sweare by his fword. 

Ham. vy ell laid old MoIe,canft thou worke i’th earth lb 6ft ? 

Awor- 



frince of Den m&rke* 

A worthy Pioner,once more remove good friend?. 

Hera.O day and night 1 but this is wondrous ftrange. 
Ham. And therefore as a ftranger give it welcome: 

There are more things in heaven and earth Horatio 
Thanare dream’ t of in your Philolbphy : but come. 

Here asbefore;never lb help you mercy, 

(How ftrange or odde fo ere I beare my felfe. 

As I perchance hereafter fhall thinke meet. 

To put anantike difpofition on. 

That you at fuch times feeing me, never lhall 

"With armes encombred thus ,or head thus fhak t, 

Or by pronouncing of fome doubtfull phrafe. 

As, well well ,we know,or we could and if we would. 

Or if we lift to fpeake,or there be and if they might, 3 
Or fuch ambiguous giving out, to note) 

That you know ought of me, this doe fweare. 

So grace and mercy at your moft need helpe you. 

Ghoft. Sweare. 

Ham. Reft,reft, perturbed fpirit- So Gentlemen 
With all my love I doe commend me to you. 

And what fo poore a man as Hamlet is 
May doe t’exprefle his love and friending to you 
God willing (hall not lacke : let us goe in together,' 

And ftill your fingers on your lips I pray. 

The time is out of jointiO curfed fright 
That ever I was borne to fet it right! 

Nay come, lets goe together. s Exeunt, 

Enter old ‘Polonius with his man or two, 

Pol. Give him this money, and thefe two notes Reynaldo, 
Rey. IwillmyLord. 

Pol. You fhall doe marvellous wifely, good Reynaldo* 
Before yon vifit him to make inquire 
Of his behaviour. 

Rey. My Lord I did intend it. 

Pol. Marrie welLlaid, very well laid,looke you fir. 

Enquire me firft what Djtnsker s are in Paris, 

And how, and who, what means, and where they keep, 

W hat company*! what expence : and finding 
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’ The Tragedy of Hamlet 

By this encompaflment and drift ofqueftion. 

That they doe know my fon , come you more neerer 
Then your particular demands will touch it, 

Take you as’t were fome diftant knowledge of him. 

As thus, I know his father, and his friends. 

And in part him : Doe you marke this Reynaldo ? 

Rey. f,very well my Lord. 

‘Pol. And in part him,but you may lay not well, 

But if it be he I meane hee’s very wilde, 

Addid ed lo and lb, and there put on him 
W hat forgeries you pleafe, marry nonelbranke 
As may di (honour him, take heed of that ; 

But fir, fuch wanton, wild, and ufuall flips 
As are companious noted and moft knowne 
Toyouth and liberty. 

Rey- As gaming my Lord. 

Pol. I, or drinking, fencing, fwearing. 

Quarrelling, drabbing, you may goe lo farre. 

Rey My Lord, that would dilhonour him. 

Pol. Faith as you may fealbn it in the charge. 

You mull not put another fcandall on him. 

That he is open to incontinency. 

That s not my meaning, but breath his faults lb quaintly. 
That they may feeme the taints ofliberty, 

The flafh an d out-breake of a fi ery mind, 

A lavagenefle in unreclaimed blood 
OfgenerallaflauJt. 

Rey . But my good Lord. 

Pol. Wherefore Ihould you doe this ? 

Rey . I my Lord, I would know that. 

Pol. Marry fir here’s my drift. 

And I beleeve it is a fetch of wit. 

You laying thefe Height follies on my fonne. 

As twerea thing a little foil’d with working, 

Mark you, your party in converfe,he you would found* 
Having’ever feene in the prenominate crimes 
The youth you breach of guilty, be alfor’d 

He doles with you in this conlequence ; 
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Trince of Denmarke. 

r^nod fir for fo) or friend, or Gentleman, 
Acceding to the phrafe or the addition 
Of man and countrey; 

BfctMafelwa.abomto&yfomcth.ng. 

where did I leave? 

Rey.te doles in the confluence. _ 

Pd. At clofes in the conference , T marry, 

He clofes thus, I know the Gentleman 

There was a gaming there, or tooke s r ° w * 
There foiling ouc at Tennis, or perch; ince 
T faw him enter fuch and fuch a houfe of fale, 

KS,aBrothell,orfoforth. Seeyouncjr, 

Your bait of fallhood takes this carpeof tru L h, 
And thus doe we of wifdome and of reach. 

With windlefles, and with elfayesof byas, 

Bv indire&s finde dire£Uons out .. 
c 0 bv mv former Lefture and advice 
Shall you my fonne. You have me, have you not . 
%ey. My Lord I have. 

Pol. God buy ye, fate ye well. 

Rey. Good my Lord. . 

<jPol. Obferve his inclination in your lelte. 
Rey. I fhall my Lord. 



Key, i iiidiJiuy 

Pol. And let him ply his Muficke. 
— “ 'oref. 



Exit Rey. 



Rey ’. Well my Lore. 

Enter Ophelia. 

Po/.Farwell.How nowOphelia,wh&t s the matter. 
Ofh.O my Lord, my Lord,I have bin lb affrighted. 
Polo. With what i’th name of God ? 

Ophel. My Lord as I was fowing in my Clofet, 
Lord Hamlet with his doublet all unbrac d. 

No hat upon his head his ftockins foul d» 

Ungartred, and downe gyved to his ankle. 

Pale as his fhirt, his knees knocking each ether, 
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The Tragedy 0/ Hamle t 

And with a Iookefo piteous in purport. 

As if he had beene loofed out ofhell 
To (peake of horrors, he comes before me, 

Pol. Mad for thy love ? 

Ophel. My Lord I doe not kno .v. 

But truely I doe feare it. 

Pol- What (aid he? 

Ophel. He took me by the vvrift, and held me hard. 

Then goes he to the length of all his artne, 

And with his other hand thus ore his brow 
He falls to fuch perufall of my face 
As a would draw it : long ftaid he lo. 

At iaft, a little fh'aking of mine arme, 

And thrice his head thus waving up and downe. 

He railed a figh fo piteous and profound 
As it did feeme to. fhatter all his bulke. 

And end his being : that done, he lets me goe. 

And with his head over his /boulders turn’d 
Hee feem’d to findehis way without his eyes ; 

For out of doores he went without their helpes. 

And to the laft bended their light on me. 

Pol. Come, goe with me, I willgoefeeketheKing, 

This is the very extafie of love, 

W hole violent property forgoes it lelfe. 

And leads the will to delperate undertakings. 

As oft as any palfions under heaven 
That does afflict our natures : I am lorrie ; 

What ? have you given him any hard words oflate ? 

Ophel. No my good Lord, but as you did command, 

I did repell his letters, and deni’d 
His accefle to me. 

Pol. That hath made him mad: 

^ I am forrie that with better heed and judgement 
urttfl had not coated him ; I fear’d he did but trifle. 

And meant to wrack thee, but befhrew myjealoulie; 

By heaven it is as proper to our age 
To caft beyond our felves in our opinions, 

As it is common for the younger fort 

To 






Prince of Denmark^ 

To lacke dilcretion : Come, goe we to the King, 

This muft be knowne, which being kept clofe might move 
More griefe to hide , than hate to utter love. 

Come. Exeunt. 

Elemifh. Enter King and Qtteene , Rofencraus and 
Gmldenfterue . 

King. Welcome deare Rofencraus and Guildenfierne , 
Moreover, that we much did long to fee you. 

The need we have to ufe you did provoke 
Ourhaftie fending. Something you have heard 
Of Hamlets transformation, lb I call it, 

Sith nor th’exterior, nor the inward man 
Refembles that it was : what it fhould be 
More than his fathers death, that thus hath put him 
So much from the underftanding of himfelfe 
I cannot dreame of : 1 entreat you both, ( _ 

That being of fo young dayes brought up with him. 

And fith lo neighboured to his youth and haviour. 

That you vouchfafe your reft here in our Court 
Some little time, fo by your companies. 

Todravvhim ontopleafores and to gather 
So much as from occafion you may gleane. 

Whether ought to ns unknown afflicts him thus. 

That open’d lyes within our remedy. 

Que Good Gentlemen, he hath much talkt of you, 

And lure I am two men there are not living 
To whom he more adheres ; if it will pleafe you 
To fbew usfb much gentry and good will. 

As to expend your time, with us a while 
Forthefupply and profit of our hope. 

Your vifitation fhould receive liich thankes 
As fits a Kings remembrance. 

Rof. Both your Majefties 
M’ght by the Soveraigne power you have of us 
Pur your dread plealiires more into command 
Than to intreaty. 

Guil. But we both obey. 

And here give up out felves in the full bent 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

To lav our fervice freely at your feet. 

King- Thanks Rofencrata and gentle pHtldmflern. 
Oae.Thanks Guildenfiern , and gentle Rofencratts. 

Andlbeieechyouinftantly toviht 

My too much changed Tonne : goe Tome o you 
And bring thefe Gentlemen where “ ns ; 

Guil. Heavens make our prefence and our practices 

Pleafantandhelpfulltohim. 

Queen. Amen. Re f' md Gml ' 

Enter Polonius 

Po/.Th’Embaifadors from Nor truly, my good Lord, 

Are iovfully return’d. 

id J. Thou ftil haft bin the Father of good newes. 

Pol. Have I my Lord ? I allure my good Liege 
I hold my duty as I hold my foule. 

Both to my God and to my gracious King : 

And I doe thinke,or elfe this braine of mine 
Hunts not the tray le of policie fofure 
As it hath us’d to doe, that I have found 
The very caufe of Hamlets luriacie. 

Kina. O fpeake of that, that doe I long to heare. 

Pol. Give firft admittance to the Embafladors, 

My newes fhallbe the fruit to that great feaft. 

King. Thy felfe doe grace to t hem, & bring them in- 
He tels me, my deare Gertrud, he hath found 
The head and fource of til your fonnes diftemper. 

Quee. I doubt it is no other but the maine. 

His fathers death, and our haftie marriage. 

Enter Smbafladors* 

King. Well,wefhallfifthim : welcome my good friends. 
Say Voltemand, what frbrn onr brother N> orway ? 

Vol. Moft fairereturne of greetings and defires : 

Upon onr firft he fent out tofupprefle 

HisNephewes levies, which to him appear’d 
To be a preparation ’gainft the Pollack*, 

But better lookt into, he truly found 
It was againft your Highnefle ; whereat griev d 
That fo his ficknefie, age, and impotence 
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Trince of Denmark^ 

Was falfly borne in hand, fends out arrefts 
On Forteabraffcy which he in briefe obaye& 

Receives rebuke from Norway** nd in fine# 

Makes vow before his uncle never more _ 

To give th’aflay of armes againft your Majeftie : 

Whereon old Norway overcome with joy 
Gives him threefoore thoufand crowns in annual tec. 

And hi s Commilfion, to imploy thofe Souldiers 
So levied as before, againft the ‘Pollack*, 

With an entreaty herein further fhowne. 

That it might pleafe you to give quiet pafle 
Through your dominions for this enterprise 
On fuch regards oflafety and allowance 
As herein are fet downe. 

King. It likes US well, 

And at our more confidered time Wfce’ll read# 

Anfwer, and thinke upon this bufinefle: 

Meane time we thank you for your well took labour* 

Goe to your reft, at night wee'll feaft together: 

Moft welcome home. Exeunt Embapderr, 

Pol. This bufinefle is well ended. 

My Liege and Madam, toexpoftulate. 

W hat majeftie fhould be, what duty is. 

Why day is day, night night, and time is time# 

W ere nothing but to wafte night, day, and time » 

Therefore brevit ie is the foule of wic. 

And tedioufnefle the limbes and outward flonrilhes: 

I will be briefe : your noble fonne is mad. 

Mad call I it, for to define true mftdnefle. 

What is’tbut to be nothing elfe but mad ? 

But let that goe. 

Quee. More matter with leffe arc. 

Pol. Madam I fweare I ufe no art at all# i 

That hee’s mad ’tis true, ’cis true, ’tis pitty, 
v And pitty ’tis ’tis true, a foolifh figure, 

But farewell it, for I will ufe no art : 

Mad let us grant him then, and now remainei 

That we finds out the caufe of this effe£f# ^ 
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JJeTrdgedy ofTiamlct 

Of rather (ay the caufe of this defeft. 

For this effe£I defective comes by caufe : 

Thus it remaines, and the remainder thus. 

Perpend. 

I have a daughter, have while (he is mine. 

Who in her duty and obedience, marke. 

Hath given me this ; now gather and furmife. • 

Tothe CelefiialU my foules I dolly the mofi beautified Ophelia. 
That's an illphrafe,a -vile phrafe, beautified is a vile phrafe: but 
you {ball heare,thus in her excellent \white bofome t Thefe ,&c. 

Que en. Camethis (mmHamlet to her ? 

{Pol. Good Madam flay a while, I wi U be faithfull. 

Doubt thou the flarres are fire , Letter . 

Doubt that the fume doth move , 

Doubt truth to be a lyer t 
But never doubt I love . 

O deare Ophelia lam ill at thefe numbers , / have not art to 
reckon my groanes', but that I love thee be ft, O mofi be ft beleeve 
it : Adieu, Thine evermore mofi deare Lady ,whilefi this 
machme is to him y Hamlet. 

Pol. This in obedience hath my daughter (howne me. 

And more about have hislolicitings. 

As they fell out by time,by meanes,and place. 

All given to mine eare. 

King. But how hath foe receiv’d his love ? 

Pol, What doe you thinkeofme? 

King As of a man faithfull andhonourable. 

Pol. I would faine prove (o j but what might you thinke 
When I had feene this hot loveon the wing, 

As I perceiv’d it ( I muft tell you that) 

Before my daughter told me ; what might you 
Or my deare Majeftie your Queen here thinke; 

If I had plaid the deske, Or Table-booke, 

Or given my heart a winking, mute and dumbe. 

Or lookt upon this love with idle fight, 

W hat might yon thinke ? no,-I went round to worke* 

And my young Miftreflfe thus I did befpeake : 

Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy fphere, 

.This muft not be : and then I precepts gave her. That 







frlnce of Denmarke- 

That foe foould locke her felfe from his refort. 

Admit no meflengers, receive no tokens. , 

Which done, foe tcoke the fruits of my advice , 

And he repell’d, a foort tale to mate, 

Fellintoafadnefie, thenintoaFaft, 

Thence to a watch, thence into a weaknelie. 

Thence to a lightnefie,and by this declenhon 
Into the madneffe wherein now he raves. 

And all we mourne for. 

King. Doe you thinke ’tis this ? 

Que. It may be very likely. , 

P6A Hath therebeenfech a time, I would fame kno W that, 
Thatlhavepofitively (aid, ’tis (b» 

When it prov’d otherwife ? 

JfrW.Not that I know. 

Pol. Take this from this , ifthisbe otherwife , 

If circumftances lead me, I will finde 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the Centre. 

King. How may we try it further? 

Pol. You know fometimes he walkes Joure houres togethec 
Here in the Lobby. 

Queen. So he does indeed . 

Pol. Atfuch a time lie loofe my daughter to him# 

Be you and I behind the Arras then, 

Marke the encounter; if he love her not, 

And be not from his reafon faine thereon. 

Let me be no afliftant for a State, , 

* But keep a Farme and Carters. 

King. We will try it. Enter Hamlet, 

Queen. But look where fadly the poore wretch comes reading. 
Pol. Away, I doe befecch you both away. Exit King and 

He board him prefently .Oh give me leave. Queen, 

How does my good Lord Hamlet ? 

Ham. W ell, God a mercy. c ; 

Pol. Doe you know me, my Lord ? 

Ham. Excellent well, you are a Fifomonger. 

Pol. Not I my Lord. „ „ 

E 2 Horn* 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

/Law. Then I would you werefo honeft a man.' 

•pol. Honeft my Lora? 

Ham. I fir, to be honeft as this world goes 
Is to be one man pickt out often thouftnd. 

TV. That’s very true my Lord. 

Bam. For if the Sunne- breed maggots in a dead dogge, being A 
good kifling carrion- Have you a daughter ? 

Pel. I have my Lord. 

Ham . Let her not walke i’th Sun, conception is a blefling, 

But as your daughter may conceive, friend iooke to’t. 

Pel. How fay you by that ? ftifl harping on my daughter, yet he 
knew me not at firft,a (aid I was a fi fli-monger, a is far gone ; and 
truly in my youth I fuffered much extre mity for love , very nearc 
this : He fpeake to him againe. What doe you read my Lord ? 

Ham. Words, words, words. 

Pol. What is the matter my Lord ? 

Ham. Betweene who l 

Pol. I meane the matter that you read my Lord.' 

Ham. Slanders fir : for the Satyricall Rogue faies here,that old 
men have gray beards, that their faces are wrinkled, their eyes 
purging thicke Amber, and Plum-tree Gum, and that they have a 
plentifull lacke of wit, together with moft vveake hams, all which 
fir though I moft powerfully and potently beleeve, yet I hold ic 
not honeftie to have it thus let downe, for your felfe fir fliall grow 
old, as I am, if like a crab you could goe backward. 

Pol. Though this be madneffe , yet there is method in’t, will 
you walke out of the aire my Lord? 

Ham. Into my grave. 

Pol. Indeed that’s out of the aire ", how pregnant fometimes 
his replyes are ? a happines that often madnes hits on, which rea- 
fon and fan&itie could not fo happily be delivered of. I willieave 
him and my daughter. My Lord I will take my leave ofyou. 

Ham. You cannot take from me any thing that I will not more 
willingly part withall, except my life, except my life, except my 
life. Enter (juildenfterne aud Rafencratu. 

Pel. Fare you well my Lord. 

Ham. Thefe tedious old fooles. 
pol. You goe to fccke the Lord Hamlet, there he is. 
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Wince o/Denmarke. 

Rof God fave your fir. 

Guil. My honoured Lord. 

HaJuy ™x«Uen^ doft thou guyldtnfiernf 

Ah Rofencravj, good lads how doe you both ? 

Rof. As the indifferent children of the earth. 

Gtijl. Happy in that we are not ever happy on fortunes cap. 

We are not the very button. 

Ham. Nor the foies of her fhooe. 

Ref. Neither my Lord. . .... ,, e 

/Law. Then you live about her waft, or in the middle of hem* 

Guyl. Faith her privates we. . ( vors * 

Ham. In the fecrer parts of fortune,oh moft true,fheis a (trum- 
pet. Whatnewes? . 

Rof. None my Lord,but the worlds growne honeft. (true. 

Ham. Then is Doomefiday neere : but your newes is not 
Bur in the beaten way of friend (hip, what make you at Elfenowr . 

%of To vifit you my Lord, no other occafion. 

Ham. Begger that I am, I am even poore in thanks, but I thank 
you, and fure deare friends my thanks are too deare a halfe-peny t 
were you not fent for ? i s it your owne inclining ? is it a free vifita- 
tion? come, come, deale juftly with me, come, come, nay fpeake. 

Guyl. What ftiould we fay my Lord ? 

Ham.hny thing, but to’th purpofe,you were fent for, and there 
is a kind of confeffion in your lookes , which your modefties have 
not craft enough to colour Iknow the good King andQueene 
have fent for you. 

Rof.'Xo what end my Lord ? 

Ham. That you muft teach me :but let me conjure you by the 
rights of our fellowfhips, by the confonancyof onr youth , by the 
obligation of our ever preferved love , and by what more deare a 
better propofer can charge you withall , bee even and dired with: 
me whether you were fent for or no. 

Rof. What fay you ? rf . 

ZLi?».Nay then I have an eie of you,if you love me hold not off.. 

Guyl. My Lord we were fent for. 

Ham. I will tell you why, fo fliall my anticipation prevent your 
difeovery , and your fecrecy to the King and Queen moult no fea* 

E 3 theti; 
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The Tragedy ©/Hamlet 

ther • I have of late, but wherefore I know not, loft all my m irth, 
forgone all cuftome ofexercifes;and indeed it goes fo heavily with 
mydifpofition,thatthisgoodly frame the earth feemes tomeea 
fterill promontoric ; thismoft excellent Canopie the aire, looke 
yon, this brave ore-hanged firmament, this majefticall roofe fret- 
ted with golden fire, why it appeareth nothing to me but a foule 
andpeftilent congregation of vapours. What a pieceaworkeis 
man ! how noble in realon’. how infinite in faculties !in forme and 
movin ' 7 how exprelfe and admirable! inadiion how like an An- 
cr e l ! irTapprehenfion how like a God ! the beauty of the world, the 
paragon of animals;& yet to me what is this quinteflence ofduft ? 
mandelights not me, nor woman neicher, though by your fmihng 

youfeemetofayfo. . , _ ■ , , 

Rof My Lord there was no fuch ftufte in my thoughts. 

Ham.VJhy did ye laugh then, when I laid man delights not me? 

R e f To thinke my Lord, if you delight not in man,what Lenten 
entertainment thePlaiers ftiall receive from you, we coated them 
on the way, and hither are they comming to offer you fervice. 

Ham. He that playes the King (hall be welcome, his Majeftie 
fhall have tribute of mee, the adventurous Knight fhallufe his 
fbyle and target, the lover ftiall not figh gratis, the humorous man . 
fhall end his part in peace, and the Lady fhall fay her mind freely, 
orthe blanke verfe fhall halt for’t- What players arethey ? 

Rof. Even thole you were wont to take fuch delight in,the Tra- 

How diances it they travell ? their refidence both in re- 
putation and profit was better both wayes. 

Rof I thinke their inhibition comes by the meanes of the late 

innovation. . . 

1 Ham. Doe they hold the fame eftimation they did when I was 
in the City ? arethey lb followed ? 

Rof No indeed, they are not. 

Ham. Tt is not very ftrange ; for my uncle is King of Denmark, 
and thole that would make mouthes at him while my father lived, 
give twenty, forty, fifty, a hundred duckets a peece for his piifture 
in little : s’blood thereislomethingiri this more than natural!, if 
Philolophy could finde it out. A Flour if). 

Gttil. There are the players. 

Ham* 



(Prince of De nmarke. 

Ha m. Gentlemen you are welcome to Elfenour, your hands r 
come t hen, th’appurtenance of welcome is faftuon and ceremo- 
ny, let me comply with you in thisgarbe, left myextenttothe 
Plaiers, which I tell you muft ftiew fairly outwards, Ibould more 
aopeare like entertainment than yours ; you are welcome: but 
my Uncle-father and Aunt-mother are deceived. 

therly I know a hawke from a hand-faw- 

Enter Poloniui. 

Pol. Well be with you Gentlemen. 

Ham. Harke you Gujldenfiem , and you too, at each eare a hea- 
rer, that great baby as you fee is not yet out ofhis fwadling clouts. 

Ref. Happely he is the fecond time come to them, for they fay 

an old man is twice a child. 

Ham. I will prophecie that he comes to reft me of the Players, 
marke it : You fay right fir, a Munday morning twas then indeed. 

Pel. My Lord I have nevves to tell you- / - 

Ham. My Lord I have newes to tell you : when Roffiue was aft JCK 
Aftorin Rome. *’*" 

Pol. The Adfors are come hither my Lord. 

Ha m. Buz, buz. 

Pol. Upon mine honour. 

Ham. Then came each Aiftor onhisane. 
y 0 l. The beft Aftors in the world,either for Tragedy, Comedy, 
Hiftory, Paftorall, Paftorall-Comicall, Hiftorical-Paftorall feene 
indevidable, or Poem unlimited : Seneca cannot bee too heavie, 
nor Plant ru too light for the law of writ and the liberty j thefe arc- 

the onely men. _ , ., n , . 

Ham. O Jeptha Judge of Ifrael what a treafure hadft thou ? 

Pol. What a treafure had he my Lord - ? 

Ham. why onefaire daughter and no more, the which hee lo- 
ved palling well. 

‘Pol. Still on my daughter. 

Ham. Ami not i’th right old Jeptha ? 

Pol. What followes then my Lord ? 

Ham. Why as by lot God wot , and then you know it came to 
pafle,as moft like it was : the firft row of toe pans chanlon will 
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The Tragedy of H amlet 

fliew you more, for looke where my abridgement comes. 

Enter the Players. 

Ham. You are welcome matters, welcome all , T am glad to fee 
theewell,welcomegood friends; oh old friend! why thy face is 
valanc d fince I faw thee laft , com’ft thou to beard mee in Den- 
mark? ? what my young Lady and Miftrefle 1 my Lady your Ladi- 
fliip is neercr to heaven than when I faw you laft by the altitude 
of a chopine, pray God your voice, like a peece of uncurrant gold, 
be not crackt within the ring : matters you are all welcome,wec'li 
e’en to* t like friendly Faukners , flye at any thing wee fee, wee’ll 
have a fpeech ftrait , come give us a tafte of your quality, come a 
paftionate fpeech. 

Player . What fpeech my good Lord ? 

Ham. I heard thee fpeake me a fpeech once,butit was never a- 
&ed, orifit was, not above once, for rhe play I remember pleafed 
not the million, ’twas caviary to the generall, but it was as I recei- 
ved it and others , whofe judgements in fijeh matters cried in the 
, top of mine, an excellent play , well digetted in the feenes, fet 
downe with as much modefty as cunning. I remember one (aid 
there were no fallets in the lines to make the matter favoury, nor 
no matter in the phrafc that might indite the author of affeftion, 
but call’d it an honeft method, as wholefome as fweet, and by very 
much more handfome than fine ; one fpeech in'c I chiefly loved, 
’twas iHLneas talketo Dido , and thereabout ofit efpecially when 
he fpeakes of Priams (laughter, if it live in your memory begin at 
this line, let me fee, let me fee,the rugged Pyrrhus like th’ircanian 
Beaft, ’tis not it begins with Pyrrhus. The rugged Pyrrhuii hee 
whofe fable armes, 

Blacke as his purpofe did the night refemble. 

When he lay couched in th’ominous horfe, 

Hath now his dread and blacke completion fmear’d 
W ith Heraldry more difmall head to foot : 

Now is he totall Gules, horridly trickt 

With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, fonnej. 

Bak’d and embafted with the parching ftreets. 

That lend a tyrannous and a damned light 
To their Lords murder, rotted in wrath and fire, 

And thus ore-cifed with coagulate gore, 

With 



(Prfrtce of Dctiftiftrkc, 

With eyes likeCarbuncle, the belli OxVjrtto* 

°fS«God my Lofd w<a|Syth 0 5O0d accentindjTOd 

-play. Anon he finds him . , ( d,lcKUOn - 

Striking too ftiort atGreekes,his antickefwor 
Rebellious to his arme, lyes where it ta s. 

Repugnant to command ; unequall mate t, 

Pyrrhus at Priam drives , in rage ftrikes wide. 

But with the whiffe and winde of his fell (word 

Th’unnerved father falls. . 

Seeming to feele this blow, with flaming top 
Stoops to his bafe, and with a hideous crajh 
Takes prifoner Pyrrhus eare : for loe his Iword, 

Which was declining on the milky head 
Of reverent r Priam> feem d i th ayre to iticke. 

So as a painted tyrant Pyrrhus flood. 

Like a neutrall to his willand matter. 

Did nothing: 

But as we often fee againftfome (forme, 

A filence in the heavens,the rackes (land fti", 

Thebold wind fpeechleffe,and the orbe below 
As hufh as death,anon the dreadfull thunder 
Doth rend the region : fo after Pyrrhus pawfe, 

A rowfed vengeance fets him new aworke. 

And never did the Cyclops hammers fall, 

On Mars his armour, forg’d for proofe eterne. 

With lefle remorfe than Pyrrhus bleeding (word 
Nowfallson Priam. 

Out, out, thou (trumpet Fortune ! all you gods 
In generall fynod take away her power, 

Breake all the fpokes and felloes from her wheele. 

And boule the round nave downe the hill ofheaven. 

As low as to the fiends* 

Pol- This is too long. 

Ha. It (hall to the Barbers with your beard : prethee fay on, he s 
for a jig, or a tale of bawdry, or he deeps ; fay on, come to Hecuba . 
iVay.But who, ah woe had feene tne mobled Queene* 
Ham-Thc, nibbled Queene ! 
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The 1 ragedy «/HamIct 

Pels. That’s good. 

Flap Run barefoot up and downe,threatning the flames. 
With Bifonrhume, a clout upon that head 
Where late the diadem flood - and for a robe, 

About her lanke and all ore-teamed loynes, 

A blanket in the alarme of feare caught up. 

W ho this had feene, vvi th tongue in venome fteepr, 

’Gainft fortunes ftate would treafon have pronounc’d : 

But if the gods themfelves did fee her then, 

W hen Pne law Pyrrhus make malicious Iport 
In mincing with his fword her husbands limbes. 

The inftant burfl of clamor that foe made, 

UnlelFe things mortall move them not at all, 

W ould have made milch the burning eyes of heaven. 

And palfion in the gods. 

_ P el- Lcoke where he has not turned his colour, and hast eares 
in’s eyes :prethee no more. 

Ham.’Tis well. He have thee fpeake out the reft of this loone.’ 
Good my Lord doe you lee the Players well bellowed, doe you 
heare, let them be well ufed , for they are the abftract and briefe 
Chronicles of the time; after your death you were better have a 
bad Epitaph, than their ill report while you live. 

"Pol. My Lord I will ufe them accordingto their defert. 

Ham. Gods bodkin man much better, ufe every man after his 
deftrr, and who foall fcape whipping? ufe them after ycurowne 
honour and dignity. , the lefle they delerve the more merit is in 
your bounty : Take them in. 

Pol. Come firs. 

Ham. Follow him friends,wee’U heare a play to morrow.; doeft 
thou heare me oldfriend, can you play- the murder of Gon^ayo ? 
Play. I my Lord. 

Ham. W ee’ll hav’t to morrow night : you could for need ftudy 
a Ipeech of lbme dofen lines, or fixteene lines , which I would let 
downe and infortin’t, could you not? 

I, my Lord. • r 

Ham. Very well : follow that Lord , and lookeyoumoekehirn 
nor. My good friends. He leave you till night, you are welcome 
to Elfenour . Exeunt Pol , and *P layers. 

Ref. 




Prince of Denmark^ 

Ref. Goad my Lord. Exit. 

Ham. 1 fo, God buy to you ; now am I alone. 

O what a Rogue and pefant fiaveam I ! 

Is it not monftrous that this Player here 
But in a fi&ion, in a dreame of palfion. 

Could force his foulc lo to his owne conceit. 

That from her working all the vilage wand, 

Teares in his eyes, diftraff ion in’s alpe<ft, . 

A broken voice, and his whole function luting 
With formes to his conceit, and all for nothing. 

For Hecuba ? 

What’s Hecuba to him, or he to her. 

That he foould weep for her ? what would he doe 
Had he the motive, and that for palfion 
That I have ? he would drown the ftage with teares. 
And cleave the generalleare with horrid fpeech. 
Make mad the guilty, and appeale the free. 

Confound the ignorant ,and amaze indeed 
The very faculties of eyes and eares ; yet I, 

A dulland muddy metled raskall, peake 
Like _7<?A»-a-dreames, unpregnant of my caufe, 

And can lay nothing, no not for a King, 

Upon whole property and moft deare life 
A damn’d defeat was made : am I a coward ? 

Who calls me villaine, breakes my pate acrofle, 
Pluckes off my beard, and blowes it in my face, 

T wekes me by’th nofe, gives me the lye i’th throat 
As deep as to the lungs ? who does me this ? 

Hah ? s’wounds I foould take it, for it cannot be 
But I am pigeon liver’d,and lacke gall 
To make opprelfion bitter, or ere this 
I foould have fatted all the region Kites 
W ith this (laves offall : b!oudy,baudy villaine, 
Remorfle(Te,trecherous, lecherous, kindleffe villain. 
Why what an Affe am I? this is moft brave, 

That I the fonne of a deare father murthered. 
Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell, 

Muft like a whore unpacke my heart with words, 
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The Tragedy «/ Hamlet 

And fall a curling like a very drabbe, ftallion, fie upon’t, fbh. 

About my braines, hum, I have heard 

That guilty creatures fitting at a Play 

Have by the very cunning of the Scene 

Beene ftrooke lb to the loule,tbat prefently 

They have proclaim’d their malefadtions : 

For murther though it have no tongue will fpeake 
With moft miraculous organ. lie have theft Players 
Play fomething like the murther of my father 
Before mine uncle : lie obferve his lookes. 

He tent him to the quicke, if a doe blench 
I know my courfe. Thefpirit that I have feene 
May be a divell, and the divell hath power 
T’aflumea pleafing lhape, yea and perhaps 
Out of my weakneflc and my melancholly. 

As he is very potent with fuch fpirits, 

Abufes me to damne me : He have grounds 
More relative than this, the Play’s the thing 
W herein He catch the confidence of the King. Exit, 

Enter King. , Queene, Polonius , Ofhelia, Rofencratts , CJuyl- 
denfterne^ Lords. 

King. And can you by no drift of conference 
Get from him why he puts on this confufion. 

Grating lb harfhly all his daies of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacie? 

Rof. He does confefle hefoeleshimfelfe diftraffed. 

But from whatcaufehewillby no meancs fpeake. 

Guy l- Nor doe we find him forward to be founded* 

But with a crafty madneflekeepesaloofe 
When we would bring him on to fome confelfion 
Ofhistrueeftate. 
fluee.'Did he receive you well ? 

Rof. Moft like a Gentleman. 

Gujl. But with much forcing of his difpofition. 

•Ktn^r Ni ?§ ard ofqueftion, but of our demands 
Moft free in his reply. 

Qtiee. Did you allay him to any pafti me? 

Rof. Madam, it fo fell out that certainc Players 

We 



- & 



Prince o/Den marked 

We ore-raught on the way, of thefe we told him. 
And there did foeme in him a kind of joy 
To heare of it ; they are here about the Court 
And as I thinke they have already order 
This night to play before him. 

Pol.’Tis moft true, w . A . 

And he befeecht me to entreat your Majelties 
To heare and fee the matter. 

King. W ith all my heart. 

And it doth much content me. 

To heare him fo inclin’d : 

Good Gentlemen give him a further edge : 

And drive his purpofe into thefe delights. 

Rof We (ball my Lord. Exeunt Rof. & fjttjl- 

King. Sweet Gertrard leave us two. 

For we have clofely fent for Hamlet hither: 

That he as ’twere by accident may here 
Affront Ophelia ; her father and my felfe. 

Wee’ll fo beftow our felves,that feeing unfeene 
We may of their encounter frankly judge. 

And gather by him as he is behav’d, 

If’tbe th’afflicfion of his love or no 
That thus he fuffers for. 

Quee. I fhall obey you : 

Arm for my part Ophelia I doe wifh 
That your good beauties be the happy caufe 
Of Hamlets wildnelfafo fhall I hope yourvertUCS 
Will bring him to his wonted way againe. 

To both your honours. 

Ophel. Madam, I wifh it may. 

JPol.OpheliaYtaW you here : gracious lb pleafe you 
We will beftow our fielvcs ; read on this Bookc, 

That fhew offiuch an exercifie may colour 
Your lonelinefle : we are oft to blame in this, 

Tis too much prov’d,that with devotions vilage. 
And pious a&ion we doe fugar o’re 
The divell himfelfe. 

King. O ’tis too true ; 
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T!)e Tragedy of Hamlet 

How fmart a Iafh that fpeech doth give my confefence ! 
The harlots cheekebeautied with plaftringart, 

Is not more ugly to the thing that helpes it. 

Than is my deed to my moft painted word : 

O heavie burden ! Enter Hamlet . 

Pol. I heare him comming, withdraw my Lord. 

Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the queflion, 
Whether’tis nobler in the mind to fuffer 
Thellings and arrovves ofoutragious fortune. 

Or to take armes againft a lea of troubles, 

And by oppofing end them : To dye to fleepe 
No more ; and by a lleepe to lay we end 
The heart- ake, and the thoufand naturall fhockes 
That flelh is heire to ; ’tis a confuramation 
Devoutly to be wifht, to dye tofleepe. 

To deep perchance to dreame, I there’s the rub, 

For inthat fteepof death what dreames may come, 

W hen we have fhuffled off this mortall coyle 
Muft give us paufe, there’s the refpeft 
That makes calamity of lo long life : 

For who would beare the whips and Icornesoftime, 
Th’opprelTors wrong, the proud mans contumely, .. 
The pangs of defpifed love, and the Lawes delay. 

The inlolence of office, and the Ipurnes 
That patient merit of th’unvvorthy takes. 

When as himfelfe might his Quietus make 
With a bare bodkin i who would fardels beare. 

To grunt and fweat under a weary life ? 

But that the dreadof lomething after death. 

The undilcover’d Countrey, from whofe borne 
No traveller returnes, puzzels the will 
And makes us rather beare thofe ills we have. 

Than fiye to others that we know not of. 

Thus confeience does make cowards. 

And thus the native hiew ofrelolution 
Is ficklied ore with the pale call of thought : 

And enterprifes ofgreat pitch and moment. 

With this regard their currents turne awry. 
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Prince o/Denmarke. 

And lofethe name of adiion. Soft you now. 

The faire Ophelia, Nimph in thy Orizons ? 

Be all my fins remembred ? 

Ophel. Good my Lord, 

How does your honour for this many a day ? 

Ham I humbly thanke you, well. 

Op/W.My Lord I have remembrances of yours. 

That I have longed long to re-deliver, 

I pray you now receive them. 

Ham. No, not I, I never gave you ought, 

Ophel. My honour’d Lord, you know right well you did. 

And with them words ofio fweet breath compofed 
As made thefe things more rich : their perfume loft. 

Take thefeagaine: for to the noble minde 
Rich gifts waxe poore when givers prove unkind. 

There my Lord. 

Ham. Ha , ha, are you honeft ? 

Ophel. My Lord. 

Ham. Are you faire? 

Ophel. W hat meanes yourLordfHip ? 

h'am. That if you bee honeft and faire , you flhould admit no * 
dilcourle to your beauty. 

Ophel. Could beauty my Lord have better commerce 
Than with honeftie. 

Elam. I truly, for the power of beautie will fooner transforme • 
honeftie from what it is to a baud, than the force of honeftie can 
tranflate beauty to his likenefle: this was fometime a Paradoxe, 
but now the time gives it proofe. I did love you once. 

Ophel. Indeed my Lord you made mebeleeve fo. 

Ham. You fhoula not have beleev’d mee, for vertuecannot fo 
evacuate our old ftocke but we fhall rellifti ofit :I loved you not. 

Ophel. I was the more deceived. 

Ham. Get thee a Nunry,why wouldft thou be a breeder of fin- 
ners ? I am my felfe indifferent honeft, but yet I could accufe me 
of fuch things, that it were better my mother had not born me : I 
am very proud, revengefull, ambitious, with more offences at my 
beck than I have thoughts to put them in, imagination to give the 
. frape, or time to a 61 them in : what fhould fuch fellowes as I doe 
, crawling.. 
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Tie Tragedy ©/ Hamlet 

crawlingbetweene earth and heaven? we are here’svoH^fetha ? 
leeve none of us, go thy waies to a Nunry. W here s your lather . 

Ophel. At home my Lord. 

Ham. Let the doores be (hut upon him, ( 

That he may play the foole no where but in s owne houle . 

Farewell. 

Miumn^gct^^^to^N^ry^ftcewell.'o^fthou wilt nee^j mac- 
ry, marrie a foole, for wifemen know well enough what montters 
you make ofthem : to aNunry, goe, and quickly too, farewell. 

ven you one face, and you make your felves another, gig and am 
blejnd you lift you nickname Gods creatures , andmakey^ 
wantonnefle ignorance ; go too, lie no moreon t,it hathmade me 
mad : I fay we will have no moe marriages, thofe that are married 
already all but one (hall live, the reft fhallkeepe as they are : to a 

Nunriegoe. . , ^ xtt ' t 

Ophel. O what a noble minde is here orethrowne . 

The Courtiers, Souldiers,SchoIars,eie,tongue,fword, 

Th’expe&ation andRofe of the faire ftate. 

The glafle offafhion, and the mould offer me, 

Th’obferv’d of all obfervers, quite, quite downe. 

And I of Ladies moftdejeft and wretched. 

That fuckt the honey of his Muficke vowes ; 

Now fee what noble and moft foveraigne reafon 
Like fweet bels jangled out of time, and harlh, 

That unmatcht forme and ftature ofblowne youth 

Blaftedwith extafie. O woe is me 

T’ have feen what 1 have feen, fee what I fee ! 'Exit. 

Enter King andTolenius. 

King.Love ! his affeftions doe not that way tend. 

For what he fpake, though it lackt forme a little. 

Was not like madnes,there’sfomethinginhis (bale 
Ore which his melancholy fits on brood. 

And I doe doubt the hatch and the difelofe 



Will 






frince o/Demnarke. 

Will be feme danger j which for to prevent 

I have in quicke determination 

Thus fet downe : he (hall with (peed to England, 

For the demand of our negledled tribute : 

Haply the Seas and Countries different, 

W ith variable objedls (hall expell 
This (omething fetled matter in his heart, 

W hereon his braines ftill beating, 

Puts him thus from fafhion of himlelfe. 

What thinkeyou on’t ? 

Pol. It (hall doe well : 

But yet I doe beleevethe origen and commencement of it 
Sprung from negle&ed love : how now Ophelia ? 

You need not tell us what Lord Hamlet (aid, 

W e heard it all : my Lord doe as you pleafe. 

But if you hold it fit, after the Play 

Let his Queen-mother all alone entreat him 

To (hew his griefe ; let her be round with him. 

And lie be plac’d ( fo pleafe you) in the eare 
Of all their conference : if (he find him not. 

To England (end him, or confine him where 
Y our wifdome beft (hall think. 

King. It (hall be fo, 

Madnefle in great ones muff not unmatcht goe. Exeunt. 
Enter Hamlet, and three of the Players. 

Ham. Speake the (peech I pray you as I pronounc’d it to you, 
trippingly on the tongue; but if you mouth it, as many of our 
Players do, I had as lieve the Towne-crier (poke my lines: nor do 
not faw the aire too much with your hand, thus, but ufe all gently; 
for in the very torrent temped, and, as I may fay , whirle- wind of 
your paffion you muft acquire and beget a temperance that may 
give it fmoothnefie : O it offends mee to the foule to heare a ro- 
buftiousPerwig-pated fellow teare a paffion to totters, to very 
rags, to (pleet the eares of the ground-lings, who for the moft part 
are capable of nothing but inexplicable dumbe (hewes and noife: 
I would have foch a fellow whipt for ore-doing Termagant,it out- 
Herods Herod, pray you avoid it. 

Play. I warrant your honour. 

G Ham. 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

~ Ham. Be not too tame neither, bat letyour owndifcretionbe 

vcnir tutor; fete the afition to the word, the word to the aftion, 
with this fpeciallobfemnce , that you ore-ftep not the modeftie 
of Nature : For any thing fo ore-done is from the purpoieof play- 
ine whofe end both at firft, and now, was and is, to hold as twere 
the Mirrour up to nature , to (hew vertue her feature, fcorneher 
owne image, £nd the very ageand body of the time his forme and 
nreflurc : now this over-done, or come tardy of, though it makes 
the unskilful! laugh , cannot but make the judicious grieve; the 
cenftireof which one muffin your allowance ore-vveigh a whole 
Theater ofothers. O there be Players that I have feene play, and 
heard others praife.and that highly, not tolpeakit profonely, that 

neither having the accent of Chriftians, nor the gate ofChriffian, 

Pagan, nor man, have fo ftrutted and bellowed, that I have thought 
fomc of Natures JourHy-men had made noetij and not made them 
well, they imitated humanity fo abominably. 

p/ay.l hope we have reformed that indifferently with us. 

Ham.O reforme it altogether: and let thofe that play yoffr 
Clownes fpeake no more than is fet downe for them , for there be 
of them that will themfelves laugh, to let on fbme quantitieof 
barren Ipc6f ators to laugh too, though in the meane time feme 
neceflary queftion of theP lay be then to be confidercu . that s vu- 
lanous , and foewes a mod pitifull ambition in the Foole that u- 
fes it :goe, make you ready. How now my Lord? will the King 
heare this piece of worke ? 

Enter P olomus ,(J ay laenft erne .and Rojencram. 

Pol. And the Queene too, and that prefently. 

Ham. Bid the Players make hafie.Will you two help to haften 

Rof. I my Lord. Exeunt thofe two. ( them. 

Ham. What hoe, Horatio ? 

Hora. Here fweet Lord, at your fervice. 

Ham. Horatio, thou art een as jnff a mas 
As ere my conversion cop’c withall. 

Hora.O my deare Lord. 

Ham. Nay, doe not thinke I flatter, 

Forwhar advancement may I hope from thee 

That no revenue haft but thy good Ipirit s 

To feed and cloath thee? why fhould the poor be flattered? 

NQ» 
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(Prince of Denmark^ 

No, let the candied tongue licke abfurd pompe, 
Andcrooke the pregnant hinges of t he : knee 
Where thrift may follow fawning : doeft thou heare . 
Since my deare loule was Miftris of her choice. 

And could of men diftinguifh her eleiLon, 

Sh'ath feal’d thee for her felfe: for thou haft bin 
As One in differing all that fuffers nothing ; 

A man that fortunes buffets and rewards 
Haft ta’n with equall thanks : and bleft are thofe 
Whofe blood and judgement are fo well comedies 
That they are not a pipe for fortunes finger. 

To found what flop {he pleafe : give me that man 
That is not paffions Have, and 1 will weare him 
In my hearts core, L in my heart of heart. 

As I doe thee. Something too much of this: 

There is a play to night before the King, 

One Scene of it comes neere the circumftance 
Which I have told thee of my Fathers death ; 

I prethee when thou fceftthat Act on foot 
Even with the very comment of thy foule 
Obferve my uncle : ifhis occulted guilt 
Doe not it felfe unkennell in one fpeech. 

It is a damned Ghoft that we have feene. 

And my imaginations are as foule 

As Vulcans ftithy : give him heedfull note, <- 

For I mine eyes will rivet to his face. 

And after we will both our judgements joins 
In cenlure of his leaning. 

Hora. Well my Lora, 

If a fteale ought thewhilft this Play is playing 
And fcape detection, I will pay the theft. 

Enter Trumpets and Kettle Drums, King, 
J£ueen } P oloniue , Ophelia. 
Ham.They are comming to the play, I muft be idle. 
Get you a place. 

King. How fares our Coufin Hamlet. 

Ham. Excellent ifaitb, 

Of the Cameleons difh, I eat the aire, 

G 2 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Promife-cram’d , you cannot feed Capons fo. 

King- 1 have nothing with this anftver Hamlet , 

Thefe words are not mine. 

Ham. No, nor mine now my Lord- 
You plai’d once in the Univerfity you fay. 

Pol. That did I my Lord, and was accounted a good A6tor. 

Ham. What did you ena& 

Pol. I did enadf Julius fafar, I was kill’d i’th Capitoll, 
Brutus kill’d me. 

Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill io capxtall a calfe there. 
Be the Players ready ? 

Rof. I my Lord, they flay upon your patience. 

Cjer. Come hither my deare Hamlet , fit by me. • 

Ham. No good mother, here’s metall more attractive. 

Pol. O ho, doe you marke that ? 

Ham. Lady, fhall I lye in your lap ? 

Ophel. No my Lord. 

Ham. Doe you thinke I meant Countrey matters ? 

Ophel. I thinke nothing my Lord. 

Ham. That’s a faire thoughc to lye between maids legs. 

Ophel. What is my Lord ? 

Ham. Nothing. 

Ophel.You are merry my Lord. 

Ham. Who I ? 

Ophel. I my Lord. 

Ham. O God ! your onely Jig-maker, what fhould a man doe 
but be merry : for looke you how cheerfully my mother lookes, 
and my father died within’s two houres. 

Ophel. Nay,’tis twice two moneths my Lord. 

Ham. So long ! nay then let the divell vveare black, for He have 
a fute of fables : O heavens ! dye two months agoe, and not for- 
gotten yet ! then there’s hope a great mans memory may out-live 
his life halfe a yeerc ; but berLady a muft build Churches then or 
elffe fhall a fuffer not thinking on, with the Robby-horfe, whole E- 
pitaph is, for O, for O, the Hobby-horfe is forgot. 

The 'Trumpets found. Dumbe (hew foil owes. 

Enter a King and a Queen, the Queene embracing him, and he 
her 3 het akes her up, and declines his head upon her necke, he lyes 
him 



frinee 0/ Den marke. 

him downe upon a banke of flowers , fbe feeing him afleepe leaves 
him : anon come sin another man , takes off his Crowne, kjjjes tty 
poures poifon in the fleepers cares , and leaves him •• the Queen re- 
turnes, fades the King dead, makes pafflonate attion, the poijoner 
with fome three orfoure.comes in again, feem to condole with her, 
the dead bt/dy is oarriedaway , the poifoner woes the Queene with 
gifts,fhe femes harfb awhile, but in the end accepts love. 

Ophel. W hat meanes this my Lord ? 

Ham- Marry it is munching Mallico, it meanes mificbiefe. 

Ophel. Belike this (hew imports the argument of the Play. 

Ham. We fhall know by this fellow, Enter Prologue. 
The P I ay ers cannot keepe, they’ll tell all. 

’• Ophel. Will a tell us what this (hew meant? 

Ha. I, or any fhew that you will (hew him,be not you afham* d 
to fhew,hee’ll not fhame to tell you what it meanes. 

Ophel. You are naught, you are naught, He marke thePlay. 

‘ Prologue . For us and for our Tragedy, 

Here Hooping to your clemency, 

W e begge your nearing patiently. 

Ham. Is this a Prologue, or the pofie of a ring - ? 

Ophel. ’Tis briefe my Lord. 

Ham. As womans love. 

Enter King and Queene. 

King. Full thirty times hath Phoebus Cart gone round 
Heptanes fait wafh, and Tellus orb’d the ground. 

And thirty dozen Moones with borrowed fheene 
About the world have twelve times thirty been. 

Since love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands 
Unite commutua 1 1 i n mod facred bands. 

<Que. So many journies may theSun and Moone 
Make us againe count ore ere love be done: 

But woe is me, you are fofickeoflate, 

Sofarrefrom cheere,and from your former ftate, 

That I diftruft you ; yet though I diftruft, 

Difcomfort you my Lord it nothing muft. 

For women feare too much, even as they love. 

And womans feare and love hold quantity. 

Either none, in neither ought, or in extremity. 

G 3 Now 
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The Tragedy of Hamlec 

Now what my love is proofe hath made you know, t 

And as my love is ciz’d my teare is lo : 

Where love is great, the littleft doubts are feare ; 

Where little fears grow great, great love grows there. 

.K/Kf.Faith I mull leave thee love, and fhortly toQ, 

My operant powers their functions leave to doe, 

And thou (halt livcin this faire world behind. 

Honour’d, belov’d, and haply one as kind 
For husband fhaltthou. 

Qttee. O confound the reft 1 
Such love muft needs be treafbn in my bread- 
In fecond husband let me be accurft, 

None wed the fecond but who kill’d the firft : Ham. That's 

The inftances that fecond marriage move w ormwood. 

Are bafe refpe&s of thrift, bnt none of love : 

A fecond time I kill my husband dead 
When fecond husband kifles me in bed. 

King. I do beleeve you thinke what now you Ipeak, 

But what we doe determine oft we breake, 

Purpofe is but the flave to memory, 

Of violent birth, but poore validity; 

Which now the fruit unripe ftickes on the tree, 

But fall unfhaken when they mellow be- 
Moft neceflary ’tis that we forget 
T o pay our fel ves what to our felves is debt ; 

What to our felves in paflion we propofe. 

The paflion ending doth the purpole loie ; 

The violence of either griefe or joy 

Their owne ena&ures with themfelvesdeftroy ; 

Where joy moftrevells griefe doth moft lament : 

Griefe joy, joy griefes,on flender accident. 

This world is not for aye, nor ’tis not ftrange, 

That even our loves fhould with our fortunes change: 

For ’tis a queftion left us yet to prove, 

W hethcr love lead fortune, or elfe fortune love. 

The great man downe, you marke his favourite flies. 

The poore advanc’d makes friends of enemies: 

And hitherto doth love on fortune tend. 

For 



Prince of Dcnmarke- 

For who not needs fhall never lacke a friend", 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 

Direftly fealons him his enemy- 
But orderly toend where I begun. 

Our wills and fates doe lo contrary run, 

That our devices ftill are overthrowne : 

Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our owne. 

So thinke thou wilt no fecond husband wed. 

But dye thy thought^ when thy ftrft Lord is dead- 
0«tfe.Nor earth to me give food, nix heaven light, 

SpOTt and repofe locke from me day and nigh* 

To defperationturne my truft and hope. 

And Anchors cheere in prifon be my fcope, 

Each oppofitethat blankes the face ofjoy. 

Meet what I would have well, and it deftroy; 

Both here and hence purfue me lading ftrife, Ham.lr Are Ihould 
If once I be a widow, ever I be a wife. break it now. 

King. ’Tis deeply Iworne rfweet leave me here a while. 

My fpirits grow dull, and faine Iwould beguile 
The tedious day with lleep. 

Qnee Sleep rocke thy braine, _ 

And never come mifehancebetweene us twaine- Exeunt. 

Ham. Madam, how iike you this play ? 

Quee. The Lady doth proteft too much me thinkes- 
Ham. O but fhee’ll keepe her word. . 

Kin Have you heard the argument ? is there no offence in t r 
Ham. No, no, they doe but jeft,poifon in jeft, no offence i th 
King. What doe you call the play ? (world. 

Ham. The Moufe-trap ; marry how ? tropically .This play is the 
image of a murther done in Vienna , (Jen-^ago is the Dukes name, 
his wife Baptifia, you fhall fee anon, ’tis a knavifh piece of work* 
but what of that ? your Majeftie and we fhall have free loules, it 
touches us not ; let the galled jade winch , our withers are un- 
Wrung. This is one Luciantu Nephew to the King. 

Enter Luciantu. f 

Ophel. You areas good as a Chertts my Lord. 

Ham ! could interpret betweene you and your love 
If I could fee the puppits dallying. 
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Ophel.You are keene my Lord, you are keene. 

It would coft you a groaning to take off mine edge. 

Ophel. Still better andworfe. 

Ham. So you miftake your husbands. Begin murtherer, leave 
thy damnable faces and begin, come, the croking raven doth bel- 
low for revenge. 

Z,«c.Thoughrs black, hands apt,drngs fit, and time agreeing, 
Confiderate feafon, el/e no creature feeing. 

Thou mixture ranke, of midnight weeds collected, 

W ith Hecats bane thrice blafled, thrice infe&ed. 

Thy naturall magicke, and dire property. 

On wholfome life ufurps immediately. 

Ham A poifons him i’th garden for his eftate,his nam t’sg<MK.a- 
jr<j,the ftory is extant, and written in very choice Italian:you fhall 
fee anon how the murtherer gets the love of Gonz,aooes wife. 

Ophel. The King rifes. 

Quee. How fares my Lord ? 

Pol. Give ore the play. 

King. Give me fome light, a way. 

Pol. Lights, lights, lights. Exeunt all but Ham & Horatio. 

Ham. Why let the ftrucken Deere eoeweep. 

The Hart ungalled play. 

For fome muff watch whileft fome muftfleep. 

Thus runs the world away. Would not this fir,and aforreftoffoa- 
thers,if the reft of my fortunes turn T urk with me, with provincial 
Rofes on my raz’d fhooes,get me a fellovvfhip in a city of plaiers > 

Hora. Halfeafbare. 

Ham. A whole one I. 

For thou doeft know O Damon deare 
This realme difmantled was 
Of Jove himfelfe, and now raignes here 
A very very paiocke. 

Hora. You might have rim’d.- 

Hora. Very well my Lord. 

Ham. Upon the talke of the poilbning. 

Hora. I did very well note him. 

Ham. 



( Prince of Denmark^ 

Ham. Ah ha, come fome muficke, come the Recorders, 

For if the King likes not the Comedy, 

Why then belike he likes it not perdie. 

Come, fome muficke. a 

Enter Rofencraut and Cjuyldenjrerne. 

Guyl. Good my Lord vouchfafe me a word with you. 

Ham. SirawholeHiftorie. 

The King fir. 

Ham. I fir, what of him ? 

Guyl. Is in his retirement marvellous diftempered. 

Ham. W ith drinke fir ? 

Guyl. No my Lord, with choler. . 

Ham. Your wifedome lhould ftiew it felfe more richer tofig- 
nifie this to the Do&or ; for for mee to put him to his purgation, 
would perhaps plunge him into more choler. 

Guyl. Good my Lord put your difcourfe into fome frame. 

And flare not fo wildly upon my affaire. 

Ham. I am tame fir, pronounce. 

Guyl. The Queene your mother in moft great affliction of Ipi- 
rit,hath font me to you. 

Ham. You are welcome- 

Gay .Nay good myLord,this courtefie is not of the right breed, 
if it /hall pleafe yOu to make mee a wholfome anfwer , I will doe 
your mothers commandement , if not, your pardon and my re- 
turne {ball be the end of thebufineffe. 

Ham.Sir I cannot. 

Rof. W hat my Lord ? 

Ha .Make you a wholfome anfwer,my wit’s difeas’d.but fir, lueh 
anfwer as I can make you fhall command, or rather as you fay, my 
mother ; therefore no more, but to the matter, my mother you fey. 

Rof. Then thus fhe faies, your behaviour hath ftrooke her into 
amazement and admiration. 

Ham. O wonderfullfonne that can fo aftonifh a mother ! but is 
there no fequell at the heels of thi? mothers admiration ? impart. 

Rof. She defires to fpeak with yv& in her clofet ere you go to bed. 

Ham. We fhall obey, were fhe ten times our mother ; have you 
any further trade with us ? 

Rof. My Lord you once did love me. 

Pi Ham* 
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The Tragedy o/Hamlet 

Ham. And doe ftill by thefe pickers and dealers. 

Rof. Good my Lord what is your caufe of diftemper ? you doe 
liirely barre the doore upon your owne liberty , if you deny your 
griefes to your friend. 3 3 

Ham. Sir I lacke advancement. 

%of. How can that be, when you have the voice ofthe Kin° him- 
felfe for your fucceffion in Denmark? ? 

Enter the Players with Recorders. 

Ham. I fir, but while the grade growes ; the proverbe isfome- 
thing mufty : oh the Recorders, let me lee one , to withdraw with 
you ; why doe you goe about to recover the wind of me , as if you 
wou Id drive me in to a toile ? 3 

Gu.o my Lord, if my duty be too bold,my love is too unmanerlv 

Ha .\ do not well underftand that : will you play upon this pipe? 

Guyl. My Lord I cannot. 4 *■ ' 

Ham. I pray you. 

guyl. Beleeve me I cannot. 

Ham. I befeech you. 

Guyl. I know no touch ofit my Lord. 

Ham.it is as ea fie as lying ; govern thefe ventages with your fin- 
gers and the thumbe,giveit breath with your mouth, and it will 
difcourfe moft eloquent mufick : look you, thefe are the flops 

Ham. Why look you now how unworthy a thing you make of 
me, you would play upon me, you would feeme to know my flops 
you would plucke out theheart of my myfterie, you woSfound 
mee from my loweft note to my compafle, and there is much mu- 
ficke, excellent voicein , this Iittleorgan , yet cannot you makTit 
fpejke,s bloud do you think I am eafier to be plaid on t han a pipe? 
Call me what inftrument you will, though you fret me no/vou 

cannot play upon me. God blcfle you fir. Y 

_ , w . _ , , Enter Polonius. 

the Qaeen i would fpeak with you,and prefently 

Ham. Me thinkes it is like a Wezell 
It is blacke like a Wezell. 

Ham, 
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(Prince of Denmark^ 

Ham- Or like a Whale. 

Po/.Very like a Whale. 

Ham. Then I will come to my mother by and by ; 

They foole me to the top of my bent. I will come by and by* 
Leave meS»8nds.*- 
I willjfayfo. By andby iseafilylaid. 

’Tis now the very witching time of night, 

When Church-yards yawne,and hell it felfebreathes out 
Contagion to the world : now could I drinke hot blood. 
And doe luch bufinefle as the bitter day 
W ould quake to looke on : foft, now to my mother, 

0 heart lofe not thy nature ! let not ever 
The foule of Nero enter this firme bolbme ! 

Let me be cruell, not unnaturall. 

1 will fpeake daggers to her, but ufe none. 

My tongue and foule in this be hypocrites ; 

How in my words foever fhe be fhent. 

To give them feales never my foule confent- 

Enter King,Rofencraus,andGuyldenfterH < • 

King. I like him not, nor ftands it fafe with us 
To let his madnefle range ; therefore prepare you, 

I your Commiflion will forthwith dilpatch. 

And he to England fhall along with you. 

The tearmes of our eftate may not endure 
Hazzard fo neare us as doth nourely grow 
Outofhisbrowes. 

Guyl- We will our felves provide ; 

Moft holy and religions feare it is 
T o keepe thofo many many bodies fafe 
That live and feed upon your Majefty. 

Rof. The fingle and peculiar life is bound 
W ith all the ftrength and armour ofthe mind 
To keepe it felfe from noyance, but much more 
That fpirit, upon whole weale depends and refts 
The lives of many :the cede ofMajefty 
Dyes not alone, but like a gulfe doth draw 
What’s neare it with it : or it is a maffie wheele, 

Fixt on the lbmj|fet of the higheft mount. 










dETi^ r tH2f£/?JH/£IHI2J 




The Tragedy o/Hamlet 

To whofe huge fpokes ten thoufand letter things 
Are morteift and adjoin’d, which when it falls. 

Each final! arinexment , pettie confequence | 

Attends the boiftrousraine, never alone 

Did the King figh , buta generall grone- '/ 

King.Kivas. you I pray you to this fpeedy voiage. 

For we will fetters put about this feare 
W hich now goes too free footed. 

Rof. W e will make hafte. Exeunt Gent. 

Enter To lonita. 

Pol. My Lord hee’s going to his mothers clofet. 
Behind the Arras He convay my felfe 
To heare the proceflejle warnt fhee’l tax him home," 

And as you laid, and wifely was it (aid, 

Tis meet that fbme more audience than a mother. 

Since nature makes them partiall, fhould ore-heare 
The fpeech of vantage ; fare you well my Liege, 

He call upon you ere you goe to bed. 

And tell you what I heare. Exit. 

X/^.Thankes dearemy Lord. : 

O my offence is ranke, it fmels to heaven. 

It hath the primalleldeft curfe upon’t j 
A brothers murder : pray can I not, 

Though inclination be as fharpe as will. 

My ftronger guilt defeats my ftrongintent ; 

And like a man to double bufinefle bound, 
Iftandinpaufewhere I (hall firft begin, 

And both negleft : what if this curfed hand 
Were thicker than it felfe with brothers blood ? 

Is there not raine enough in the fveet heavens 
To wafli it white as fnow ? whereto ferves mercy, 

But to confront the vifage of offence ? 

And what’s in prayer, but this twofold force. 

To be fbreftalled ere we come to fall, 

Or pardon being downe? then Ilelookeup : 

My fault is part : but oh ! what forme of prayer 
Can ferve my turne ? forgive me my foule murther > 

That cannot be,fince I am ftill potteft 



Of 



(prince ofDe nmarke. 

Ofthofe^ffefts for which I did the murther, 

My Crowne,mine owne ambition, and my Queene : 
May one be pardoned and retaine th’offence ? 

In the corrupted currents of this world 
Offences guided hand may fbew by juftice, 

And off ’ns feene the wicked prize it felfe 
Buyes out the Law ; but ’tis not fo above, 

There is no fhuffling, there the aftion lyes 
In his true nature, and we our felves compeld 
Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults 
To give in evidence : what then ?what refts ? 

Try what repenrance can ; what can it not ? 

Yet what can it when one cannot repent ? 

O wretched flate ! O bofome blacke as death 1 

0 limed foule ! that ftruggling tobe free. 

Art more ingaged ! helpe Angels,makeaflay, 

Bow ftubborn knees, and hearts with firings of fteele. 
Be foft as finnewes of the new-borne babe. 

All may be well. Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Now might I do it, but now a is praying. 

And now He do’t, aud fo a goes to heaven, 

And fb am I reveng’d ? that would be fcann’d 5 
A villaine kills my father, and for that 

1 his foie fonne doe this fame villaine fend 
To heaven : 

W hy this is bale and filly, — — not revenge : 

A tooke my father groffely, full ofbread. 

With all hiscrimes broad blowne, as flufh as May, 
And how his audit ftands who knowes fave heaven ? 
But in our circumftance. and courfe of thought , 

’Tis heavie with him ; and am I then reveng’d 
To take him in the purging of his foule, 

When heis fit and feafoned for his paflage ? 

No, 

Up fword, and know thou a more horrid hent. 

When he is drunke, afleep, or in his rage. 

Or in th’incefiuous pleafure of his bed, 

. At game, a fwearing, or about fome aft 
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\ Tie Tragedy of Hamlet 

That has no rellifh of falvation in’t, 

Then tnp him that his heele may kicke at heaven. 

And that his loule may be as damn’d and blacke 
As hell whereto it goes : my mother ftayes, 

This Phyfickebut prolongs thy ficklydayes. Exit. 

King. My words flye up, my thoughts remaine below, 

\V ords wichout thoughts never to heaven goe. Exit. 

Enter Gertrardand Polonius. 

Tol. A will come ftrait, looke you lay home to him, 

Tell him his prankes havebin too broad to beare with, 

And that your grace hath fereen’d and flood betweene 
Much heat and him. He filence me even here, 

Pray you be round. Enter Hamlet. 

G er. lie warrant you, feare me not. 

Withdraw, I heare him comming. 

Ham. Now mother what’s the matter? 

Ger. Hamlet thou haft thy father much offended. 

Ham. Mother you have my father much offended. 

Ger. Come, come, you aniwer with an idle tongue. 

Ham Goe, goe, you queftion with a wicked tongue. 

Ger. Why how now Hamlet ? 

Ham. What’s the matter now 
Cj er. H ave you forgot me ? 

Ham. No by the Rood not Co, 

You are the Queene, your husbands brothers wife. 

And would it were not lo, you are my mother. 

Cjer- Nay then lie let thole to you that can Ipeake. 

H am. Come, come, and fit you downc, you lhall not budge. 
You goe not till I fet you up aglaflfe 
W here you may fee the moll part of you- 
G er. What wilt thou doe ? thou wilt not murder me ? 
Helpeho. 

Pol. W hat hoe helpe. 

Ham. How now, a Rat, dead for a Ducket, dead, 

Pol. O I am fiaine. 

C/er. O me, what haft thou done ? 

Ham. Nay I know not, is it the King ? 

Ger. O what a ralh and bloody deedds this ! 

Ham. 
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(prince o/Dcnmarke. 

Ham. A bbudy deed, almoft as bad good mother 
As kill a King, and marry with his brother. 

Ger As kill a King?. 

Ham. I Lady, it was my word. 

Thou wretched, rafh, intruding foole farewell, 

I tooke thee for thy better, take thyfbrtune. 

Thou findeft to be too bvifie is fome danger. 

Leave wringing of your hands, peace, fit you downe. 

And let me wring your hearr, for fo I fhall. 

If it be made of penetrable ftuffe. 

If damned cuftome have not braz’d it fo. 

That it be proofe and bulwarke againft fenfe. 

ger. What have 1 done, that thou dareft wagge thy tongue 
In noife fo rude againft me ? 

Ham. Such an aft 

That-blurres the grace and blufh ofmodefty, 

Calls vertue hypocrite, takes off the Role 
From the faire forehead of an innocent love. 

And fets a blifter there, makes marriage vowes 
As falfe as Dicers oathes : Oh fuch a deed 
As from the body of contradtion pluckes 
The very foule , and fvveet Religion makes 
A raplodie of words, heavens face does glow 
Ore this folidity and compound maffe 
W ith heated vifage, as againft the doome. 

Is thought-ficke attheadl. 

Qttee. Ay me, what ad! ? 

.HW.That roares lo loud, and thunders in the Index : 

Looke here upon this pidfure , and on this. 

The counterfeit prefentment of two brothers ; 

See what a grace was feated on his brow, 

Hiperions curies, the front of Jove himfelfe. 

An ey e like Mars , to threaten and command, 

A Ration like the Herald Mercury 
New lighted on a heave, a killing hill, 

A combination and forme indeed 

W here every god did feeme to fet his feale, 

■To give the world affurance of a man. 














j The Tragedy of Hamlet 

This was your husband : look you now what follows* 
Here is your husband* like a mildew’d eare* 

Blafting his wholfome brother : have you eyes ? 
Could you on this faire mountain leave to feed. 

And batten on this moore ? ha ! have you eyes ? 

Y on cannot call it love, for at your age 
The heyday in theblood is tame, it’s humble, 

And waits upon the judgement ; and what judgment 
W ould ftep from this to this ? fenfe fore you have, 
Elfe could you not have motion ,but fore that fenfe 
Is apoplext, for madnefle would not erre, 

Nor fenfe to extafie was ne’er fo thrall’d. 

But it referv’d feme quantity of choice 
To ferve in foch a difference : What divell was’t 
That thus hath couzen’d you at hodman-blind ? 

Eies without feeling, feeling without fight* 

Eares without hands, or eyes, fmelling fans all. 

Or but a fickly part of one true fenfe 

Could not fo mope. Oh fhame 1 where is thy blufh ? 

Rebellious hell* 

If thou canft mutine in a Matrons bones 
To flaming youth, let vertue beaswaxe 
And melt in her owne fire, proclaimeno fhame 
W hen the compulfive ardure gives the charge, 

Since froft it felfe as actively doth burne. 

And reafon pardons will. 

ger.O Hamlet fpeake no more, " 

Thou turn’ll my very eyes into my foule. 

And there I fee foch blacke and grieved fpots 
As will leave there their tinft. 

Ham. Nay but to live 
In theranke fweat of an inceftuous bed. 

Stew’d in corruption, honying and making love 
Over the nafty flye. 

Ger. O fpeake to me no more, 

Thefe words likedaggers enter in mine eares. 

No morefweet Hamlet . 

Ham. A murtherer and a villaine* 





Aflav* . 



(Prince of Dcnm arke." 

A Have that is not twentieth part the kyth 
Of your, precedent Lord, a vice of-Kings, 

A Cut -purfe of the Empire and the rule. 

That from a fhelfe the precious diadem ftole. 

And put it in his pocket. Enter Ghoft. 

Ham. A King of Ihreds and patches. 

Save me and hover ore me with your wings 

You heavenly guards : what would your gracious figure ? 

Ger. Alafle hee’s mad. 

Ham • Doe you not come your tardie fonne to chide. 

That lap’ll in time, and paflion lets goe by 
Th’important ailing of your dread command? O fay • 

Ghofi. Doe not forget : this vifitation 
Is but to whet thy almofl blunted purpofe. 

But looke, amazement on thy mother fits ; 

O flepbetweene her and her fighing foule ! 

Conceit in weakefl bodies ftrongefl workes. 

Speake to her Hamlet. 

Ham. How is it with you Lady ? 

Ger. Alafle how is’t with you. 

That you doe bend your eye on vacancie. 

And with th’incorporall aire do hold difeourfe ? 

Forth at your eyes your fpirits wildly peepe. 

And as the deeping Souldiers in th’alarine. 

Your beaded haire like life in excrements 
Starts up and flands an ejnd ■: O gentle fonne ! 

Upon the heat and flame of ’thy diflemper 
Sprinkle code patience : whereon doe you looke ? 

Ham.On him, on him,look you how pale he gleres. 

His forme and caufe conjoin’d, preaching to Hones 
W ould make them capable ; doe not look upon me. 

Left vvi th this piteous ailion you convert 
My flerne effedls ; then what I have to doe 
Will want true colour, teares perchance for blood. 

Ger. To whom doe you fpeake this ? 

Htfw.Doeyou fee nothing there? 1 - : ; 

</tr. Nothing at all, yet-all that is there I fecc 

Ham. Nor did you nothing heare ? 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Ger- No nothing but our felves. 

Ham. Why looke you there, looke how it fteales away, 

My father in his habit as he Jiv’d, 

Looke where he goes, even now out at the portall. Exit ghojh 

Ger. This is the yery coy nage of your braine. 

This bodilefle creation extafie is very cunning in. 

Ham. My pulfe as yours doth temperately keep time, 

And makes as healthfull mufick : it is not madnefle 
That I have uttred, bring me to the teft, 

And I the matter will re-word, which madnefle 
W ould gambole from. Mother, for love of grace 
Lay not this flattering un&ion to your foule. 

That not your trefpafle but my madnefle Ipeakesj 
It will but skin and filme theulcerous place, 

Whiles ranke corruption mining all within 
Infedts untoene : confefle your felfe to heaven. 

Repent what’s part, avoid what is to come. 

And doe not Ipread the comport on the weeds 
To make them ranker : forgive me this my vertue, 

For in the fa tnefle of thefe purfie times 
Vertue it felfe ofvice muft pardon begge. 

Yea courb and wooe for leave to doe him good. 

Ger. O Hamlet, thou haft cleft my heart in twaine. 

Ham. O throw away the wortor part of it. 

And leave the purer with the other halfe. 

Goodnight, but goe not to my uncles bed, 

Afliime a vertue ifyou have it not, 

That monfter cuftome,who all fenfe doth eat. 

Of habits divert, is Angel yet in this. 

That to the ufe of adl ions faire and good 
He likewife gives a frockeor Livery 
That aptly is put on : refrain to night. 

And that fhall lend a kinde of eafinefle 
To the next abftinence, the next more eafie $ 

For uto almoft can change the ftampe ofnature. 

And mafter the Divert, or throw him out 
W ith wondrous potency : Once moregood|night. 

And when you are defirous to be bleft 

Ik 



(Prince of D enmarke* 

Ueblefllngbeg of you : for this fame Lord 
I doe repent, but heaven hath pleas’d it to. 

To punifh me with this, and this with me, 

That I murt be their fcourge and minifler : 

I will beftow him, and will anftvet well . 

The death I gave him ; to againe good night. 

Imuftbf cruellonely to be kinde, ... 

' T$u? badbegins, and worfe remaines behind. 

One wors«more good Lady. 

Ger. What fhall I doe ? 

Ham. Not this by no meanes that Ibid you doe. 
Let the blowt King tempt you to bed againe. 

Pinch wanton on your cheeke,call you his Mould, 
And let him for a paire of reechy kifles, ( 

Or pad ling in your nccke with his damn’d fingers, 
Make you to ravell all this matter out. 

That I eflentially am not in madnefle, 

But mad in craft ; ’twere good you let him know. 

For who that’s but Queen, faire, fober, wife. 

Would from a paddocke, from a Bat, a Gib, 

Such deare concernings hide ? who would doe lb ? 
No, in defpight of lento and fecrecie 
Unpeg the basket on the houfes top. 

Let thebirds flye, and like the famous Ape, 

To try conclufionsin the basket creepe. 

And breake your owne necke downe. 

Ger. Be thou aflur’d if words be made of breath, 
And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 
What thou haft laid to me. 

Ham. I muft to England, you know that. 
ger. Alacke I had forgot, 

’Tis lb concluded on. 

.ffo.There’s letters feal’d,i& my twolchool-felloWS, 
Whom I will truft as I will adders fang’d. 

They beare the mandate, they muft Iweep my way, 
And marfhall me to knavery ; let it worke. 

For ’tis the fport, to have the Enginer 
Hoift with his ownepetar,an’t (hall goe hard 
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Tfo Tragedy ©/Hamlet 

But I will delveone yard below their Mihe£ 

And blow them at theMoone :G ’tismoft fwect 
When in one line two crafts dire&ly meet. 

This man lhall fet me packing, 

He lugge the guts into the neighbour roome. 

Mother good night indeed , this Counfeller 
Is now mod (dill, mod fecret, and mod grave, 

Who was in’s life a mold fboliili prating knave. 

Come fir, to draw toward an end with you. 

Good night mother. Exit 

Enter King and Queen, with Rofencra.m 
and Guyldenfieme. 

King. There’s matter in thele fighes, thefe profound heaves. 
You muft tranflate,’tis fit we underftand them : 

Where is yourfbnne? 

Gert . Beftow this place on us a little while. 

Ah mine owne Lord, what have I ieene to night ? 

King. What Gertrard , how does Hamlet ? 

GVr.Mad as the lea and wind when both contend 
Which is the mightier itt his lawlefte fit. 

Behind the Arras hearing fomethinc for, 

Whips out his Rapier, cryesaRatfa Rat, ^ r - 

And in this brainifh apprehenfion kills 

The unfeene good old man. ’’ 

King. O heavie deed! 

It had beenfo vvith us had we been there. 

His liberty is full of threats to all, 

To you your folfe, to us, to every one. ;Y , 

A las, how lhall this bloody deed be anlvvered > 

It will be laid to us, whole providence 

Thfc m ° tt > reftrai nU an ^ out of haunt v - - 

This mad young man : but lo much vyas our love 

We would Bofuhderfta hdWhat was mold fit. 

But like the owner of a foule difeafe. 

To keep it fro^divnlging, let it feed 
Even on the pith of fife .-where is begone ? 

nr 5T- T ?* aw a P art the body he hath kill’d. 

Ore whom his very madnefTe, like fome Ore 
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Prince o/Denmarko 

Amongaminerallofmetallbafe, . f '■ 

ShewesitfeIfepure,'a;weepsf<»wfia£isdone, y .. 

King- Gertrard come away, . 

The Sunne no lboner (hall the mountaines touch 

But we will (hip him hence, and this vile deed 

We muft with all our Majeftie and skill Enter Rof& Guy Id- 

Loth countenance and excufe. Ho Guyldenfieme , 

Friends both, goe joine with you fome farther aide, 

Hamlet in maanefle hath Polonius (daine, 

And from his mothers clofet hath he drag’d him ; 

Goe feeke him out, fpeake faire, and bring.thebody - 
Into the Chappell ; I pray you haft in this : - 3»f; ■ ■ ; ' ; : ' 

Come Gertrard, wee’ll call up our wileft friends. 

And let them know both what we meane to doe, - 'Y - V 
And what’s untimely done. 

Whole whilper ore the worlds Diameter, 
AslevellastheCannontohis-blanke ’ : ■ 

Tranfports his poyfoned fhot, may mifle oar name. 

And hit the woundlefle aire : O come away. 

My (buleisfullcfdiicordand difrnay. Exeunt . 

Enter Hamlet, R ofenemta, and ethert?- 
Ha.Safely flow’d : but lbftly.ivhat noife ? Who' cd\\i on Hamlet? 
O here they come. r. 

'5* 




And beareit to the Chappell; 

Ham- Doe not beleeveit. 

Ref. Beleeve what T : Is 

Ham. That I can keepe your counfell and not mine owne ; be- 




Rof.T ake you me for a fpunge my Lord 
Ha. I fir, that fokes up the Kings countenance, his rewards, his 




to be laid (wallowed ; when he needs what you have gleaned, it is 
but fqueefing yon, and fpunge you (hall be dry againe. 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Rof. I underftand you not my Lord- 

Ham. I am glad of it : a knavifh fpeech fleeps in a foolifh eare.'f 

Rof. My Lord you muft tell us where the body is, and goe with 
us to the King. 

Ham. The body is with the King, but the King is not]with the 
body : the King is a thing. 

Cjujl. A thing my Lord ? 

Ham. Of nothing, bring me to him. Exeunt, 

Enter King and trvo or three. 

King. I have fent to feek him, and to find the body; 

How dangerous is it that this man goes Ioofe ? 

Yet muft we not put the firong law on him, 

Hee’s lov’d ofthediftra&ed multitude, 

W ho like not in their judgement, but their eyes. 

And where ’tis fb, th’offenders feourge is waigh’d. 

But never the offence : to beare all fmooth and even. 

This fudden fending him away muft feeme 
Deliberate paufe ; difeafes defperate growne 
By defperate appliance are reliev’d, 

* Ornotatall. 

Enter Rofe nerd its, and all the reft. 

King.How now ? what hath befallen ? 

Ref. Where the dead body is beftow’d my Lord 
W e cannot get from him. 



King. Now Hamlet , where’s Poloniut ? 

Ham. At fupper. 

King. At fupper ? where ? 

Hi a. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten, a certain convo- 
cation of politick worms are een at him : your worme is your only 
Emperour for diet. W e fat all creatures elfe to fat us, and wee fat 
our felves for maggots ; your fat King and your lean beggar is but 
variable fervice,t wo difhes but to one table, that’s the end. 

King. Alas, alas ! 

Hi <tm. A man may fifh with the worme that hath eat of a King, 

eat 



King. But where is he ? 

Rof. W ithout my Lord, guarded to know your pleafure.' 
King. Bring him before us. q j. 

Rof. Ho, bring in the Lord. They enter. 
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Prince of Dcnmarke. 

eat of the fi fb that hath fed of that worme. 

King. What doeft thou meane by this ? 

ifrfw.Nothing but tofhew you how a King may goe a pro- 
grefle through the guts of a beggar. 

King . W here is Polonitu ? 

Ham. In heaven , fend thither to lee, if your meflenger find him 
not there, feeke him i’th other place your felfe : but indeed if you 
find him not within this moneth,you (hall nofe him as you go up 
the ftaires into the Lobby. 

King. Goe feeke him there. 

Ham. A will ftay till you come. 

King. Hamlet this deed for thine elpecialllafety. 

Which we doe tender, as we dearly grieve 

For that which thou haft done, muft fend thee hence : 

Therefore prepare thy felfe. 

The Barke is ready, and the winde at helpe, 

Th’afTociates tena, and every thing is bent 
For England. 

Ham. For England ? 

King. I Hamlet. 

Ham. Good. 

King. So is it if thou knew’ft our purpofeS. 

Ham. I fee a Cherub that fees them : but come, for England e 
Farewell deare mother. 

King. Thy loving father Hamlet. 

Ham. My mother, father and mother is man and wife* 

Man and wife is one flefh,and lb my mother. 

Come, for England, Exit. 

King. Follow him at foot. 

Tempt him with fpeed aboard. 

Delay it not, lie have him hence to night : 

Away, for every thing is feal’d and done 

That elfe leanes on the affaire ; pray you make hafte? 

And England , if my love thou holdft at ought. 

As my great power thereof may give thee fenfe. 

Since yet thy cicatrice lookes raw and red 
After the Danifb fword, and thy free awe 
. Paies homage to us, thou maift not coldly fet 













The Tragedy o/Hamlet ' 

OurSoveraigne proceffe, which imporfcs^tfnll:. :h :iu : . ; ic 
By letters congruing to lilm : effect * 1 : iio lrf rob; ."/■/ ,WvA 'y 
The prefencdeath ot J?k«w/^j.doffitErigIand, 

For like the He 6 ticke in my blood he rages. 

And thou muft cure me : till I know ’tisdone. 

How eremyhaps, myjoyeswillnerebegin. >t n ■ '■■Exit. 

Enter F.ortinbrstffe-witkhu Ar.ntj overt be Stage<?n-r' : xi 
Fortin. Goe Captaine,from megreerthe Danifh King, 

Tell him that by his licence Fortinbraffe ■ 

Craves the conveyance of a promis’d march l 

Over his kingdome; you know" the rendezvous, • A vv.\L 
If that his Majeftie would ought with us 

Wefhallexprefleour duty in his eye, 1 

And let him know fo.; - , : . - ; 

fop. I will doe’t my Lord. 

Fertile, Goe fbfely on. ■ ■ '.■ or'; . •, •...ii&d vo . 

Enter HamUt } Ref eiftriiuS)&c<, fofohol )l T 

Ham. Good fir whofe powers are thefe ? 

C ap. They are of Norwaj fir. : .. *- 

Ham. How propos’d fir I pray you ? 

Cap. Againft fome part of Poland. 

Ham. Who commands theta-fir?-* . \ 







y~ap. I ne Nephew of old H ovway^ F or tinby a 
Ham. Goes it againft the maine of ^Poland fir. 

Or for fome frontier ? ' 

C ap . Truely to fpeake, and with no addition, M • 1 ■ £ ‘ 

W e goe to gaine a little patch ofground 

That hath in it no profit but the name. 

To pay five duckets, five I would not farmeiti - •- 

Nor will it yeeld to Norway or the Pole 
A ranker rate, fhould it be fold infee. ^ 

Ham. Why then the P ollackjievct will defend it. 

Cap. Nay ’tis already garrifond. 

Ham. Tvvothoufand foulesand 20000, duckets 
W . . nor ^ ebare the queftion of this ftraw ; : '' r 

This is thimpoftumeofrauch \yealth and peace, ■ 

That inward breakes and fhewes no caufe without 
Why the man dyes. Ihumbly thanke you fir. - - 

Cap- 
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(Prince of Denmarke. 

Cap. God buy your fir. 

Rof Wil’t pleafe you goe my Lord? 

Ham- lie be with you ftraight, goe a little before 
How all occafionsdoe informe againft me. 

And fpurmy dull revenge ? What is a man, 
Ifhischiefe good and market ofhistime 
Be but to fleepe and feed ? a beaft, no more.' 

Sure he that made us with fuch large difeourfe. 
Looking before and after, gave us not 
That capability and God-like realon 
To foftin us unus’d mow whether it be 
Beftiall oblivion, or fome craven fcruple 
Of thinking too precifely on th’ event, 

A thought which quarterd hath but one part wifdom 
And ever three parts coward : I doe not know 
W hy yet I live to fay this thing's to doe, 

Sith I have caufe,and will, and ftrength, and meanes 
To doe’t : examples grofle as earth exhort me , 

W itnefle this army of fuch mafle and charge, 

Led by a delicate and tender Prince, 

Whofe fpirit with divine ambition puft 
Makes mouthes at theinvifible event, 

Expofing what is mortall and unfiire 
To all that fortune, death, and danger date. 

Even for an egge-fhell. Rightly to be great 
Is not to ftir without great argument, 

But greatly to -finde quam liin-a ftraw. 

When honour’s at the ftake. How ftand I then. 

That have a father kill’d, a mother ftain’d. 
Excitements of my reafon and my blood. 

And let all fleep, while to my fbame Ifee 
The imminent death oftwenty tboufand nicn. 

That for a fantafie and tricke of fame 
® ° e totheir graves like beds , fight for a plot 
™ r f; n the numbers cannot try the caufe. 

Which is not tombe enough and continent 
To hidethe flaine ? Ofiromthis timeforth. 

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth. Exit. 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Enter Horatio, Gertrard , and a Gentleman* 

Qttee. I will not Ipeake with her. 

GVwf.Sheis importunate. 

Indeed diftraft, her mood will needs be pittied. 

Qttee. W hat would (he have ? 
gent. She fpeakes much of her father ,faye$ (he heares 
There’s trickcsi’th world, and hems, and beats her heart# 

Spumes envioufly at flrawes, Ipeakes things in doubt 
That carry but halfe lenfe, her fpeech is nothing, 

Y et the unfhaped u fe of it doth move 
The hearers to colle&ion, they yawne at it. 

And botch the words up fit to their owne thoughts, 

W hich as winkes, and nods, and geftures y eela them. 

Indeed would make one thinke there might be thought^ 

Though nothing fure, yet much unhappily. 

Hora. ’Twer e good fhe were ipoken with, for fhe may drew 
Dangerous conje&ures in ill- breeding minds. 

Let her come in. Enter Ophelia* 

Qttee. « To my ficke foule, as fins true nature is, 

« Each toy feemes prologue to feme great amiflej- 
** So full of art lefle jealoufic is guilt, 

*« It fpills it felfe in fearing to be Ipilc.’ 

Ophel. Where is the beauteous majefty of Denmark* * ? 

Qttee. How now Ophelia ?' She ftngs. 

Ophel. How fhould I your true love know from another one ? 
By his cockle hat and flaffe, and by his fendallfiioone. 

Qttee. Alas fweet Lady , what imports this long? 

Ophel. Say you, nay pray you marke. 

He is dead and gone Lady, he is dead and gone. Song* 

At his head a grafle-greene turfe, at his heeles a done. 

Oho. 

Slttee. Nay but Ophelia. 

Oph. Pray you mark. W bite his fhrowd as the mountain Ihow. 

Enter King. 

Qttee. Alas, look© here my Lord. 

Ophel. Larded all with fweet dowers. Song* 

Which beweept to thaground did not goe; 

With true love fliovvers. 





Trince 0/ Den marked 



King. How doe you pretty Lady. 

Ophel. Well , good dild you , they lay the O wle was a Bakers 
daughter s Lord , we know what wee are, but know not what wee 
may be. God be at your table. 

King. Conceit upon her father. 

Ophel. Pray let’s have no words of this, but when they ask you 
what it meanes, lay you this. 

> To morrow is S. V tlentines day, '** Song* 

Allin the morningbetime. 

And I a maid at your window 
To be your Valentine. 

t Then up he rofe,and dond his clothes, and dupt the chamber door, 

Let in the maid, that out a maide, never departed more. 
King.Vtetty Ophelia. 

Ophel. Indeed, without an oath, lie make an end on’t. 

By gis and by Saint Charity, 
alacke and fie for lhame. 

Young men will doe’t if they come to’t, 
by cocke they are to blame. 

- Quoth fhe, before you tumbled me you promis’d me to Wed. 

(He anfwers.j So fhould I a done, by yonder lun 

And thou hadft not come to my bed. 

King. How long hath Ihe been thus ? 

Oph. I hope all will be well, we muft be pattent : but I cannot 
chufe but weep to think they would lay him i’th cold ground ; my 
brother fhall know ofit, & fo I thank you for your good counfell. 
Come my coach, good night Ladies, good night. 

Sweet Ladies good night, good night. 

King. Follow her clofe, give her good watch I pray you. 

O this is the poyton of deep griefe , itlprings all from her fathers 
death : and now behold O Gertrard, Gertrard, 

W hen lorrowes come they come not fingle Ipies, 

But in battalians : firft ,her father flaine. 

Next, your fonne gone, and he moft violent author 
Of his owne juft remove ; the people muddied, 

Thicke and unwhollbme in thoughts and whilpers 
For good ? olenites death, & we have done but greenly 
in hugger mugger to interre him ; poore Ophelia 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Divided from her felfe and her faire judgement, 

W ithout which we are butpidlures, or meere beafts° 

La ft, and as much containing as all thefe. 

Her brother is in fecret come from Trance, 

Feeds on this wonder, keeps himfelfe in clouds. 

And wants not buzzers to infe«5t his eare 
With peftilent fpeeches ofhis fathers.death. 

Wherein neceflity of matter beggerd 
Will nothing fticke our perlon to arraigne 
In eare and eare : O my deare Cjertrard , this 
Like to a Murdring-Peece in many places 
Gives me fuperfluous death. A neife within. 

Enter Aieffenger. 

Attend, where are my Swiflers? let them guard the door* , 
What is the matter? 

CMeJfen. Save your lelfe my Lord. 

The Ocean over-peering ofhis lift ’’ ^ 

Eates not the flats with more impetuous hafte 
Than young Laertes in a riotous head 
Ore-beares your Officers ; the rabble call him Lord, 

And as the world were now but to begin. 

Antiquity forgot, cuftome not knowne. 

The ratifiers and props of every word. 

They cry chufevve Laertes to be King, 

Caps, hands, and tongues applaud it to the clouds, 

Laertes ( hall be King, Laertes King. 

0«e.How cheerfully on the falfe traile they cry, A wife within. 
O this is counter you falle Danifli dogges. 

Enter Laertes with ethers . 

King. The doores are broke. 

Laer. Where is this King ? firs ftand you all without. 

eY//. No let s come in. 

Laer. I pray you give me leave. 

e-Y//. W e will, we will. 

Laer. I thanke you, keep the doore. O thou vile Kin® 

Give me my father. 

Qne. Calmely good Laertes. 

Laer. That drop of blood that’s calme prodaimes me baffard. 

Crip a 




Prince o/Dcnmarke. 

Cries Cuckoldto my father, brands the Harlot 
Even here between the chaft unlmerched brow 
Ofmy true mother. 

King. What is the caufe Laertes 
That tny rebellion lookes lb Giant-like ? 

Let him goe Gertrard, doe not fear e our perlon j 
There’s luch divinity doth hedge a King, 

That trealbn can but peepe to what it would. 

Ads little ofhis will: tell me Laertes 

Why thou art thus incens’t : let him goe Gertrard? 

Speakeman. 

Laer. Where is my father ? 

King. Dead. 

Quee. But not by him. 

j King. Let him demand his fill. 

Laer. How came he dead ? lie not bejugledwiths: 

To hell allegeance, vowes to the blackeft Divell, 

Confidence and grace to the profoundeft pit, 

I dare damnation, to this point I ftand. 

That both the worlds I give to negligence. 

Let come what comes, onely lie be reveng’d 
Moft throughly for my father. 

King. W ho iliall ftay you ? 

Laer. My will, not all the worlds : 

And for my meanes, lie husband them fo well 
They fhall goe farre with little. 

King. Good Laertes , ifyou defire to know the certainty 
Of your deare father, is’t writ in your revenge. 

That loop- flake, you will draw both friend and foe, 

Winner and loler? 

Laer. None but his enemies. 

King. Will you know them then? 

Laer. To his good friends thus wide He ope my armes, 

And like the kinde life-rendring Pelican 
Kepaft them with my blood. 

King. Why now you fpeake 
Like a good childe, and a true Gentleman, 

.That I am guiltlefle of your fathers death, 

K-3 And' 






t 





10 



20 



30 



40 



50 



60 



70 



80 




90 



100 110 




130 




140 150 






200 



210 220 



llll 




230 240 250 




260 




290 



llll 



300 










rajpjp/PJHfpr?! 





The Tragedy o/Hamkt 

And am moft fenfible in griefe for it. 

It (hall as levell to your judgement peare 
As day does to your eye. Anoijewtthtftt 

Enter Ophelia . 

Laer. Let her come in. 

How now? what noife is that? 

O heat dry up my braines> teares {even times fait 
Burne out the fenie and vertue of mine eye: 

By heaven thy madneffe fhallbe paid with waight 
Till our fcale turne the beame. O Rofe of May 1 
Deare maid, kind lifter, fr/eet Ophelia ! . 

O heavens '• is’t pofflble a young maids wits 
Should be as mortall as a poore mans life 1 

Opkel. They bore him bare-fac’d on the Beere, Song. 

And in his grave rain’d many a teare. 

Fare you well my Dove. 

Laer. Hadft thou thy wits, and didft perlwade revenge 
It could move thus. 

Ophel. You muft fing a downe, a downe. 

And you call him a downe a. O howthe wheele becomes it , 

It is the falfe fteward that ftole his Mafters ’daughter. 

Laer. This nothing’s more than matter. 

Ophel. There’s Rofemary , that’s for remembrance , pray you 
love remember, and there’s Pansies, that’s for thoughts. 

Laer.k document in madnes>thoughts and remembrance fitted. 
Oph. There’s Fennill for you* and Columbines, there’s Rew for 
you , and here’s Ibme for mec , wee may call it herbe of Grace a 
Sundayes, you may weare your Rew with a difference; there’s a 
Dafie : I would give you fome Violets, but they witherd all when 
my father died ; they lay a made a good end. 

For bonny fweet Robin is all my joy. 

Laer. Thoughts and afflictions, pafflon, hell it felfe 
She turnes to favour and to prettinefle. 

Ophel. And will a not come againe, Seng. 

And will a not come againe. 

No, no, he is dead, goe to thy death bed, 

He never will come againe. 

His beard was as white as {now, 

Flaxen 
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Prince of Denmark^ 

Flaxen was his pole. 

He is gone, he is gone, and we calf away moane, 

(god a mercy on his foule> and all Chriftian Ibules# 

God buy you. 

Laer. Doe you this O God ? 

King. Laertes I muft commune with your griefe. 

Or you deny meright ; goe but a part. 

Make choice of whom your wifeft friends you will. 

And they foall heare and judge ’twixt you and me, 

If by direct or by collaterall hand 

They finde us toucht, we will our kingdome give. 

Our Crowne, our life, and all that we call ours 
To you in fatisfaCtion ; butif not. 

Be you content to lend your patience 'to us. 

And we {hall jointly labour with your fouls 
To give it due content. 

Laer. Let this be fo. 

His meanes of death, his obfcure funerall. 

No Trophey,fword> nor Hatchment ore his bonesj 

No noble right, nor formall oftentation 

Cry to be heard as ’twere from earth to heaven. 

That I muft call’t in queftion. 

King. So you (hall, 

And where th’offence is let the great axe fall. 

I pray you goe with me. Exeunt . 

Enter Horatio and others. 

Hora. What are they that would Ipeake with me ? 

Cjen. Sea-faring men fir, they fay they have Letters for you. 
Hora. Let them come in. 

I doe not know from what part of the world 
I Ihould be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet. Enter Say ter 
Sap. God blefle you fir. 

Hora. Let him blefle thee too; 

Say. A flhall fir an’t pleafe him. There’s a letter for you fir , it 
came from the Embaffadour that was bound for England, if your 
name be Horatio , as I am let to know it is. 

Hor. Horatio, when thou {Halt have over-look’t this, givethefe 
fellowes fome meanes to the King, they haveLctters for him. Ere 
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we were two dayes old atfea , aPirat of very war like appoint- 
ment gave us chafe. Finding our felves too flow offaile, weputcn 
a compelled valour,and in the grapple I boarded them : in the in- 
ftant they got cleere of our fhip, fo I alone became their prifoner. 
They have dealt with me like theeves of mercy, but they knew 
what they did ; I am to do a rurne for them.Let the King have the 
Letters I have fent, and repaire thou to me with as much (peed as 
thou wouldft flye death* I have words to fpeake in thine eare will 
make thee dumbe, yet are they much too light for the bord of the 
matter, thefe good- fe llowes will bring thee where I am, Rofen - 
,craui and Guylienfitrne hold their courfe for England , of them | 
have much to tell thee. Farewell. 

So that thou knowejl thine , 

Hamlet, 

Hora, Come, I will make yon way for thefe your Letters* 

And doe’t the fpeedier that you may diredl me 
To him from whom you brought them. Exeunt „ 

Enter King and Laertes, 

King. Now muft your confidence my acquittance feale. 

And you muft put me in your heart for friend, 

Sith you have heard, and with a knowing eare. 

That he which hath your noble father flaine 
Purfued my life. 

Laer. It well appeares : but tell me 
Why you proceed not againft thefe feates 
So criminall and capitall in nature. 

As by yourfafety, greatnefTe,wildome, all things elfe. 

Yon mainly were ftirr’d up. 

King. O for two fpeciall reafons, 

W h ich may to you perhaps feem much unfinnow’d. 

But yet to me tha’reftrong : the Queen his mother 
Lives almoft by his lookes,and for my felfe, 

My yertue or my plague, be it either which. 

She is fo conclive to my life and foule. 

That as the ftarre moves not but in his Sphere, 

I could not but by her : the other motive 
Why to a publike count I might not goe. 

Is the great love the generall gender beare him. 

Who 






<Prince o/Dcnmarke." 

Who dipping all his faults in their affe<ftion, 

Worke like the Spring that turnetb wood toftone. 

Convert his gyves to graces, fo that my arrowes 
Too {lightly timbered for fo loved armes, 1 ; 

W ould have reverted to my bow againe, - ^ f 

But not where I have aim’d them. 

laer. And fo I have a noble father loft, 

A lifter driveninto deiperate tearmes, .. 

Whofe worth, if praifes may goe backe again. 

Stood challenger on mount of all the age 

For her perfeaions: but my revenge will come. , . 

King. Breake not your deeps for that, you muft not thinkc 
That we are made of ftuffe fo flat and dull. 

That we can let our beards be ftiooke with danger. 

And thinke it paftime : you ’{hortly fhall heare more, 

I lov’d your father, and we love our lelfe. 

And that I hopp will teach you to imagine. 

Enter a Meffengerxvith Letters. 

Mef. Thefe to your Majefty,this to the Queen. 

King From Hamlet ? who brought them ? 

Mef Sailers my Lord they fay, I faw them not. 

They were given me by Claudio, he received them 
Of him that brought them. 

King- 1 aertes you {ball heare them : leave us. / 

High and mighty » you fhall know I am fet naked on your King- 
dome : to morrow fhall I beg leave to fee your Kingly eyes, when 
I fhall (firft asking you pardon) thereunto recount the occafion of 
myfuddenreturne. 

K ing. What fhould this^neane ? are all the reft come backe . 
Or is it fome abufe, and nd fuch thing ? 

Laer. Know you the hand ? 

King. ’Tis Hamlets character. Naked 1 
And in a poft-feript here he faies alone, 

Canycudevife me? 

Laer. I am loft in it my Lord ; but let him come. 

It warmes the very fickneffe in my heart, 

That I live, and tell him to his teeth. 

Thus didft thou. 
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i be l ragedy of Hamlet 

King, If it be fo Laertes, 

As how fliouJd it be fo, how otherwife, 
iW iU you be rul’d by me ? 

Laer. I my Lord, fo you will not ore-rule me to a peace. 1 

King. T o thine own peace : if he be now returned 
As liking not his voyage,and that he meanes 
No more to undertake it, I will worke him 
To an exploit now ripe in my device. 

Under the which he foa 11 not chufe but fall. 

And for his death nowind of blame fhall breathe. 

Bur even his mother (hall uncharge the practice, 

And call ir accident. 



. ,viy i_,j i U x mu Qcrui o. 

The rat her if you could.devifeit fo 
That I might bethe organ. n 
Kmg ]t falls right : 

You have bin talkt of fin ce your travell much. 

And that in Hamlets hearing, for a quality 
Wherein they fay you (hine ; your fumme of parts 
Did not together pluckefuch envie from him 
As did that one, and that in my regard 
Of the unworthieft fiege. 

L*er. What part is that my Lord ? 

King. A very riband in the cap of youth,' 

* “ ^ d(hu too 'for youth no leffe becomes 
The light and carelefle livery that it weares. 

Than (etled age his fables, and his weeds. 
Importing health and gravenefle : two months fine 
Here was a Gentleman of Normandy*, 

I have feene my felfe,and lerv’d againft the French, 

rl ? e y can Mellon horfe-backe ; but this Gallar 
Had witch- craft m t, he grew unto his feat, 

AeUfc jl ™ ondrous doin § brought his horfe 
As he had bin incorp’ft and demi-natur’d 

With thebravebeaft ; fo farrehe tope my thought; 
That I in forgery of fhapes and trickes S * 

Come fhort of what he did. 

£**?• A Norman wa $’ t ? 
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C r : 

King' A Norman. 
l,aer. Upon my life Lamord . 

King-. The very lame. , 

Latr. I know him well, he is the brooch indeed* 

And gemme of all the Nation. 

King. He made confeflion of you. 

And gave you lucb a mafterly report 
For art and exercife in your defence. 

And for your Rapier moft efpeciall. 

That he cry ’d out, ’twould be a fight indeed s 

If one could match you ; the Scrimers of their nation 
He (wore had neither motion, guard, nor eye 
If you oppos’d them : fir this report of his 
Did Hamlet fo envenome with his envie. 

That he could nothing doe, but wilh and begge 
Your fudden comming ore to play with you. 

Now out of this. 

Laer. W hat out of this my Lord ? 

King. Laertes, was your father deare to you ? 

Or are you like the painting of a forrow, 

A face without a heart? 

Laer. W hy aske you this ? 

JCwsg.Not that I think you did not love your father# 

But that I know love is begun by time, 
Andthatlleeinpaflages ofproofe. 

Time qualifies the Iparke and fire of it ; 

There lives within the very flame of love 
Akindeofwieke orfnnffe that will abate it, 1 
And nothing is at a like goodnefle ftill ; 

For goodnefle growing to a pleurifie. 

Dies i n hi s owne too much, that we would doe, 

W e fliould doe when we would : for this Would changes, 
And hath abatements and delayes as many 
As there are tony ties arehands,are accidents. 

And then this Should is like a fpend-thrift figh, 

That hurts by eafing : but to the quicke of th’ulcer J 
Hamlet comes backe, what would you undertake 
. To fhew your felfe indeed your fathers fonne 

L a 









► 





■VI, . 





• . - 



•uiifcrh* 



j 



■:n4 

hnA 

ifiA 



■n t)H 



i bin 

. > 

':n?'±uivrX 

dj t o wovijYi 



The Tragedy of Hamlet 

More than in words? 

Laer. To cut his throat i’th Chuteh. 

King. No place indeed Should murder fan&uarize* 

Revenge Should have no bounds :but good Laertes 
W ill you doe this ? keep dole within your chamber 
Hamlet return’d (hall know you are coine home* 

W ee’ll put on thofe (hall praife your excellence* 

And Set a double varnifh on the fame 
The Frenchman gave you, bring you in fine together* 

And wager ore your heads ; he being remiffe, 

Mott generous, and; free from a 11 contriving. 

Will not peruie the foiles , fo that with eafe. 

Or with a little' Shuffling, you may chufe 
A (word unbated, and in a paceofpra&ice 
Requite him for your father. 

Laer. I will doe’t ; 

And for the purpofe lie annoint my (word : 

I bought an unclion of a Mountebanke 
So mortal!, that but dip a knife in it. 

Where it drawes blood , no Cataplafme fo rare 
Colled ed from all Simples that have vertue 
Under the Moone, can lave the i hing from death 
That is but fcratcht withall ; lie touch my point 
With this contagion, that if Igallhimfleightly it may be death , 1 
King. Let s further thinke of this, 

W eigh what conveiance both of time and meanes 
May fit us to our fhapeifthis Should faile, 

And that our drift look through our bad performance 
Twere better not aflay’d, Therefore this project 
Shoiild have a backe or fecond* that mighc hold 
If this did blaft in proofe : fof t , let me fee. 

Wee 11 make a folemne wager on your cunnings, 

I hav t, when in your motion you are hot and dry* 

As make your bouts more violent to that end, 

Andthat he calls for drinke, lie have prefer’d him 
A Chalice for the nonce, whereon but lipping, 

R he by chance efcape your venom’d tucke, 

Cur purpofemay hold there. But flay, what noife? 

. Enter 
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Prince of Denmarke. 1 

Enter Queene. 
eadv 



£,wcr . 

’ Ouee. One woe doth tread upon anothers heele, 

So foff they follow : your fitter’s drown d Laertes. 

T aer. Drown’d 1 O where? 

Ouee. There is a willow growes afeaunt the brook 
Thttlhewes his hoarie leaves in the glaffie ttreame. 

Therewith fantafticke garlands did She make 

Of Crow- flowers, Nettles, Dafies, and long PurpleS; 

That liberallfliepheards give a grofler name. 

But our culcold maids do dead mens fingers call the 
There ontHe pendant boughes her Coronet weeds 
Clambringtohang,an envious fhivet broke. 

When downc her weedy uopheys and her leife 
fell in the weeping brooke , her clothes fpred wide* 

And Mermaid-like a while they bore her up. 

Which time fhe chanted (hatches of old lauds* 

As one incapable of her owne diftrefle. 

Or like a creature native and indued 
Unto that element, but long it could not be 
Till that her garments heavie with their drinke 
Puld the poore wench from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 

Laer. Alaffe then is fhe drown d ? 

Ouee. Drown’d, drown’d* 

Laer. Too much of water haft thou poore Ophelia. 

And therefore 1 forbid my teares ; but yet 
It is our tricke, nature her cuftome holds. 

Let (hame fay what it will ; when thefe are gone 
The woman will be out. Adieu my Lord, 

I have a (peech afire that faine would blafe. 

But that this folly drownes it. 

King. Let’s follow Cjertrari ; 

How much I had to doe to calme his rage \ 

Now feare I this wi 11 give it ftart againe, 

Therefore let’s follow. 

Enter two Clownes. 

Clow. Is fhe tobeburied in Chriftian buriall, when fhe wilful- 
ly feekes her owne lalvation ? 

L 5 




Exeunt. 






► 








VI, . 



r 




The Tragedy 0/ Hamlet 

Oth e. T tell thee foee is, therefore make her grave ftraight ,the 
Crowner hath late on her, and finds it Chriftian buriall. 

Clow. Row can that be,unlefle he drown’d her felfe in her owft 
defence ? 

Oth. Why ’tis found lb. 

Clow ■ It muft be fo offended, it cannot beelle; for here lies the 
point, if I drowne my felfe wittingly it argues an a<ft , and an a& 
hath three branches, it is to a<ff,to doe, to perforator all; foee 
drown’d her felfe wittingly. 

Oth. Nay but heare you goodman delver. 

C low. Give me leave,here lyes the water , good, here ftands the 
man, good, ifthe man goe to this water and drowne himlelfe,itis 
will he nill he; he goes, marke you that : but it the wacercome to 
him and drowne him, he drownes not himielfe ; argali hee that is 
not guilty of his owne death foortens not his owne life, 

Oth. But is this law ? 

Clow . I marry is’t, Crowners queft law. 

Oth. Will you ha the truth ant’t,if this had not been a Gentle- 1 
woman foe foould have bin buried out a Chriftian buriall. 

Clow. Why there thou faift,and the more pitty that great folke 
foould have countenance in this world to drowne or hang them - 
felves, more than their even Chriften : Come my fpade,there is no 
ancient Gentlemen but Gardeners, Ditchers, and Grave-makers, 
they hold up Adams profeflion. 

Oth. Was he a Gentleman ? 

Clow- A was the firft that ever bore armes. 

31e put another queftion to thee , if thou aniwereft mee not to the 
purpofe, confefle thy felfe. 

Oth. Goe to. 

Clow. W hat is hee that builds ftronger than either the Mafon, 
the Shipwright, or the Carpenter ? 

0/6.Thegallowes-maker,for that out-lives a thouland tenants, 
C l °- 1 hke thy wit well in good faith, the gallowes does well, but 
how does it well ? it does well to thofe that do ill, now thou doeft 
ill to fay the gallowes is built ftronger than the Church, argali the 
gallowes may doe well to thee. To’tagaine,come. 

Oth. who builds ftronger than a Mafon, a Shipwright, or a 
Carpenter? 

Clow. 



Wmce of Denmarke.' 

Clow . I, tell me that and unyoke. 

Oth . Marry now I can tell. 

Clow. To’t. 

Othe. Mafle I cannot tell. . _ r << , <tv w :i 

Clow.c udgel thy brains no more about it, for your dull affe ml 

not irie’nd his pace withbeating»&whai you arc askc this quejho 

S a grave- maker, the htSfes he makes laft uUDoomelctay. 
Goe get thee in, and fetch me a foope of liquor. 

In youth when I did love did love, Song. 

Me thought it was very fweet 
To contrail O the time for a my behove, 

O me thought there a was nothing a meet. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his bufinefle? a lings m 

§r SrIcuftome hath made it in him a property of eafinefle. 
Ha.’Tis een fo, the, hand of little emploiment hath the daintier 
C/cw.But age with his ftealihgfteps Song. (fenfe. 

hath clawed me in his clutch. 

And hath foipped me into the land, 
as if I had never bin filch. 

HamlThai skull had a tongue in it,and could fing once, how the 
knave jowles it to theground , as if ’twere Cains jaw-bone, that 
did the firft murther : this might be the pate of a Pohtitian which 
this afle now ore-reaches, one that would circumvent God,might 
it not ? 

Hora. It might my Lord. 

Ham. Or of a Courtier , which could fay , Good morrow my 
Lord, how doeft thou fweet Lord ? This might be my Lord fuch 
a one , that praifed my Lord fuch a ones horfe when a meant to 
beg it, might it not? 

Hora. I my Lord. 

Ha . Why een fo,and now my Lady worms Choples,and knockt 
about the mazer with a Sextens fpade ; here’s fine revolution and 
. we had the tricke to feet, did thefe bones coft no more the bree- 
ding but to play at loggits with them ? mine ake to think on’t. 
Clow. A pickax and a fpade a fpade, 
for and a ftirowding foeet < 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 



O a pit of clay for to be made- ; 

for fuch a gueft is meet. , 

H*. There’s another, why may not that be the skull of a Lawier ? 
where be his quiddities now, his qualities, his cafes, his tenures, 
and his tricks ? why does he fuffer this mad knave now to knocke 
him about the fconce with a dirty fhovell, and will not tell him of 
his a£fions of battery ?hum : this fellow might be in’s time a great 
buyer of land , with his ftatutes , his recognifances , his fines , his 
double vouchers, his recoveries, to have his fine patefulloffine 
dirt : will vouchers vouch him no more of his purchafes and dou- 
bles, than the length and bredth of a paire of Indentures ? the ve- 
ry conveiances of Jhis land will fcarcely lye in this boxe, and mull 
th’inheritor himfelfe have no more ? ha ? 

Hora. Not a jot more my Lord. 

Ham. Is not parchment made of fheep-skins ? 

Hor I my Lord, and of calve- skins too- 

Ham. They are fheep and calves which feekeout aflurancein 
that. I will fpeake to this fellow : W hofe grave’s this firrah ? 

Clow. Mine fir, or a pit of clay for tobe made. 

Ham. I thinke it’s chine indeed, for thou lyeft in’t. 

Clow. You lye out on’t fir, and therefore ’tis not yours : for my 
part I doe not lye in’t, yet it is mine. 

Ham. Thou doft lye in’t, to be in’t and fay it is^thine/cis for the 
dead, not for the quicke, therefore thou ly eft. 

Clow. ’Tis a quicke lye fir, ’twill againe from me to you. 

Ham. W hat man doeft thou digge it for ? 

Clow. For no man fir. 

Ham. W hat woman then ? 

Clow. For none neither. 

Ham. Whois to be buried in’t ? 

Clow . One that was a woman fir, but reft her fbule,fhee’s dead. 

Ham How abfblute the knave is, we mu ft fpeake by the card, or 
equivocation will undo us. By the Lord Horatio this j.yeeresl 
have took note of it, the age is grown fb picked, that the toe of the 
pefant comes fo neere the heele of the Courtier, he galls his kibe. 
How long haft thou been a Grave-maker ? 

Clow. Ofthedayes i’th yeare I came to’t that day that ourlaft 
King Hamlet overcame Fortinbrajfe. 

Ham- 






Prince 0/ Den marked 

^Xanno^ can t*jl 

very day that young fW^wasborne, heethatismadandfen 

marry, why was he fent into England ? 

Clow. Why ? becaufe a was mad, a fhall recover his wits th > 

or if a doe not ’tis no great matter there. 

be feen in him there, there are men as mad as he. 
Ham . How came he mad ? 

Clow. Very ftrangely they fay. 

Ham. Hovv ftrangely? 

£low . Faith een with lofing his wits. 

Ham. Upon what ground ? 

Clow. Why here in Denmark* • I have bin Sexton here man 
and boy thirty yeeres. 

Ham. How long will a man lye i’th earth ere he rot ? 

Clow. Faith if a be not rotten before he dye, as wee have many 
pocky coarfes that will fcarce hold the laying in, awilllaftyou 
fbme eight yeere, or nine yeere; a Tanner will laft you nine yeere. 
Ham. Why he more than another ? 

Clow. Why fir his hide is fo tan’d with his trade, that a will keep 
out water a great while, and your water is aforedecayerofyour 
whorfon dead body: here’s a skull now hath lyen you i’th earth 
Ham . W hofe was it ? (* 3 • yeares. 

Clo. A whorfon mad fellows it was,whofe do you thinkit was ? 
Ham. Nay I know not. 

Clow. A. peftilence on him for a mad rogue, a pour’d a flaggon of 
Rhenifh on my head once ; this fame skull fir , was fir Torickes 
skull the Kings Jefter. 

Ham. This ? 

Clow. Een that. 

Ha. Alas poor Toricke, I knew him Horatio ,a fellow ofinfinite 
jeft,of mod excellent fancy, he hath bore me on his backe a thou- 
fand times , and now how abhorred in my imagination it is ? my 
gorge rifes at it. Here hung thofe lips that I have kift I know noc 
how oft : where bee your jibes now, your gamboles, your longs, 
..yourflafhesof merriment, that were wont to fet the table on a 

M roare? 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

roare ? not one now to mock your own grinning ? quite chonfaln ? 
Now get you to my Ladies table, and tell her, let her paintan 
inch thick,to this favour fhe muft come; make her laugh at that. 
Prethce Horatio tell me one thing. 

Hora. What’s that my Lord ? 

Ha - Doft thou think Alexander lookt a this fafhion i’th earth’ 
Hora. Eenfo. 

Ham. And fmelt fo ? pah. 

Hora. Een fo my Lord. 

TT*z*.Towhatbafeufeswe may veturne Horatio! Whymav 
not imagination trace the noble duft of Alexander till a findeit 
ltopping.a bung-hole. 

’ rwere to confider too curioufly to confiderfo. 
a. .No with not a jot, but to follow him thither with modeflv 
enough, and likelihood to lead it. Alexander dicd,Alexanderm$ 
buried, Alexander returneth to duft, the duft is earth,of earth we 
make tame, & why of that lome whereto he was converted might 
they not flop a Beere-barreJ! ? ° 

Imperious Cafar dead and turn’d to clay 
Might ftop a hole to keepe the wind away. 

O that that earth which kept the world in awe. 

Should patch a wall t expel 1 the waters fla w! 

But joft, butfofta while, here comes the King, Enter Kino, 

TheQueen,the Courtiers who is this they follow , Que. Laertes 

Th.Z Cb r a u k T ,? ed ?, es ? this doth betoken, andthecorfe . 
The eparfe they follow did with defperate hand 
Fordoeits owne life; ’twasoffomeeftate ; 

Couch we a while and marke. 

Laer. What Ceremony elfe ? 

That is Laertes# very noble youth. 

Laer. What Ceremony elfe? 

Doll. Her obfequies have bin as farinlarg’d 
As we have warranty ; her death was doubtfull, 

great TT nd °tc-fwayes the order. 

She fhouldjn ground unfanftified bin lodg’d 

Till the laft trumpet : for charitable prayers. 











frince 0/ Denmark^ 

Her maiden ftrewments, and the bringing home 
Of bell and buriall. 

Laer. Muftthere no more be done ? 

Dott. No more be done : 

We fhould profane the fervice ofthe dead. 

To fing a Requiem and fuchreft toher 
As to peace-parted loules. 

Laer. Lay her i’th earth. 

And from her faire and unpolluted flefh _ 

May violets fpring : I tell thee churlifh Prieft 
A miniftring Angel fhall my lifter be 
When thou lyeft howling. 

Ham. What ? the faire Ophelia ? 

Quet. Sweet s to the fweet, farewel 1, 

I hop’t thou fhouldft have bin my Hamlets wife, 

I thought thy bride-bed to have deckt fweet maid. 

And not have ftrew’d thy grave. 

Laer. O treble woe 1 

Fall ten times double on that curfed head, 

W hole w icked deed thy moft ingenuous fenfe 
Deprived thee of : hold off the earth a while. 

Till I have caught her once more in mine armes. 

Now pile your duft upon the quicke and dead. 

Till of this flat a mountaine you have made 
T’oretopold Pelion, or the sky ifh head 
Ofblew Olympus. 

Ham. What is he whofe griefe 
Bearesfuch an emphafis, whole phrale of forrow 
Conjures the wandring ftars, and makes them ftand 
Like wonder-wounded hearers ? ’tis I, 

Hamlet the Dane. 

Laer. The Divell take thy loule. 

Afow.Thou pray’ft not well; Jprethee take thy fingers from 
For though I am not lpleenative and rafh, ( my throat. 

Yet have I in me lomething dangerous, 

Which let thy wifedomefeare ; hold off thy hand. 

King. Plucke them afimder. 

Quee, Hamlet , Hamlet, 

Ma All. 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

AS. Gentlemen. 

Hora. Good my Lord be quiet. 

Ham. Why I will fight with him upon this theam 
UntiU my eye-lids will no longer wagge. 

Quee. O my fonne> what theam? ? 

Ham. I lov’d Ophelia, forcy rhouland brorherS 
Could not with all their quantity of love 
Make up my film : What wilt thou doe for her ? 

King. O hets mad Laertes. 

Quee. For loveofGod forbeare him. 

Ham. Swounds fhew me what thon’t doe, 

W oo't weep, woo’t fight, woo’t faft , woo’t tearethy 
W oo’t drink up Efill^eat a Crocodile ? (felfe, 

lie doe t : doeft thou come here to whine ? 

To out- face me with leaping in her grave ? 

Be buried quicke with her, and fo will I ; 

And if thou prate ofmountaines, Jet them throw 
Millions ofacres on us, till our ground 
Cindging his pate againft the burning Zone, 

Make Ojfa like a wart ; nay and thou’lt mouth 
Ilerantaswell as thou. 

JOtuee. This is meere madnefle, . 

And thus a while the fit will worke on him j - 
Anon as patient as a female Doe, 

When that her golden cuplets are dilclos’d, 

Hjs filence will fit drooping. 

Ham. Heareyou fir. 

What is the rea Ion that you ufe me thus ? 

I lov’d you well, but it is no matter. 

Let Hercules himfelfe doe what he may 
The Cat will mew,a Dogge willhave his day. Exit Hamlet 
Kt*g. I pray thee good H orath wait upon him. & Horatio . 
Strengthen your patience in our laft nights fpeech. 

Wee 11 put the matter to the prefent pufh. 

Good Gertrard fet fome watch over your fonne. 

This Grave (hall have a living monument. 

An houre of quiet thereby fhall we lee. 

Till then in patience our proceeding be. Exeunt. 

Enter 



Prince of Denmark^ 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio . 
jja&o much for this fir, now fhall you fee the other: 
You doe remember all the circumftance. 

Her. Remember it my Lord? 

Ham. Sirin my heart there was a kindol hgnting 
That would not let me fleep,me thought I lay 
Worfe than the mutines in the Bilbo’s, ralnly. 

Ana prais’d berafhnefle forit ; let us know 
Our indiferetion lometimes (erves us well 
W hen our deep plots do fall , & that fhould learn US, 
There’s a divinity that Ibapes our ends, 

Rough hew them how we will. 

Hora. That is moft certaine. 

ffow.Upfrom my Cabbin, 

My fea-gowne fcarft about me, in the darke 
Grop’t I to find out them, had my defire. 

Finger’d their packet, and in fine withdrew 
To mineowneroome againe, making fo bold 
fMy feares forgetting manners^ tounfold 
Their grand Commilfion, where I found, Horatio 
A royall knavery, an exaft command, 

Larded with many feverall forts ofreafons. 
Importing Denmarks health, and Englands too,, 

W ith hoe fuch Bugs and Goblins in my life, 

That on the fupervife, no leifure bated,. 

No not to fiay the grinding of the axes 
My head fhould be firooke off. 

Hora ■ Is’t polfible ? 

HaMeics the Commilfion, read it at more leiluros 
But wilt thou heare now how I did proceed ? 

Hora. I befeech you. 

Ham. Being thus be-netted round with villaines,. 
Or I could make a Prologue to my braines 
They had begun the Play : I late me downe. 

Devis’d a new Commiffion, wrote it faire: 

I once did hold it, as our Statifts doe, 

A bafenefle to write faire , and labour’d much 
How to forget that learning j but fir now 
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The Tragedy e/ - Hamlet 

did me yeomans fervice j wilt thou know 
Th’effeS of what I wrote ? 

Hora. I good my Lord.. 

Ham. An earned conjuration from the King, 

As England was his faithfull tributary. 

As love between them like the Palme might flourifh, 

As peace fhould ftill her wheaten garland wearc. 

And (land a Comma ’tweene their amities. 

And many fuch like, as fir of great charge. 

That on the view and knowing of thefe contents, 

W ithout debatement further more or lefle 
He fhould thofe bearers put to ludden death. 

Not thriving time allow’d. 

Hora. How was this feal’d? 

Ham . Why even in that was heaven ordinant : 

I had my fathers fignetinmypurle, 

W hich was the modell of that Danijh lea le. 

Folded the writ up in the forme ofth’other, 

Sublcrib’d it, gave’t thimpreffion,plac’d it lately, 

The changling never known ; now the next day 
Was our lea-fight, and what tothiswasfequent 
Thou know’ll already. 

Hot. So Cjiiylden¥lern and Rofencraus go to’r. 

Afa.They are not neare my con(cience,their defeat 
Does by their owne infinuation grow ; 

’fis dangerous when the baler nature comes 
Between the pafle and fell incenfed points 
Ofmighty oppofites. 

Hot. Why whata King is this! 

Ham. Does it not, think you, Hand me now upon ? 

He that hath kill’d my King, and whor’d my mother, 

Popt in between th’elediion and my hopes, 

Throwne out his angle for my proper life, 

And with fuch colenage , is’t not perfect confidence ? 

Enter a Courtier. 

Cour. Your Lordlhip is right welcome backe to Denmark* • 

Ham. I humbly thanke you fir. 

Doeft know this W ater-flye ? 

Hora, 





Prince of Denmarke.' 

fe^aviccto tow 
him • he hath much land and fertill , let a beaft be Lord of beafts, 
aid his crib lhall ftand at the Kings mefle ; ’tis a chough , but as I 

were at Mure I Ihould im- 

net to his right ufe/tis for the head. 

A»r. I thank your Lordlhip, ’tis very hot- 

Ham. No beleeve me ’tis very cold, the wind is Northerly. 
Cour. It is indifferent cold my Lord indeed . 

Ham. But yet me thinks it is very foultry and hot, for my com- 

Exceedingly my Lord, it is very foultry , as ’twere I can- 
not tell how : my Lord, his Majefty bad me figmhe unto you, that 
a has laid a great wager on your head? fir this is the matter. 

Ham. I befeech you remember. . 

Cour. Nay good my Lord, for my eafe in good faith . Sir here is 
newly come to Court Laertes , beleeve mee an abfolute Gentle- 
man, lull of moft excellent differences , ofvery loft lociety ,and 
great Ihewing : indeed, to fpeake feelingly of him, he is the Card 
or Kalendar of Gentry, for you fhall finde in him the continent of 

what part a Gentleman would fee. . 

Ham. Sir, his definement fuffers no perdition in you, though I 
knowto dividehim inventorially, would dizzie th arithmetic* of 
memory, and yet but raw neither inrefpeS of his quicke fane ; 
but in the verity ofextolment,Itakehimtobefouleofagreat ar- 
ticle, and his infufion offuch dearth and rarcnefie,as to make true 
di-Sion of him, his femblable is hismirrour, and who elfe would 

tracehim,his umbrage, nothing more. 

Cour. Your Lordfhip fpeakes moftinfallibly ofhim. 

Ham. The concernancy fir, why do we wrap the Gentleman xn 
our more rawer breath ? 

Cour. Sir- 

Hora. is’t not poffible to underftand in another tongue, you 
willdoe’t fir really. 

j. Ham. What imports the nomination of this Gentleman? 
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Cottr. Of Laertes ? 

Bora. His purfe is empty already, all’s golden words are Ipent. 

Ham. Of him fir. 

Cour. I know you are not ignorant. 

5 Bam. I would you did fir ; yet in faith if you did it would not 
much approve me : well fir. 

Cour. You are ignorant of what excellence Laertes is. 

Ham. I dare not confefle that, left I ftiould compare with him 
in excellence ; but to know a man well were to know himfelfe. 

Cottr. I meane fir for his weapon , but in the imputation laid on 
him by them in his meed hee’s unfellowed* 

Ham. What’s his weapon? 

Cour. Rapier and dagger. 

Ham. That’s two of bis weapons ; but well. 

Cottr. The King fir hath wager’d with him fixe Barbery horfes, 
againft the which he has impawn’d as I take it fix French Rapiers 
and Poniards, with their aflignes, as girdle, hanger, and lb : three 
of the carriages in faith are very deare to fancy, very refponfive to 
the hilts, molt delicate carriagcs,andofvery liberal! conceit. 

Ham. What call you the carriages? 

^ Bora. I knew you muft be edified by the margin ere you had 

Corn. The carriages fir are the hangers. 

Ham. The phrafe would be more german to the matter if wee 
could carry a cannon by our fides, I would it might be hangers till 
then : but on,fixe Barb ary horfes againft fixe French Iwcrds, their 
affignes, and three liberall conceited carriages, that’s the French 
bet againft the Danijh , why is this all you call it ? 

Cour. The King fir, hath laid fir,that in a dozen pafles betweene 
your felfe and him he fhall not exceed you three hits, he hath laid 
on twelve for nine,and it would come to immediate triall,ifyour 
Lordfhipwouldvouchlafe the anfvver. 

Ham. How if I anfwer no ? 

Cour. I meane my Lord the oppofition ofyour perlon in trail* 

Ham. Sir I will walke here in the hall, ifit pleale his Majeftie, 
it is the breathing time of day with me, let the foiles be brought, 
the Gentleman willing, and the King hold his purpofe, I will win 
for him and I can if not, I will gaine nothing but my fhame and 
the odde hits. Com. 






(prince cf Dcniraike. 

fcur. Shall I deliver you lo ? 

Ham. To this efteft fir, after what flourifti yCtir nature Will* 

Hour. I commend my duty to your Lordfbip. 

, Ham.Yoms does well to commend it himfelfe, therearen® 
tongues elfe for his turne. , . , , 

Hora.lbis Lapwing runs away with the lhell on his head. 

Bam. A did lb fir with his dugge before a luckt it; thus has he 
& many more of the fame breed that I know, the droflie age dotes 
on, onely got the tune ofthe time, and out of an habit ofincoun- 
tcr, a kinde of mifty colledHon , which carries them through and 
through the moft profane and trennowned opinions ; and doe but 
blow them to their triall, the bubbles are out. 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord ■ My Lord, his Majeftie commended him to you by young 
Ojiricke ^ who brings back to him that you attend him in the hall, 
he fends to know if your pleafure hold to play mthLacrtes&x that 
you will take longer time ? 

Ham. Iamconftanttomy purpoles, they follow the Kings 
pleaiiire ; if his fitneffe fpeaks, mine is ready, now or whenfoever, 
provided I be fo able as now. 

Lord. The King and Queen and all are comming downe. 

Bam. In happy time. 

Lord. The Queen defires you to ufe fome gentle entertainment 
to Laertes before you goe to play. 

Ham . She wellinftrubtsme. 

Hor. You will lole my Lord. 

Bam. I doe not thinke lb, fince he went into France \ have bin 
in continuall practice ; I fhall win at the oddes fthou wouldft not 
thi nk how ill all’s here about my heait, but it is no matter* 

Bora. Nay good my Lord. 

Ham. It is but foolery, but it is luch a kind of game-giving as 
Would perhaps trouble a woman. 

Bora. If your mind diflike any thing obey it , I fhall foreftall 
their repaire hither, and fay you are not fit. 

__ H <w».Not a whit,we defie Augury, there is a Ipeciall providence 
in the fell ofa Sparrow :if it be, ’tis not to come, if it bee not to 
come, it will be now, if it be not now, yet it will come, the readi- 
neffeisall, fince no man of ought he leaves knowes what is’t to 

N leave 
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leaVebetimes, let be. 

A table prepared, Drums, Trumpets, and Officers with culhiml 
JK. tng,Queen,and all the ftate,fi riles, daggers, and Laertes, 
Kt»g. Come Hamlet, come, and take this hand from me. 
Ham. Give me your pardon fir, I have done you wrong, 

But pardon t as you are a Gentleman : this prefence knovves. 
And you mutt needs have heard how I am punifht 
With a fore diftra&ion ; what I have done 
That might your nature, honour, and exception 
Roughly awake, I here proclaime was madnefle. 

Was t Hamlet wrong’d Laertes ? never IWtf; 

It Hamlet from himfelfe be taneaway, 

And when hee s not himfelfe does wrong Laertes , 

Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it ; 

Who does it then ? his madnefle : if c be lo, 

Hamlet is of the fa<5ti on that is wronged. 

His zr ** * 




Free me fo farre in your moft generous thoughts. 

That I have lliot my arrow ore the houfe. 

And hurt my brother. 

L aer - lam fatisfied in nature, 

Whofe motive in this cafe fliould flirre me mod 

IS r f e "g^b»t in my tearmes of honour 
J itand aloofe, and will no reconcilement. 

Till by lome elder Matters of knowne honour 
I nave a voice and prefi dent of peace 
To my name ungor’d : but all that time 
I doe receive your offered love like love. 

And will not wrong it. 

Giveusthefoiles. 

Laer. Come, one for me. 

Laer, Youmocke me fir. 



Hans', 



•< 



(Prince o/Denmarke. 

H^w-Noby this hand- ( lef * 

Kin.G ive them the foi Is young OfrickiCOmHam- 

You know the wager. 

Ham. Very well my Lord : 

Your Grace has laid the oddes a’th weaker fide. 

King. I doe not feare it, I have feen you both. 

But fince he is better we have therefore oddes. 

Laer- This is too heavie, let me fee another. 

Hd-This likes me wel,thefe foils have all a length 
Ofir. I my good Lord. 

King. Set me the ftoops of wine upon the table ; 

If Hamlet give the firft or fecond hit. 

Or quit in anfwer of the third exchange. 

Let all the battlements their Ordnance fire J 
The King (hall drink to Hamlets betterbreath. 

And in the cup an Onyx flhall he throw 
Richer than that which foure fuccefliye Kings 
In Denmarks Crown have worn. Give me the cups 
And let the Kettleto the Trumpet fpeake. 

The Trumpetto the Canoneer without. 

The Cannons to the heavens, the heavens to earth. 

Now the Kingdrinkes to Hamlet •• come begin, 

And y6u the Judges beare a warie eye. 

Ham. Come on fir. 

Laer. Coras, my Lord. 

Ham. One.* 

Laer. No. 

Ham. Judgement. 1 

Ofir. A hit, a very palbable hit. Drum, Trumpets, and Jhot, 

Laer . W ell, againe. Flourifh, a Feece goes off. 

King . Stay, give me drinke, Hamlet this pearle is thine, 

Here’s to thy health : give him the cup. 

Ham. lie play this bout firft, fec it by a while. 

Come, another hit, what lay you ? 

Laer, I doe confeft. 

King. Our fonne fhall win- 
Quee . Hee’s fat and fcant of breath, 
i take my napkin, wipe thy browes : 

_1 " Ni 
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The Queen carowfes to thy fortune Hamlet. 

Ham. Good Madam. 

King, gertrard doe notdrinke. 

Quee.l will my Lord, Ipray you pardon me. 

King. It is the poyfoned cup, it is too late. 

Ham, I dare not drinkeyet Madam, by and bv.’ ’ 
Slate. Come, let me wipe thy face. ' 

Laer. My Lord He hit him now. 

King. I doe not think’t. 

Laer. And yet it is almoftagainf* my conference. 
Ham. Come, for the third Laertes ,y on doe but daflv 
I pray you pafle with your beft violence, ° ° dy 

I am fure you make a wanton of me, 

Laer. Say you fo ? come on. 

Oflr. Nothing neither way. 

Laer. Have at you now. • ' 

JO*/. Part them, theyareincensr, 1 
Ham. Nay come againe. 

OA.Looketo the Queen there ho. 

^^She fwounes to fee them bleed. 

Jh i^ thedci^Um poyfaeP d< ** 

NomZ ‘- Ic ls J ier f Hamlet j thou art flainei 
No medj cmeia the world can doe thee good 

SsssaassaT 

nli aB u me : thy m0ll,er 's poyfon'd 

£ 1 nT ** KinB ’ th 'Kin.’ s f 0 SS* 

nC P ° mC cavcnom 'd ioo£hcn veoomtotfiy week, / 

£ 




vtlfJ 



: r.< 






<Pr/#a? 0/ Denmarkc. 

Jill. Trealbn, treafon. ... 

Kinjr O yet defend me friends, I am but hurt. 

Ham. Here thou inceftuous damned Dane, 

Drinke off this potion : is the Onyx here ? 

Follow my mother, , 'If. 

Lae. He is juftly ferv’d, it is a poyfon temper d by him* 

Exchange fbrgivenefle with me noble Hamlet, 

Mine and my fathers death come not upon thee, ] 

Nor thine on me. „ . 

Ham. Heaven make thee free of it, I follow the 2 : 

I am dead Horatio , wretched Queen adieu. 

You that looke pale and tremble at this chance. 

That are but mutes or audience to this aft, 

Had I but time (as this fell Sergeant death 
Is Arid in his arreft) O I could tell you j 
But let it be : Horatio I am dead, 

Thou liveft, report me and my caufe aright 
To the unfatisfied- 

Hora. Never beleeve it, 

I am more an antique Roman than a Dane, 

Here’s yet fome liquor left* 

Ham. As th’art a man 

Give me the cup, let goe,by heaven lie hav’t : 

0 God Horatio what a wounded name. 

Things ftanding thus unknown, ftiall I leave behind me 
If thou didft ever hold me in thy heart 
Abfent thee from felicity a while. 

And in this harfh world draw thy breath in pains 4 march a 

To tell my ftory : what warlike noife is this ? farre off. 

Enter Ofricke. 

Ofr.Y oung Tortinbrajfe with conqueft come from Poland . 

Th’Embafladors of England gives this warlike volly. 

Ham. O I dye Horatio, 

The potent poylbn quite ore-growes my fpirit ; 

1 cannot live to heare the newes from England, 

But I doe prophefie the eleftion lights 

On Fortinhraffe ; he has my dying voice. 

So tell him, with th’occurrents more and leflfe 

Which 
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The Tragedy 0/ Hamlet 

Which have fblicited : the reft in filence. 

Hor a Now cracks a noble heart, good night Iweec 
And flight of Angels fing thee to thy reft. (Prince, 
Why does the drum come hither ? 

Enter F ortinbr a ffe, with the Embajfadors, 
Fort. Where is this fight ? 

Hor. What is it you would lee ? 

If ought of woe or vyonder, ceafe your fearch ? 

IV. This quarry cryes on havock : O proud death, 
What feaft is toward in thine infernall Cell, 

That thou fo many Princes at a (hot 
So bloudily haft ftrooke ? 

Embaf , The fight isdifmall, 

And our affaires from England come too late. 

The eares are fenfelefle that iliould gives us hearing. 
To tell him his commandement is fulfill’d. 

That %ofencraus and Guy Idenslern are dead, 

W here ftiould we have our thanks ? 

Hor. Not from his mouth. 

Had it th’ability of life to thanke you ; 

He never gave commandement for their death. 

But fincefojumpe upon this bloody queftion 
You from the Pollack, wars, and you from England. 
Are here arrived , give order that thefe bodies 
High on a ftage be placed to the view, 

And let me fpeake to’th yet unknowing world 
How thefe things came about ; fo (hall youheare 
Of cruell, bloody, and unnaturalladfs. 

Of accidentall judgements, caliiall {laughters, 

Ofdeaths put on by cunning, and for no caufe. 

And in this upfhot,purpofes miftooke, 

Paine on the inventors heads tall this can | 

Truely deliver. 

Fort. Let us hafte to heareir, 

And call the nobleft to the audience : 

For me, with ferrow I embrace my fortune, 

n ^ cs of memory in this kingdome. 
Which now to claimemy vantage doth invite me. 
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Hora.Of that I (hall have alfo caufe to {peak. 

And from his mouth whofe voice will draw no more: 
But let this fame be prefently perform’d. 

Even while mens minds are wild, left more mifehance 
On plots and errors happen. 

Fort. Let foure Captaines 
Beare Hamlet like a Souldier to the ftage, 

For he was likely, had he been put on, 

T’ have prov’d moft royall : and for his paffage. 

The Souldiers mufick and the right of vvarre 
Speake loudly for him. 

Take up the bodies ; fuch a fight as this 
Becomes the field, but here fhewes much amifle. 
Goe bid the Souldiers {hoot. Exeunt * . 
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THE 

MERRY WIVES 

OF VVINSOR. 

ji&m primus 9 Scetta prima. 



Enter Iuflice Shallow) Slender, Sir Hugh Enans, Majler F age, 
Falfloffe y Bardolph, Njm, Tiftoll, tAmt Page , (JMiJlrtJfe 
Ford, Atijlrejfe Page,Simple. 

Shallow. 

>lr Hugh, perfwademee not : I will make a 
^ Star-Chamber matter ofit,ifhe were twenty 
Sir lohn Faljlofe, hee (hall not abufe Robert 
1 Shallow Efquire- 

Slen. In the County of Glocejler, Iuflice 
ofPeacc and Coram, 

Sbal- 1 ( Cofen Slender ) and Cufi-alorumt 
Slen. I, and Rotulomm too; and a Gentleman borne 
( Matter Parfon ) who writes himfelfe tArmigero, many 
Bill, Warrant, Quittancc,or Obligation, Armigere . 

Shat. I that I doe, and baue done any time theie three 
hundred yecrci. 

Slen . All his facceifors ( gone before him ) hath don’t: 
and all his Anccflors ( that come after him ) may ; they 
may giue the dozen white Luces in their £oatt. 

A 2 Sbal 
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7 he merry Wiues of fflindjor. 

Shal, It is an ©Ide Coatc. 

Evans. The dozen white jLowfes doe become an qlde 
Coat well : it agrees well pa(fant.'/t is a familiar bead to 
man, and fignifies Loue. 

Shal . The Lufe is the freffi-fiffi, the fait- filh is an old Coatc- 



3 M 



Slen.l may quarter/ Coz> , 

Sht/ipaxipayfay marrying;* >§ J. 

Emm.lt is mating indeed,# he quarter w. ‘ 

$hol. Not a whir. W ’I O 

Euan. Yes per- Iady : if hee ha’s a quarter of your coate, 
there is but three Shirts for your felfe, in my limplecon- 
ieflurcs ; but that is all one ; if Sir John Falftaffe haue com- 
mitted difparage^ts vyco ofthe ghurch and 

will be glad to doc thy beneuelencc, to make attonements 
and compremifes betweene you* 

Shal. The Councell nialJheareit,it is a Riot. 

Enan.lt is not meet the Councell heare a Riot : there 
isnofear'eotGot in a Riot : The CoimceU ( lookeyou ) 
ffiraU'^fire to heeare tiie feare c# Got* and not to hcarea 
Riot : take your viza- ments in that. 

Shal.Ra-,o my life, if! wereyong againe,thefword fliould 
end it. . ’2. 

and there is a 1 n r h ^ i fen c J- ' » 




which is daughter to Mailer TfaynWPage, whifcKis pretty 
7«gi^ty-..v^«\^ ?o . J . 

bro&^fee,and 

ipeakesfmallJi«6a^E>main).oi E ( •siWu, < D ! 

sniBM»twtIr& tha feriTpwfoW for all the World, as iuft as 
you fWil^defire,and feuen hundred pounds of Moneics, and 
Gold.&Siluer, is her Qrandifirevpon his deaths- bed (Got 
dt liiKc'to^q ioyfulbefurreftians ■) giuemhen ffieisable to 
ouertake leuenteene yeeres old. Itwcrc agoot motion, if 
weleaue our fribbles and prabblcs, and defire a marriage 
betweene Mailer Abraham, and Mifiris tAme Page. 
J/ew.Did her Grand-fireleaue her fcauen hundred pound? 
***”. ,* J» an ° ^ er ^ at ^ er i s make her a petter penny. 
otcp.l know the young Gentlewoman, (he has good gifts.' 
Etssx, 





The merry JViues of Wind for, 

£«<to.Scuen hundred pounds,& poffibiIities,i$gootgifts. 

Shal. Wei Jet vs fee honed Mailer PageisFa/Jlaffe there } 

Euan.Shalli tell youzlycl 1 docdelpifealycr, asldoe 
defpile one that isfalle j or as I defpile one that is not true : 
the Knight Sir Iohn is there, and I befecch you be ruled by 
yourwell-willers: I will peat the doorc for Matter Page. 
What hoa? Got- pleile your houfehcere, ; 

Mafier Page. W ho’s there i 

Eucn. Here is go’t’s pleffing and your friend, and luflice 
Shallow ,& heere young Mailer Slender', that peraduentures 
lhall tell you another tale, if matters 'grow toyour likings- 

Mafter Page. I am glad to ice your Worfhips well : I 
thanke you for my Venifon Mailer Shallow'. 

Shal. Mailer Page, I am glad to lee you • much good doe 
it your good heart : I wifli’d your Venifon better, it was 
ill killed : how doth good MillrelTc P<«ge?and I thanke you 
alwaies with my heart, la ; with my heart. 

Ai.Page.Sir, l thanke you. 

Shal. Sir, 1 thanke you : by yea, and no I doe;* . 

M.Pa. I am glad to fee you, good Mailer Slender. 

5/f«.How dos your fallow Greyhound, Sir, / heard fay 
he was out-run on Cotfall. 

M.Pa. /t could hot be iudg’d,Sir, 

Slen. You’ll not confelfc ; you’ll not confeiTe.' 

? Shal. T hat hce will not, ’tis your fault : ’tis your faults 
’(is a good dogge, 

UW. Pa. A Cur, Sir* 

Shal-Sif- hee’sagood dog, and a faire dog, can there be 
more faid ? heisgood and faire. /s Sir Iohn Faljlaffeheetrl 

M.Pa, Sir, hee is within : and /would /could does 
good office betweene you. 

Euan.lt is fpoke as a Chrillians ought to fpeake. 

Shal. He hath wrong’d me Mafteri’^) 

M.Pa, Sir, he doth in fome fort confeffe it. 

Shal. /fit be con felled, it is not redreflfed ; is not that 
fo ( M. Page l ) he hath wrong'd me, indeed he hath, at a 
word he hath •' beleeue me, Robert Shallow Tfquire, faith hea 
is.wrongcd.' . . , ' . T V 

A 2 mjler 













T he merry Whines of JVindfor . 

Ma.Pa HcTc comes Sir Ithn. 

F*/-Now, Matter Shallow, you’ll coroplaine of me to the 

j£jflg ? 

Shal. Knight, you haue beaten ray men, kill’d my deere, 
and broke open my Lodge. 

iW.But not kifs’d your Keepers daughter/ 

Shal.TuUz pin=tbis fhall be anfwcr'd. 

pal. I will anfwer it ftrait,I haue done all this: 

That is now anfwcr’d. 

Shal. The Gouncell (hall know this. 

Fal'Twete better for you if it were known in Councell: 
you’ll be laugh'd at. 

JE«. tone* verba ; ( Sir Iohn ) good worts. 
pal. Good worts / good Cabidge 5 Slender, I broke your 
head •' what matter haue you again ft me / 

Slew. Marry fir, I haue matter in my head againft you, 
and againft your eony-cacching RzfcsXSiBardolfiNjm, and 
‘Pifioll. 

Bar. You Banbery ehcefe. 

Slen. I,it is no matter. 

Fiji. How now, Mephofiopbiltts l 
Slen. I, it is no matter* 

Njm- Slice, I fay .,pauca$aHca *. Slicc,that*s myhumor: 
Slen. Where’s Simple my man / can you tell, Cofcn l 
Ena. Peace, I pray you :now let vs vnderftand : there is 
three Vmpires in this matter, as I vnderftand jthac isjMafter 
Page ( fidelicec Matter Page,) and there is my felfe,(fidelicet 
my ielfe ) and the threeparty is ( laftly, and finally ) mine 
Hoft of the Garter. 

Pa. We three to bearcit,and end it between them*’ 
Euan- Ferry goo’tj I will roakea priefi: of it in my note- 
booke,and we will afterwards orkc vpon the caufe,with as 
great difcreetly as we can. 

Pal. Piftoll. 

y*/?.He heares with eares. 

Euan. The Teuilland bis Tam : what phrafe is this ihee 
heares with eare / why, it is affectations. 

FaLTifielt^vi you picke M. Slenders purfc i . 



7 he merry JViues of JVindfor. 

Slen. I, by thefe gloues did he, or I would I might ncuer 
come in mine ownc great chamber againeelfe, offeauen 
groates in mill-fixper • % and two Edward Shouciboords, 
that cofl me two IhilKng and two pence a pcecc of Tead 
Miller : by thefe gloues. 
pal. Is this tru e,Pifiell / 

Fuan. No, it is falfe.if it is a picke-purfe. 

7;/?. Ha, thou mountaine ForreynerSir Iohu^nd Matter 
mine, I combat challenge of this Latine Bilboe ; word of 
denia I] in thy labras here j word of deniail ; froth, and feum 
thou Siett. 

Slen By thefe gloues, then *twas he. 

Njm. Be auis’d fir, and paffe good humours : I will fay 
marry trap with you,ifyourunnethe nut-hooks humor on 
me, that is the very note of it. 

Slen. By this hat, then) hee in the red; face had it : for 
though I cannot remember what I did when you made me 
drunke,yetl am not altogether an afte- 
Pal. What fay you Scarlet, vnd John l 
Bar. Why fir, ( for my part ) I fay the Gentleman had 
drunke himfeifeoutof his fine fentcnces. 

Eu . It isjhisfiuc fence*: fie, what the ignorance is* 

Bar. And being fap,(lr,was ( as they fay ) cafheerd: and f© 
conclufions paft the Car-eires- 
SUn. I, you fpakein Latten then to : but ’tis no matter; lie 
nere<be drunke whiltt I Hue againc,butin honeft,ciuill, god- 
ly company for thistricke:if I be drunke, lie bee drunke 
with thofe that haue the feare of God,and not with drunken 
knaues. 

Euan So got udge me, that isa vertuous minde. 

Pal. You hcare all thefe matters deni’d, Gentlemen* you 
hcareit- # . 

M a. Page. Nay daughter, early the wine in, wee’ll drwke 
within. 

Slen Oh heauen : Thisis Mittre(Tc^«« Paget 
Mafler FageHow now Miflris Ferdl 
FaLMifirie Ford, by my troth you are very welrmet: by 
your leauc good Miftris. 








40 



50 



60 

iliil 




70 



80 



90 



llll 



100 



110 



120 





150 



160 




180 



190 



200 





210 220 



230 

,1 



240 



250 260 270 



280 




290 300 






► 







VI, 





The merry Jfiues of WindforX 

CMafterTageWifc bid thefe gentlemen welcome: come; 
wehauea hot Venifon party to dinner; Come gentlemen, 

1 hope we (hall drinke.downe all vnkindneile. 

Slen. 1 had rather then forty (hillings I had my booke of i 
Songsand Sonnets heere: How now Simple, where haue you 
beene ! I muft wait ori my felfe, mart 1 i you haue not the 

booke of Riddles about you, haue you J 

tfw.Booke of Riddles * why did you not lend it to Alice 
Short-cake vpon Alhallowmas laft, a fortnight afore Mi- 
chaelmas, _ 

Shal. Come Coz, come Coz, wee flay for you : a word 
with you Coz.- marry this there is as ’twere a tendcr,a kinde 
of tender, made afarre-offby Sir Hugh here :doe you vn. 
derftandme ? \ 

Slen. 1 Sir, you fhall finde me reafonable ,ifit be io,I (hall 
doc that that itreafon- 

SW.Nay.but vnderftand me* 

Slett.So 1 doe Sir. 

Euan. Giue eare cbliis, motions; Will 

deferiptionthematter toyqmif you be^apaci'ty of it- 
Slen- Nay, 1 will doc as my Cozen Shallow faies : / pray 
you pardon me, he s a/uftice of Peace in his Countrie, 

Ample though I ftand here. ) ; . 

Euan. But that is' not thequeftjon y the iqueftion is con- 
cerning your marriage, oi n 

- ,S^4»fl^**He!jxoinfc Shfcpc vutl I JlUdwaihjmij v ; 

jB*j> Marry is it • the very point, of it, to-Mirt. Anne Pytgei 
San. Why if it be do ; / will, marry, let-'pon anyreafon- 
able demands. .g-au 

Eu. B uttan i thd 1 © man, let ys^pmtpand 
to KubW‘ti*4t ofybasahouth,' or ofiybur Jjps \ fpr diuers 
Philofcphers hold, that the lips is parcell of the mouth." 
therefore precifclyy can you carry your good will to the 
maide? .niii'.i-.v 




Would doe realen. 

Euam Nay,got’s Lords 3 and his Ladies, youmurt fpcake 



The merry Wines ofVVtndfor . 

. portable, if you can carry- her your defires towards her. 
Shal. That you muft. 

Will you, ( vpon good dowry ) marry her ? 

Slen. / will doc a greater thing then that, vpon your ,-e- 
quell ( Cofen jin any rcafpn. 

Shal, Nay concciuemee, conceiuemce, ( fwectCozJ: 
what / doe is to pleafure you ( Coz ) can you loue 
the maid. ? 

Slen. / will marry her ( Sir ) at your requeft; but if 
there be no great loue in the beginning, yet Hcauen may 
decrcafe it vpon better acquaintance, when wee are married, 
and haue more occafioB to know one another; /hope 
vpon familiarity will grow more content ; but if you 
fay mary-her, I will mary-hcr, that / am freely differed, 
and diliolutely* 9 

Euan, /tisa fery difcretion-anfwcre 5 faue the fall is in 
the ord, dilfolutely 5 the ort is ( according to our meaning ) 
relofutely : his meaning is good. 

Sh /, I thin ke my Gofen meant well. 

Slen. lor clfe/ would /might be hang'df la-) 

Sh, Here comes faire Mirtris Anne; would I were yong 
for your fake, Mtftris t /inne, B 

An.The dinner is on the Tabic, my Father defires your 
worfhips company. 

Sh.I will wait on him,(faire Mirtris 

Euan. O d's plelfed-will;/ will not be abfence at the grace 

An.VJiYt pleafeyour worlhipto come in, Sir ? 

SI. No,/thanke you forfooth, hartely j / am very well. 

An. The dinner attends you Sir. 

SI. I am not a hungry, I thankeyou, forfooth ; goe 
*irha,for all you are my man, goc waite vpon my Cofen 
Smuear } a/uftice of peace fometime may be beholding to 
his friend, far a Man ; / keepe but three Men and a Boy yet, 

tul my Mother be dead j but what though, yet/liuelike a 
a poorc Gentleman borne. 

An.lmiy not goe-in without your worlhipjthey will 
not fit tillyou come. 

B Slender. 







- 
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7 he merrj W'tues of'Windfer. 

Slot. I'faith, ikeatc nothing, I thankcyouas much as , 

though I did. ,, . 

to.’l'K mha mlke'SKf l s lbank.yo U ; I bruiz’d 

*ffiJ2SSS(8£^ Slff of 8K 

Prunes 1 ) and by my troth, I cannot abide the fmeli of hot 
rocMfince- Why doc your dogs barkc (o ? be there Beat, s 

“'iTbtoke there aic,Sir, ! beard them talk’d®!. 

1 loue the (port well, but 1 Ihall las foot. quatr.ll 
at it, as any man in Etighud, you areafrard ifyouteethe 
Bearc loofc,are you not t 

An - 1 indeede Sir* . . r 

glen. That’s meatc and drinke to me now , I haue feene 
Sackerfon loofc, twenty times, sand haue taken him by the 
Chainc , but ( I warrant you) the women haue To ends 
andfhrcktatit.that it part/ But women indeede, cannot 
abide’cm.tbey are very ill-fauour d rough things. 

^.P 4 . Gome, gentle M.S Undergone ; wc flay for you. 
Slett . lie cate nothing, I thanke you Sir. 

Ma.Pa, By cockc and pie, you (hall not thoofc, Sir- 

come, come. 

Slen. Nay, pray you lead the way. 

Ma.Pa. Co me on Sir. ' . ■ 

.S/^.Miilris tsfmt : your felfe Ihall goe firff. 

^„,Not 1 Sir, pray you keepe on. 

\Slen> Trucly i will not goe firft, truely-la • I will not doe 
you that wrong. 

An, l pray you Sir. 

Slen . lie rather be vnmanncrly,then ttoublefome, you 
do.your felfe wrong indeede la. E x < HnSt 

Seen* Set unda. 

Enter En*ns t and Simfjel 

Eufa , Go your wayes, and askc of Doftor C*hu We» 



<Yhe merry Wines ofWindfor . 

which is the way ; and there dwcls one Miflris Qwt-ljl 
which is in the manner of his Nurfe ; or his dry-Nur/c ; or 
his Cooke; or his Laundry ; his Waflier, and his Rwger«i 

Si. Well Sir. . . ... r . 

Euan. Nay,itispetter yet ; glue her this letter , fo- t is 
a*oman thataltogeathers acquaintance with Miltas esf**e 
Paite ; and the Letter is to deiire, and require her to folicite 
your Mailers dcfires.to Miflris Anne ?*£«. f pray you bee 
gon : I will make an end of my dinner j ther’s Pippins and 
Cheefc to come. Exeunt; 

Seen * Terti*. 

Enter FalJlefeflefttBnr del/ t, Njm, Pifio/l } P*£e. 
FA.Uine Heft of theGnrterl - . 

Ho. What faies my Bully Rooke t fpeake fchollerly, and 

* lC fA. Truely mine Heft *1 muft turne.away fome of ray 

followers. , 

Ho. Difcard, ( bully Hercules ) calhccrc ; let them wag » 

trot, trot. 

Pal. I fit at ten pounds a weeke. 

Ho. Thou’rt an Emperor ( Cef*r,Kcifer and Tbe*z*r ) i 
Y/\]lcntctwnc3*rdolfa he (hall draw $ hcfhalltap* faid I 
well ( bully HeSlori ) 

fW-Doefo ( good mine HoJI*) 

Ho* I haue {poke, let him follow* let me fee thee frothy 

aod liue : / am at a word : follow. 

Fai Bardolfey follow him 5 a Tapfler is a good trade* an 
old Cloakc, makes a new Jerkin , a wither’d Scruingman, a 

frelh Tapfter; goe,adew. 

ga It is a life that / haue defied, I wilUhriuc, 

Ttfl. Obafe Hungarian wight, wilt thou the fpigotwicld* 
JVk.Hc was gotten in drinkers not the i humor conceited 
Fal.I am glad/ am fo acquit of this Tinderbos, his 
Thefts were too open, his filching was like an vnsfcilfull 

Singer, he kept not time. ; 

5 B t Njr»* 
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7 be merry Wines of JVtndfir. 

Mm. The'good humor is to fteale at a minunty reft. 

Pft. Conuay • the wife it call ; Steale / fob '• a fico for the 
phrafe. 

pal- Well firs,I am almoft out at hceles. 

Tift. Why then let Kibes enfue. 

Fal. There is no remedy : Imuft conicatch, I muft fhift, 

Pift.Y ong Rauens muft haue foode. 

Fal. Which of you know Ford of this Towne ? 

Pift. I ken the wight ; he is offubftance good. 

Fal. My honeft Lads,/ will tell you what / am about. 

Pift, Two yards,andmore- 

Fal- Noquips now TifteSi ( /ndeedc /am in the waft 
two yards about; but / am nowabout no waftc : /am a- 
bout thrift j briefely ; / doe meanc to make loue to For dt 
wife; / fpie entertainment in her,fhee difcourfes,fliee craues, 
(be giues the leere of limitation ; / can conftrue the action 
ofherfamilier ftilc, and the hardeft voice of her behauior 
( to be englifli’d rightly ) is I am Sir lohn Falflafs . 

Ft ft. He hath ftudied her will j and tranllatcd her will 
out of honefty,into Bnglilh. 

Ni. The Anchor is deepc ; will that humor palfe ? 

Fal. Now, the report goes, Ihe has all the rule of her hus. 
bands Purfe ; he hatha legend of Angels. 

Fiji. A sroany diuekentertaine; and to her Boy fay I. 

Ni The humor rifesitis good ; humor me the angels. 

Fal.1 haue writ me here a letter to her ; and here another 
to Pages wife, who euen now gaue me good eyes too; exa~ 
mind my parts with mod iudicious illiads ; ioraetimes the 
beame of her view,guilded my foote/ometimes my portly 
belly. 

Tift. Then did the Sun on dung- hill fliine, 

Ni.I thanke thee for that humour. 

Fal. O (lie did fo courfe o’re my exteriors with fucha 
greedy intention, that the appetite of her eye, did feerae to 
fcorch mce vp like a burning-glatfe; here’s another 
settci to her ; She beares the Puric too y$hce i$ a Region 
m Gtsbtva ; all gold, and bountie; /will be Cheaters to 
them both, and they (haft be Exchequers to mee j they 
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fliall be my Eaftand Weft /ndies,and / will trade to them 
both ;Goe,beare thou this Letter to Miftris Page-, and thou 
this to Miftris/Vd ; wee will thriuc (Lads) wee will 
thriuc. 

pift.S hall ISkPandartu of become. 

And by my fide wears Steele/ then Lucifer takeall. 

Ni.I will run no bale humor ; herctake the humor-Letter; 
I will keepc the hauior of reputation. 

Fal. HoldSirha,beare you thefe Letters rightly, 

Sailelike my Pinnaffe to thefe golden Ihores. 
Rogues,hence, auaunt,vanifh like haile-ftones 5 goe, 
Trudge 5 plod away ith’ hoofe : feeke Ihelter, packe, . 
Falftafe will learne the honor of the age, 

French thrift.you Rogues, my felfe,and skirted R-sg*. 

Pift. Let Vultures gripe thy guts, for gourd, and Fiillans 
holds, and high and low beguiles the rich and poorc. 
Teller ile haue in pouch when thou lhalt lacke. 

Bale Phrygian Turke. 

Ni. I haue opperations. 

Which be humors ofreuenge. 

Fiji. Wilt thou reuenge ? 

Ni. By Welkin, and her Star. 

Tift. With wit.or Steele i 
Nt- With both the humors,/; 

J will difeuile the humour of this Loue to Ford, 

Pift. And / to Page fliall eke vnfold 
How Falftafe ( varlct vile ) 

His Done will prouc ; his gold will hold. 

And his foft couch defile. # _ . 

Ni. My humor fliall not code; / will incenfe Ford, 
to deale with poyfon ; / will poffeffe him withyallow. 
ndfe,for the rcuoit of mine fc dangerous ; that is my 
true humour. 

Pin. Thou art the Mars of Maiecontents % 1 fecond 
thee; troope on. 

Exeunt. / 
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Sccentt Quarts 

Enttr Mtftris Quickly, Simple, lohn Rugby poftor 
Cains, Teuton • 

QsC What, lohn Rugby, I pray thee goe to the Cafement, 
and Ice if you can fee my Matter, Matter Dodtor Cuius com . 
ming 5 if he do ( I'faith ) and finde any body in the houfe- 
here will be an old abuflng of Gods patience, and the Kings 
Englifh. 

%u. He goe watch. 

Qu. Goe, and we’ll haue apoffet for’tfooneat night, fin 
faith) at the latter end of a Sea-colc-fire:An honcft.willing, 
Jdndc fellow,as euer feruant fhall come in houfe withail:& | 
warrantyou, no tel-tale,nor nobreedebate : his worfi faalc 
is, that he is giuen to prayer ; hee is fomething peeuiih that 
way : but no body but has his fault : but let that paffc.?^ 
Simple , you fay your name is l 

Si. I, for fault of a better. 

Qu. And Matter Slender’ t your Matter i 

Si. I forfooth. 

^ Qtu. Do's he not wearc a great round Beard, like a 
Gloucrs paring-knife f 

-ft. No forfooth, he hath but a little wee-face j with a little 
yellow Beard, a Caine colourd Beard. 

Qu.h foftfly- fprighted man, is he not? 

St. I forfooth, but he is as tall a man ofhis hands, as any 
is bctwecnc this and his head ; hee hath fought with a 
Warrener. 

Qu.How fay you j oh, I fliould remember him, do's hee 
not hold vp his head ( as it were l ) and ttrut in his gate l 

Si. Yes indeede do's he. 

Qjyi. Well,heaucn fend Ante Page, no worfe fortune^ 
Tell Matter Parfon, Euant, I will doe what I canforyour 

Maftcrje^»»r is a good girle,and 1 wifh 

Out alas, here comes my Matter. 

Qh. Wee (hall all be flient j Run in here, good young 

man; 






10 



20 




30 



40 



50 



60 



70 




80 




90 




120 



130 



140 



150 



If 



The merry Wines of Wind for. 

man goe into this Cloffet : hee will not flay long ? whif 
John Ruoby liohn ; what lohn I fay l goe /o£»,goe enquirefor 
my Matter, I doubt hee be not well, that hee comes not 

home, (and dome, dome, dorone a , &c. 

Ca Vatisyou fingi I doe not like des tcyes, pray you 
eoe and vetch me in my Clotft, vnboytecne verd ;a Box, a 
greener- Box } dointend vat I fpeake l grecnc-a-Box. 

Qu. 1 forfooth ile fetch it you: 

I amglad hee went not in himfelfe * if hee had found the 

yong man he would haue beene home-mad. 

Ca.Fe,fe,fe,feymi foyylfait for tb*ndo t le man votale Court 
la grand affaire t. 

Qu. I sit this Sir/ 

Ca. Ouymetu le au monpockfhde-ptecb qutckfy • 

Ve r e is dat knaue Rugby! 

Qu. What lohn %sgby,Iohn l 

i#T Here Sir. , . _ , 

Ca. You are lohn Rugby , and you are lacky Rugby, 
Gome, take your Rapier, and come after my hcclc to the 

Court. . 

Rk. ’Tis ready Sir, here m the P orch. 

Ca By my trot, I tarry too long,od’s-me : queajteoubht 
dereis feme Simples in my ClolTct, dat I vill not for the 

varld I fhall leauc behinde.J . 

Qu- Ay-me, he’ll finde the yong man there, and be mad" 
' Ca. O DiabltfDiable', rat isin my Cloffet i 
Villainc.La-roone 5 Rugby, my Rapier. 

Qu, Good Matter be content. 

/4. Wherefore (hall I be content*a? 

#«.The v ong man is an honeft mam 

C a . what (hall dc honeft man do in my GlofTct, here is 

nohoneftmandatlhallcomein my Cloffet. , 

Qu. I befeech you be not fo flegmaticke j hcare the 
trutnofit. He came of an errand to mec, from Panoni 

Hugh. 

Ca. Veil. 

Si. i forfooth : to defire her to-— * 

Qu^ Peace, I pray ypu. ' . ^ 
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Ca Peace-a-your tongue :fpcafce-a-your Talc; 

Si. To defire this honed Gentlewoman ( your Maid ) 
to fpeake a good word co Miftris Anne Tage.tot my Matter 

in the way of Marriage. r : , 

j^.This is all indccd-h:but ile nereput my finger in the 

fire, and ncede not. 

£ a , sir Hugh fend -a you ? ^^ballow me fome paper. 

tarry you a iittell-a while. . 

Ou. I am glad hce is fo quiet : if hee had bin throughly 
moued, you (houldhauc heard him fo loud, and fome- 
lancholly ; but notwithftanding man, Ile doe yoc your 
Matter what good I can; and the very yea, and the nois that 
French Doftor my Matter, ( I may call him my Matter, 
looke you, for I keepe his houfe ; and I wafli, ring, brew, 
bake, fcowre, dreffc mcate and drinkc, make the beds, and 
dee all my fclfe.) 

Simp. Tis a great charge to come vnder one bodies 

Are you a uis’d o’ that ? you lhall finde it a great 
chame -'and to be vp early, and downe late; but notwith* 
ftanding, ( to tellyouin your eare, 1 would haue no words 
of it) my Matter himfelfe is in loue with Miftris Anne Page, 
but notwithftanding that I know Ans mind, that’s neither 

hecrc nor there. . . , . » „ , 

Cains. You, lack ’Nape ; giue-'a this Letter to Sir Hugh, 
by gar it is a fhallenge : I will cut his troat in de Parke, and 
I will teach a feuruy Iack-S-nape Prieft to meddle, or 

ma ke : you may be gotvit is not good you tarry here; 

by gar I will cut all his iwo ttonesj by gar,he (hall not haue 

a flonetothrowathisdogge. 

Oh,. Alas, he fpeakes but for his friend. 

Cam. It is no matter'a ver dat ; do not you tell-a-me 
dat I (hall haue Anne Page (bi my fclfe? by gar, l v.ll kill 
de lackc Prieft ; apd 1 haue appointed mine Hott otde 
Iartcer to meafure our weapon , by gar, I will my Uire 

ha ^*l W SMhc maid Ioues you, and all fhall bee well 5 Wee 
mutt giue folkcslcaue to prate; What the goodlier. 
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r Cains. Rugby, come to the Court with me:by gar, if / haue 
not Anne Page, I fhall turne your head out of my dore: 
follow my \\tc\ct,Rugbji 

S>ui. You (hall haue s^w fooles head of your ownej 
No, /know tsinsm'md for that; neuer a woman in tv. dfor 
knowes more of Ans minde then I doe, nor can doe more 
then / doe with her, / thanke heauen. 

Fenton. Who’s within there, hoa ! 

Qui. Who's there, I troa ? Come neere the houfe 1 pray 
you. 

Feu, How now ( good woman ) how doft thou ? 

Q«s, The better that it plcafes your good Worfhip to 
aske? 

Fen. What newes ? how do's pretty Miftris a Amel 
Qui; In truth Sir, and Ihee is pretty, and honctt,and gen- 
tle, and one that is your friend, I can tell you that by the 
way, I praifc heauen for it. 

Fen. Shall I doc any good thinkft thou i dial! /not loofc 
my.fuit i 

Qui. Troth Sir, all is in his hands aboucj but not- 
wit b Handing ( Matter Fenton ) lie be fworneon a booke 
fliee louesyou 5 haue not your Worfliipa wart aboue 
your eye/ 

Fen. Y es marry haue I, what of that i 

Well, thereby hangs a tale } good faith,it is fuch an- 
other Nan$ ( but ( I dt reft ) an honett maid as euer broke 
bread-' wee had an howres talkc ofthat wart ; 1 (hall neuer 
laugh but in that maids company, but ( indeed ) ttiee is 
giuen too much to Allicholy and mufine ; but for you 
well— goe too 

Fen. Well, I (hall fee her to day ; hold, there's money for 
thee. Let mee haue thy voice in my behalfe $ if thou feel! 
her before me, commend mc.«— - 
Qni. Will I ? I faith that wee will j And I will tell your 
Worfhip more of the Wart, the next time we haue confi* 
dence.and of other wooers. 

Fen. Well, fare- well, I am in great haftenow. 
gjti. Fare- well tayour Worfhip; truelyan honett 
C Gentleman. 
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Gentleman : but *Anne loues him not, for I know %Ant 
mindeas well as another do’s, out vpont, what haue l 
forgot. Exa - 

A&us Secwdus* Scan* Prima* 

Enter Miflris Page, CMifiris Ford, Mafler Page,Maffer 
Ford, Piftotl,Nim, Quickly, Hoft, Shallow. 

tMi.Page. What, haue /fcap'd Louc-letters in the holly- 
day-time of my beauty, and am / now a fubiett for them f 
let me fee. 

Askemertoreafi* why l hue you, for though Lout v felt*, 
f 0 » for hie precifian, bee admits him not for his Counfailour: 
you are not young, no more am I : goe to then, there's Empathies 
you are merry, fo am /: ha, ha, then there's morefmpathie : 
you lone Jacket «tsd fodoel'. wouldyout defire better fimpathie l 
Met it f office thee ( Miflris Page) at the leafi if the Lone of 
Seuldier can fuffice , that 1 louc thee : I will notfaj\pittyme , 
'tie not a Souldter-like phraft 5 but I fay foueme : 

L Hy me, thine owne true Knight, by day or night : 

Or any kinde of light, with all his might. 

For thee to fight, IohnFaifiaffe. 

Whata Herod of Iurie is this l O wicked, wicked world. 

One that is well-nye wornc to peeces with age 
To (how himfclfe ayoung Gallant / What an vnwaied 
fiehauiour hath this Flemiih drunkard ptekt ( with 
The Deuills name ) out of my conuerfation, that hee dares 
Jn this manner affay me / why, hee hath not beene thrice 
In my Company, what fhould / fay to him //was then 
Frugal! of my mirth : ( heauen forgiue mee, ) why ile 
Exhibit a Billin the Parliament for the putting downe of 
men, how {hall I be reueng’don him/ for reueng'dl will 
he? as fare as his guts are made ofpuddings. 

Mtf.Ford, Mwris Page, truft me, 1 was going to your 

hoilfca 

— - • • 
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Mif.Tage.hn6 truft me, I was going to you: you Iooke 
very ill. 

Mtf.Ford. Nay, ile nere beleeue that ; I haue to {hew to 
the contrary. 

MifPage ’Faith but you doe in my mindc. 

Mif. Fords Well ’• I doe then ; yet I fay, I could fhev* 
you to the contrary ; O Miflris f^jgiue mee fame coun- 
faile. 

Mif. Page. What’sthe matter,woman f 

Mtf.Ford • O woman; ifit were not for one trifling re* 
fpei5l,I could cometofuch honour. 

MifPage. Hang the trifle ( woman ) take the honour} 
what is it? difpence with trifles > what is it / 

Mif Ford 11 f would but goe to hell, foran eternall mo- 
ment, or fo ; I could be knighted. 

Mif.Page.Vfhit thou licit /Sir Alice Ford l thefe Knights 
will hacjce,and fo thou fliouldfl not alter the article of thy 
Gentry. 

Mf Ford. Wee burne day-light ; heere, read, read ; 
percciuehow I might be knighted, I ihall thinke the worfc 
of fat men, as longas I haue an eye to make difference of 
mens liking; and yet hee would not fwearc : praifa 
Womens modefly ; and gaue luch orderly and wclbeha- 
ued reproofeto all vncomelinefle,that I would hauefworn 
his dilpofition would haue gone to the truth of his 
words = but they doe no more adhere and keepe place to- 
gether, then the hundred Pfalmes to the tune of Greene-: 
flecues:Whattcmpcft (Itrda ) threw this Whale.f withfo 
many Tuns of oyle in his belly ) a’flioare at Windfor/How, 
{hall I bereuengedon him? I thinke the be A way werej 
toentertaine him with hope, till the wicked Are of lufl haue 
melted him in his owne greafe. Did you euer heare the 
like / 

Mtf.Page. Letter for letter j but that the name of 
Page and Ford differs ) to thy great comfort in this my- 
ftery of ill opinions, heer's the cwyn-bf other of thy Let- 
ter ; but let thine inherit firft, for I proteft mine neuer 
fbali: I warrant hec hath a thoufand of thefe Letters, writ 

Gs with 
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with blancke-fpice for different namesffure more) & thefc 
are of the fecond edition; he wil print them out ofdoubt, 
for he cares not what he puts into the prelTc,when he would 
out vs two 1 1 had rather be a Gianteflc & Jye vnder Mount 
Vtlim. Well ; I will finde you twenticlafciuious Turtles ere 

° n ^SrTwhy this is the very fame ; the very hand, the 
very words, what doth he thinke of vs ? 

Mif.Page. Nay 1 know not ; it makes me almofl rca- 
die to wrangle with mine owne honefty ; lie entertaine 
my felfe like one that I am not acquainted withall, for 
fure vnlcffe hce knowfomeftraine in mee, that 1 know 
not my felfe* hce would neuet haue boorded me in this 
fur *e 

Mif. fWiBoording.call you it ? /le be fure to kcepehitn 

abouedecke, 

c Mif.Page. So will /, if heecome vnder my hatches, 7le 
neuer to Sea againe. Let’s be reueng’d on him ; .let's appoint 
him a meeting, giue him a fhow of comfort in his Suite, and 
lead him on with a fine baited delay, till hee hath pawn’d 
his horfes to mine Heft ofthe Garter.- 

Mif.Ford* Nay, / will confent toaflany villany againft 
him.thatmay not fully the chat incite of our honefty j oh 

that my husband faw this Letter j^it would giue eternall 
food to his iealoufic. 

tJMif.f*ge.*Why looke where he comes ; and my good 
man too; nee’s as farre from iealoufie, as I am from gl- 
uing him caufc,and that ( I hope ) is an vnmeafuraWedi- 
fiances 

Mif.Ferd. You are the happier woman. 

Mif Pag*. Let’s confult together againfl thl« greauc 
Knight ; Come hither. 

F*rd. Well, I hopc,it be not fo. 

Tift. Hope is a curtall dog in fome affaires; 

Sir /oimffs&s thy wife. 

Ford . Why fir, my wife is not young. 

Fiji. He wooes both high andlow,both rich and pOOre, 
both young and old,one with another ( Ford) he lo uc he 
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Gilly-mawfry ( Ford ) perpend, 
ford. Loue my wife ? 

Tilloll.With liuer, burning hot • preuent 
Or aoe thou like Sir tAileon he, with 
Ring-wood at thy heelcs : O.odious is the name. 
ford. What name Sir l 

Take heed, ere fommer comes,ot Cuckoo- birds doc ling* 
Away firCorporall Nitn\ 

BelceBc it ( Page ) he fpeakes fence. 

ford. 1 will be patient ; I will finde out this- 
Ntm. And this is true ; I like not the humor oHymg.hee 
haue wronged mee in fome humors; I fhould haue borne 
the humour’d Letter to her, but 1 haue a fword, and 
it (hall bite vpon my ncceflitie, he louesyour wife ; There s 
the fhort and the long : My name is Corporall ^^Jpcak, 
and I auouch *tis true : my name is Ntm, 
your wife, adicuj 1 loue not the humour of bread & cheefc - 

ad p 4 "; Thehumour of it(quoth’a?) heere’s a fellow frights 

Eoelifti out of his wits. 

ford. I will feeke out Falflaffe: 

Page. I neuer heardfuch a drawlwg-affcftiogeogue* 
FordAf I doe finde it = welR . . _ . - 

Paoe. 1 wift notbelceue foch *Cataia*> though the Pried 
o’ th’ Townc commended him for a true man. 

JV^.'Twas a good fcnfiblc fellow* well# 

you ( qeorge ?) harke you; 

UWif.Ford. How now ( fwcct Frank) why art thou me* 
la °jSSl melancholy ?I am not melancholy °- 
Get MfF^f^, thou haft fome crochets in thy head, 

Looke who comesyondcr j foec fhaU bcc our Mcftcng^ 
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to this paltric Knight: 

Mi(.Ford- Trad me, I thought on her ; flice’Il fit it.* 

M.Pagt. Y ou are come to fee my daughter Anne f 

fthei, 1 forfooth • and I pray how do’s good Milfrcfie 
Anne ? 

Mif. Page. Go in with vs and fee, wee haue jan inures 
talke with you. 

Page. How now Matter Ford ? 

Ford. You heard what this knaue told me, did you not ? 

Page. Yes, and you heard what the other told me J 

Ford.Doe you thinfcc there is truth in them ? 

Page. Hang ’em flaues : I doe not thinke the Knight 
would offer it : But thefe that accufe him in his intent to- 
wards our wiues, are a yoake of his difcarded men, very 
rogues, now they be out offeruiccj 

Ford.VJctc they his men ? 

T^e.Marry were they; 

Ford. I like it ncucr the better for that, 

Do's he lye at the Garter } 

Page. I marry do’s he : if hce fhould intend this voyage 
toward my wife, I would turne her loofe to him, and what 
hee gets more of her, thenfharpe words, let it lye on my 
head. 

Ford . I doe not roifdoubt my wife, but I would be loath 
to turne them together, a man may bee too confident, I 
would haue nothing lye on my head,] cannot be thus fatis- 
fied; 

Page. Looke where my ranting-Hoft of the Garter 
comes : there is either liquor in his pate,ormonyin his 
purfc, when hce lookes fo merrily : How now mine 
Hoftf 

Hoft. How now Bully-Rooke, thou'rt a Gentleman, Ca- 
ueleiro Iuftice, K&y. 

Ska/. I follow, (mine Hoft) I follow, Good-euen, and 
twenty ( good Matter Page ) Matter Page, will you go with 
ys i we haue fpott in hand. 

Heft. Tell him Caueleiro-Iuflice : tell him Bully- 
Rooke. 1 

SM. 
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Shot. Sir, tlMie isa toy «o be Sb 

hath had the meaVing of their weapons, and ( I thinke ) 
appointed them contrary places : for f beleeue me ) I hearc 
the Parfon is no Icftcrharke, I will tell you what our fpott 

^Mft. Haftthounofuitagainftmy Knight? my guett- 

C % a S. r None.I proteft, but ilc giue you a pottle of burn’d 
fackejto giue me rccourfe to him, and tell him my name is 

Br °Hoft. MyCnd! (Bully,) thou fhalc haue egrette and re- 
ereirc, ( faid I well /) and thy namcfhall be Broome. It isa 
merry’ Knight, will you goc An-heires ? 

Sbal. Haue with you mine Holt. , ..... 

7 age. I haue heard the French-man hath good skill in his 

^ 4 /, Tut Sir, / could haue told you more* /n theft 
times you ftandondiftance, yourPaffes, Stoccado’s, and 
/know not what: tis the heart ( Matter Page. ) tis heere, 
vis heere, / haue feenc the time, with my long-fword, I 
“JS haue made you fowre tall fellowea sk.ppe like 

R /5‘. Heere boyes, heere, heere, fhallwewag? . 

page. Haue with you, I hadrather hearc them fcold,then 

fig /W.Though Page be a fccure foole.and ftands fo firme- 
ly on his wiues frailty : yet, /cannot put-off my opinion fo 
cafily, fhewasin his company at Pages houfe, and what 
they madetherc, /know not. Well,/ will looke further in- 
land /haucadifguife, tofound Falftafe, lf/finde her 
honeft,/ loofe not my labour, if fliec be otherwife, tis la- 
bour well beftowed. Exeunt. 
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Scssm Secmda, 

Enter Faljlafe, Pifto/l, Roiitiy Qmklfy Bardolfe, 

Ford. 

Fal. I will not lend thee a penny* 

Ptft. Why then the world's mine Oyftcr, which I, with 
{Word will open- 

Fal. Not a penny, I haue beenc content ( Sir, ) you 
fhould lay my countenance to pawnc j I haue granted vp. 
on my good friends for three Repreeucs for, and your 
Coach-fellow Nim, or elfe you had look'd through the 
grate, like a Geroinyof Baboones : 1 am damn’d in hell, 
forfwearing to Gentlemen my friends, you were good 
Souldiers, and tall-fellowes. And when Miftrefle Brigst 
loft the handle of her Fan, 1 took’t vpon mine honour 
thou hadft it not. 

Fiji. Didft not thou (hare ! hadft thou not fifteenc 
pence/ 

Fal. Reafon, you roague, reafon; thinkft thou lie en- 
danger my foulc, gratis fata word, hang no more about 
race, I am no gibbet for you: goe, a fliort knife, and a 
throng, toyourMannor of Pickt-hatcb ; goe, you’ll not 
beare a Letter for mce you roague? you ftand vpon your 
honour : why,(thouvnconfinablebafcncfle)itisasinuch 
aslcandoetokeepcthe termesof my honour precife ; 1, 
1, 1 my felfe fometimes, leauing the feare of heauen on the 
left hand, and hiding mine honor in myneccflity, am 
fainc to ftiuffle : to hedge, and to lurch, and yet, you 
Rogue, will cn*fconce your raggs 3 your Cat a Moun- 
taine-lookes,your red-lattice phrales, & your boldbeatmg- 
oathes, vnder the fheltcr of your honor t you will not doe 
it l you ? 

Pifl. I doe relent ; what would thou more of man? 

Rtf&#.Sir,here's a woman would fpcake with you* 

F<*/.Let h cr approach • 

Qhu Giue your worlhip good morrow. 

Fal, 



% 
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Fal- Good-morrow, good-wife. 

gui. Nut fo,and’i pleafe your worfliip. 

Fal, Good,maidthcn. 

faille befworne. 

As my mother was the firft houre I was borne. 

Fal , I doe belecue the fwcarer ; what with me ? 

Qai. Shall I vouch-fafc your worfliip a word, or 
two? 

Fal- Two thoufand ( faire worn an) and ile vouchfafe 
thee the hearing* 

Qui. There is one Miftrefle Ford, ( Sir } I pray come a 
little neerer this waics ; I my ielfe dwell with Mailer Docftor 
Cains. 

Fal Well, on 3 Miftris Ford, you fay. 

gni. Your worfliip faies very true 3 /pray your worfliip 
come a li.'tle neerer this waies. 

Fal - 1 warrant thee, no- bodic heares .5 mine owne people, 
mine owne people. 

Qpi. Are they fo ? heauen-bleiTe them, and make them 
his Seruants. 

Fal, Well ; Miftrefle FW, what ofher ? 

SI**. Why, Sir 3 fliee’s a good creature ; Lord, Lord your 
Worfhip'* a wanton : well, heauen forgme you, and all of 
Vi, [ pray 

Fal Miftrefle Ford, come,Miftrcfll Ford. 

Marry this is the fliort, and the long of it 3 you 
banc brought her into fuch a Canaries, as ’tis Wo ;der-* 
full ; the beft Courtier of them all ( when the Court lay 
at Windfor ) could neuer haue brought her to- fuch a Cat 
narie: jet there has beene Kuights,and Lords, and Gen- 
tlemen, with their Coaches 3 l warrant you Geach alter 
Coach, letter after letter, gift afiee gift, fmelling fo fweet* 
ly» all Muske, and fo rufliling, / warrant Vo:/, in hike 
and golde, and in fuch alligant rearmes, and m fo-ji -wine 
and fugcr of the beft, and the fairdt> that would haue 
wonne any womans Heart ; and/ warrant yoLvhey could 
neuer get ati eyc*winke of h ;r ; / had ray. felfe twentie 
Angels giueh me this morning, but / dcftc ail Angels in 
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any fuch fort, as they fay )but in the way of honcfiy • and 
I warrant you, they could neuer get her fo much as f]pp e 
on a cup with the prowdeft of them all, and yet there has 
beene Earles j nay, ( which is more ) Pcntioncrs, but I 
warrant you all is one with her. * 

Fal. But what faiesfhee to mcc! bee briefe my g 00( j 
fait- Mercuric. 

Qui. Marry,flie hath receiu’d your Letter} for the which 
fhethankes you a thoufand times ; and (bee giues you to 
notifie,thac her husband will be abfencc from hishoule 3 be» 
tweeneren and eleuen. 

Fal. Ten, and eleuen. 

Qui, I, forfooth; and then you may come and fee [the 

pi flu re ( Ihe fayes ) that you wot of; Mailer Ford her huf. 
band will be from home : alas, thefwect woman leads an 
ill life with him; hee’savery iealoufie.mao ; fhec lcades 
a vereframepold life with him, ( good heart.) 

Fal. Ten, and clcuem 

Woman, commend me to her,! will not faile her, 

Qui. Why, you fay well: But I haue another meflenger 
to your worfbip ••MiftrdlePrfgehath her heartic comtnen. 
dations to you to; and let me tell you in your care, fhee’s 
as fartuous a ciuill model! wife, and one ( I tell you ) that 
will not millc you morning norcuening prayer,asanyisin 
tPindfor, who ere be the other : and ilice bade mee tell your 
worlhip, that her husband is feldome from home, but fhec 
hopes there will come a time. 1 neuer knew a woman fo 
doate vpon a man j furely I thinkc you haue charmes, la : 
yes in truth. ' , , , , , ro , 

JVt/.Not I, I allure thee ; fetting the attraction of my good 
parts afide,I haue no other charmes* 

* Qur Blcffing on your heart for’ts 
T*ABut I pray thee tell me this ; has Fords wife, and 
wife acquainted eachpth^how theylouc me/ 

Qui. That were a ieft indeed • they haue not fo little 
grace 1 hope, that were a trieke indeed; But Miftis Page 
would defirc you to fend her your little Fage of all Irues; 
herhusbandlias,® marucllous infection to chciicdc Page ; 

' y and 
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and truely Mailer Page is an honell man 5 neuer a wife in 
Windfor lcades a better life then (he do’s ; do what Ihee will, 
fay what flic will, take all, pay alljgoe to bed when Ihee lift, 
rife when Pie lift, alHs as Ihe will 5 ancl trul y Ihe deferues it ; 
forifthtrebeakinde woman in Wind far, Ihee isone ; you 
mull fend her your Page, no remedie. 

Fal. Why, I will. 

Qui. Nay, butdoefothcn,andlooke you.hee may come 
and goe betweene you both ; and in any cafe haue a nay- 
word, that you may know one another# minde, and the 
Boy neuer hcede to vnderftand any thing } for ’tis not good 
that children fliould know any wickedncsj old folkes 
you know, haue diferetion, as they fay, and know the 
world, 

Fal. Farcehee-well, commend mec to them both, there's 
mypurfe,! am yet thy debter }Boy, goc along with this 
woman, this newesdiftraftsme. 

‘Pift.This Punckc is one of Cupids Carriers, 

Clap no morefailes.purlue- vp with your fights : 

Giue fire; Pie is ray prize, or Ocean whclme all. 

Fal. Sail! thoufo ( old Pack?) goe thy waies lie make 
more of thy old body then 1 haue done: will they yet 
looke after thee /wilt thou after the cxpence offo much 
money, be now a gainer / good Body, 1 thanke thee j lee 
them fay 'tis groflely done, fo it bee faircly done, no 
matter. » 

Bar. Sir hbn, there’s one Mailer Broomt below would 
faiuefpeakc with you, and be acquainted with you | and 
hath font your worPiip a mornings draught ofSacke. 

Fal. Broome is his name / 

Har.l Sir. 

Fal. Call him in : fuch Broomes are welcome to me, that 
thatore’flowes fuch liquor ;ah ha, Miftrefle Ford and Mi- 
ftrelfe Page, haue I encompafs'd you /goe to, via, 

Ftrd.'Q leffeyoufir. 

Fal - A nd you fir ; would you fpeake with me/ 

Ford. I make bold, to prelTe, with fq little preparation 

vpon you. 

' " D ? fWL 
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\ 7 be merry V Fines of iVindfor, 

pal, You'r welcome, what’s your will /giuevs lcaue 

Drawer. v , , 

Ford. Sir, / am a Gentleman that hauefpent much, my 
name is Broome. 

fal. Good Mailer Broome, ) defire moreacquaintar.ee 
of you. 

Ford. Good Sir John, 1 fue for yours ; not to charge 
you, for / muft let you vnderftand, / thinke my felfe in 
better plight for a Lender, then you are j the which hath 
fomethii.g emboldned meeto this vnfealon’d intrufioo.: 
for they fay, it money goe before, all waies doc lyc 
open. ... 

Pal. Money is a good Souldier ( Sir ) and will on- 

Ford. Trot h , an d / haue a bag of money hecre troubles 
me ; if you will heipeto beare it ( Sir lohn ) take all, or halfe 
for effing me of the carriage; 

F4I. Sir , I know not how I may deferue to bee your 
Porter, 

Ford. 1 will tell you Sir, if you will giucmec the hea- 
ring. £ 

/V*/.Speake ( good Mailer Broome ) I (hall be glad to be 
yourSeruant. 

Ford. Sir, 1 heare you are a Scholler } ( 7 will be briefe 
with you ) arid you haue beene a man long knownc to me, 
though / had neuer fo good meanesas defire, to make my 
felfe acquainted with you. I fhall difeouer a thing to you, 
wherein /muft^ery much lay open mine own imperfe&i- 
on : but^ood Sir lohn) as you haue one eye vpon my 
follies, as you heare them enfolded, turne another into the 
Regilier of y our owne, that I may pafle with a reproofe the 
caber, fith you your felfe know how eafie it is to be fuch an 
offender. 

TW&Very well Sir, proceed; 

Ford. There is a Gentlewoman ip this Towne,herhus* 
bands name is Ford, 

FalSNbMSit' 

Ford, / haue long Iou’d her, and / proteft to you, be- 
llowed much on her j followed her w\th a doating ob* : 

feruance; 
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feruance ; /ngroft’d opportunities to meete her, free ’d eur ry 
flight occafion that could but nigardly giue mee fight of 
her, not onely brought many pretents to gwrher, but haue 
giuen largely toTnany.ro know .what (he would haucgtuea 
briefly, / ha ue purfu'd her,as Loue hath put fud mee which 
hath beene cn the wing of all occafions 5 but whatfocuer / 
haue merited, either in my minde, or in my meanes,meede 
/ am fure l, haue receiued none, vnleife Experience be a 
/ewell, that/ haue purchafcd at an infinite rate, andthat 
hath taught me to fay this. 

te Loue like a Jhadow flies, when fuhflance Loue purfues, 
it Purfuing that that flies,. ana flying whatpurfuest 

Fal. Haue you receiu’d no promife of (atisfa&ion at her 
hands? 

/W.Neuer. ' r 

Fal , Haue you importun’d her to fuch apurpolc ? 

TW.Neuer. 

Fal.Qf what qualitie wasyour louethen ? 

Ford. Likeafaire houfe, built on another mans ground, 
fo that / haue loft my edifice, by miftaking the place where 

what purpofe haue you vnfolded this to me ? 

Ford. When l haue told you that, 1 haue told you all: 
Somcfay, that though fliee appearc honeft to mee, yet «n 
other places fhee enlargeth hir mirth io farre, that there 
is flirewd conftruftion made of her. Now ( Sir lohn) have 
is the heart of my purpolc: you are a Gentleman of ex- 
cellent breeding, admirable difeourfe, ol great adrai ttance, 
authenticke in your place and perfon, generally allow d 
for your many warlike, court-likc, and learned prepay 
tions. 

Fet'd* Belccuc it,foryou know it ? there is money, (pend 
it, fpend it, fpend more; fpend all I haue, onely giue me to 
much ofyour time in exchange of it, as to lay an amiable 
fiege to ihc honefty of this Fords vie yoo^An of 
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wooing ; win her to confent to you ; if any man may, you 
may as foone as any. 

F*/. Would it apply well to the vehemencyof your af- 
fection that I Ihould win what you would enioy ? Me- 
thinkes you prefcribe to your fcjfe very prepofleroufly. 

Ford. OjVnderftand my drift; (lie dwells fo fecurely on 
the excellency of her honor,that the folly of my foule dares 
not prefent it felfe ;flie is too bright to be look'd againfin 
Now s could i come to her with any detection in my hand ; 
my defires had infhnce and argument to commend them* 
felues J could driue her then from the ward of her purity, 
her reputation, her marriage vow, and a thoufand other her 
defences, which now arc too- too (Iron gly embattaild a- 
gainfl: me; what fay you too'c,Sir John. 

Fal. Matter 'Broome, l will firft make bold with yourmony, 
next.giue me your hand ; and laf^asl am a Gentleman, you 
fliall.if you wil!,enioy Fords wfe. \ 

Ford. O good Sir. 

1 Fal. I fay you (hall. 

Ford. Want no money ( Sir John )you (hall want none.' 

Fal. Want no Aliftreffe Ford ( Mailer Broome ) you fliall 
Want none ; I fliall be with her (l may tell you) by her own 
appointment, euen as you came in to me, her afliftant, or 
goe- bet weene, parted from me ; I fay 1 fliall be with her be- 
tweene ten and elcucn.for at that time the iealious rafcally. 
knaueher husband will be forth j come you to me at night; 
you fliall know how ! Ipeech 

Ford.l am bleft in your acq uaintancejdo you know Fori 
Sir? 

Fal. Hang himf poore Cuckoldly knauc)Iknow him not: 
yet I wrong him to call him poore ; They lay the iealous 
wittolly-knaue hath maffes of money, for the which his 
wife leemes to me wellfauourd : I wifi vfc her as the key of 
-the Cuckoldly-roguc* Coffer ,& ther’s my harucfl-home. 

Ford. 1 would you knew Ford, fir, thatyou might auoid 
him,ityoufaw him* 

Fal, Hang him, tnechanicall-falt-butter rogue; I will flare 
him out of his wits ; I will awe*him with my cudgell it 
‘ ' . “ fliall 
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fliall hanz like a Meteor ore the Cuckolds horns : Malle? 
Broome, thou {halt know, I will predominate ouer the 
pezint, and thou limit lyc with his WeCome to me foone 
at night : Ford's a knaue,and 1 will aggrauate his ilile: thou 
(Matter Broome ) (halt know him for knaue,and Cuckold* 

Come to me foone at night. 

Ford. What a damn’d Epicurian-Rafcall re this ? my 
heart is ready to cracfce with impatience: who fries this is 
improuident iealoufie. ? my wife hath fent to him, the 
howreis fixt, the match is made; would any man haue 
thought this? fee the hell of hauinga faire woman: my 
bed fhall be abus’d, my Coffers ranfack’d, my reputation 
gnawne at, and I fhall not onelyreceiue this villanous 
wrong, but (land vnder the adoption of abhominable 
termes, and by him that does me this wrong: Termes, 
names : e Amaimon founds well ; Lttcifcr } well; Barba/on,Y/eli 
yet they are Diuels additions ; the names of fiends : But 

Cuckold, Wittoll, Cuckold s’the Diucll himfclfe hath not 
fuch a name. Page is an Aflfe, a fecure Afle } hee will trufl 
his wife, hee will not bee iealous j I will rather truff 
a Fleming with my butter, Perfon -Hugh the WelJhmsM 
vvith my Cheefe, an Irifh man with my Aqua-vitat-bottle, 
or a Thcefe to walke my ambling gtlding, then my 
wife with her felfe* Thenlhe plots, then Ihee rumiuaces, 
then fliec deuifes } and what theythinke in their hearts 
they may effe&j they willbrcake their hearts but they 
will effed. Hcauen bee prais'd for my iealoufie : deuen 
o'clocke the howre, I will preuent this, dete<3 my wife, 
bee reueng’don Fa/Jlaffe, and laugh At Page. I willabout 
it, beter three houres too foone, then a mynute too late.* 
fie, fie, fie : Cuckold, Cuckold, Cuckold. 

Exits 

Scent TcrtU, 



Enter CtiMjbtgbjiPage; Slender Jlefc 
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%u. Sir, 

C^VatisthccIockfeW ' ... 

Rug. ’Tis pafl the howre ( Sir ) that Sir Hugh promts d 

S ° *Caiut By gar, he has faue his foule,dat he is no-come:hee 
has pray his Pible well, dat hee is no-cotne, by gar (lack. 
%udy ) he is dead already, if he be come. 

Rug Hee is wife Sir; hee knew your vvorlhip wouldkiil 

b cjL h . By gar.de herring is nodead,fo as I vil! kfllhim, 
take your Rapier, ( lacks ) I vill tell you how I vill kill 

* 1U £w. Alas fir, I cannot fence. 

Cat. Villanie,cake your Rapier. 

Rag, Forbeare, hter*s company; 

HoJi.'BldTe thee,bulIy-Dodor. 

Shal. ’Saue you Mailer Doctor Caisu . 

Page. Now good Mailer Dotflor; 

Slen Giue you good morrow, fir. 

Cain*. Vat be all you onejtwo^ree/owrc, comcfor t 
Hofl. To fee thee fight, to fee thee foigne, to fee thee 
trauerfe, to fee thee hcere.to fee thee there, to fee thee palTe 
thy pundo, thy ftocke, thy reuerfc, thy dillance, thy mon- 
tant :;Is hee dead, my Ethiopian ? is he deadly Francifco? 
ba Bully fwhatfaies mv Bfculapim i my Galleu { my heart 
ofElder / ha f is he dead bully- Stale? is he dead? 

Cai.By gar^he is dcGoward- lack-Prieft ofde vorld • he 

is not fhow his face* . „ rT „ e 

Hop, Thou art a Cafialion-king Vrinall ; HtBor d 

Greece ( my Boy) n 

(at. I pray you heare witneffe, that meehauc l ay, 
fixe or feuen, two tree howres for him, and hee is no- 

eome. „ . c 

Shal.He is the wlferman ('»rDo<aprjhe is a curer of 

foules, and ypu a curer of bodies 5 if you (hould hght, ycu 
goe againfl the haire of your profeffioris : is it not true, 
Mailer 

Page. Mailer Shallow j you hauc your fclfe beene^Jfeat 
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great fighter, though now a mar. of peace. 

.flw/.dody-kins M. Page, though 1 now be old, and of 
the peace; if 1 fee afwordout, my finger itches to make 
one .’though wee are luftices, andDodors, and Church-, 
men ( Matter Page ) wecJiaue fome fait of our youth in vs, 
we are the Tons of won^f ( Matter Page.) 

Page.’T is true, Mrftcr Shallow, 

Shal. [t will be found lo,(M, Page ) M. Dodor I 

am come to fetch you home , I am fworn of the peace.you 
haue Ihow’d your fife a wife Phyficien.and Sir Hugh hath 
fliowne himfelfea wifearid patient Churchman 5 you muft 
goe with me,M*Dodof. 

Hop. . Pardon, Gucft-Iuflicej a Mounfeur Mockc- 
Water. 

Cat. M ick vater / vat is dat? 

Hofl. Mock-water, in curEnglifh tongue, is Valour 
(Bully.; 

Cat. By gar, then I baue as much Mock-vater as de 
Englifiiman j fcuruy-Iack-dog-Prieft; by gar, fnce vill 
his cares. ' 

jfiefl.de will Clapper daw thee tightly ( Bully.; 
C4*.Clappcr-de claw? vatis dat ? 

Hoft, That is, he will make thee amends. 

Cat. Bygar,medoelookche (hall clapper-de-claw me,’ 
for by-gar, me vill haue it. 

Hep. And! will prouokc himto't,or let him wag; 

Cat . Me tanck you for dat. 

Hofl. And moreouer,f Bully; but fir ft, Matter Ghue(t,and 
M.^e.aud ecke Caualeiro Slender, goe you through the 
Towne to Frogmore. 

Page. Sit Hugh is thcre,is he ? 

Hop. He is there, fee what humor hee is in j and I will 
bringtheDodoraboutby the Fields; will it doe well? 

Sba{.Wcc will doc it. r . 

t^tf. Vdieu,good Matter Dodor- 

C<ti.8y-gar,o>e vill kill de Pricft,for he fpcake for a Jack* 
an- Ape to Anne Page. 

Hop, JLcc him die ; Ihcath thy impatience, throw cold 
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water on thy Chollerjgoe about the fields with me through 
progmore, l will bring thee where Mittria zAnne Page is, at a 
Farm-houfe a Featting 5 and thou ffialt wooe her, Cride- 
game.faid I well f 

CV«.By*gar,me danckyou vord^jbygar I loue you, and 
J (hall procure'a you de good GOjde Earle, de Knight,de 
Lords.de Gentlemen, my patients. 

fioft. For the which,/ will be thy aduerfary toward Amt 
Pagefaid /well / 

(ai. B> • gar, *tis good : veil faid. 

Heft. Let vs wagthen. 

Cat. Come at my heeles , lack, Rugby. 

Eximt, 

tABws Ter tins. Settna Frima. 

•mokV at 5 9B§fJ05 ifiil^uii iun -rats 

Enter Euans, Simple* Page, Shallow, Slender, Hojl , Cam, 
Rugby., 

■ 

Euans. 1 pray you how, good Matter Slenden fauingtuan 
and friend Simple by your name ; which way haue you 
look’d for Mailer Cauu, that calls himfelle Dodor of 
Phittcke. 

Simp. Marry Sir, the pittie-ward, the Parke- ward, 
euery way , olde Wmdfor way, and euery way but the 
Tow ne way, 

Euan.L rooftfehemently defire you, you wflllooke that 

way. 

Simp. T will fir. 

Euan. 'Pit lie my foulc : bow full of Chollors I am and 
trempling of minde ; /{(hall be glad if hee haue decciued 
b>( ; how melancholies /am f / willknog his Vrinalls a- 
bi ut his knsues cofiard, when / haue good oportunities 
for theorke- PJdle my foule. To /bailor* Ritters to whofe 
Jails', metodtotu Birds fing Atadrigalls • There will wee make 
aur Peds of Rofes '• and a thou/and fragrant pofies. Tofhal- 
low : ‘Mercieon race, / haue a great dilpofitions to cry.- 
- a*.,-. Ji... Atfoq Madrivatts -.—- — IVhen as l fat in Pa- 

biloH> 
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biton : and a thoufand vagrant Tofies. To fallow, &c. 

Sim. Yonder heisconuning, this way Sir Hugh. 
Euan.ticcs welcome : To [hallow r Riuers,i» whofefals : . 

Heauen profper the right •’ what weapons is he/ 

Sim. No weapons, Sir 5 there comes my matter, Matter 
Shallow, and another Gentleman ; from Frogmere, ouer the 
fiile,rhis way. 

Euen. P ray you giue me my gowne, or elfe keepe it in 
your armes. 

StyiL How now Matter Parlon ? good morrow good 
Sir Hugh, keepe a Gametter from the dice, and a good 
Studicnt from his booke, and it is wonderfuil- 
Sien, Ah fwcet isinnt Page . 

Page.’Sznc yon, good Sir Hugh. 

Euan.'PlealTe you from his mercy-lake,ali of you* 
<SW.vVhat ? the Sword, and the Word ? 

Doe you ftudy them both Matter Parfon ? 

Page. And youthfullftili,in your doublet and hofe, this 
raw-rumaticke day / 

Euan. There is reafons,and caufes for at ? 

Page, Wee gre come to you, to doe a good office, Matter 
Parfon. 

Euan. Fery-wcll, what is it / 

Page ■ Yonder is a mod reuerend Gentleman ; who 
fbe-like )hauing rcceiued wrong by fnnie perfoo, is at 
mott odds with his ownegrauity and patience, that euer 
you faw. * 

Shal.l haue liued foure-lcore yeeres.ancfvpward ; / neuer 
heard a man of his place, grauity, and learning, fo wide of 
his owne rcfpeifl. 

Euan - What is he / 

Page. I thinkc you know him ; Matter Duftor Caists the 
renowned French Phylician. 

Euan. Got’s.wiil, and his paffion of my heart, J had ar 
liefe you would tell me of a metfe ol porredge. 

Tage.Why l 

Euan. Hee has no more knowledge in Ehbocrates and 
Galen, and hee is aknaue befides: a cowardly knaue, as 

E * you 
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you would defires to acquainted withal); 

Pare- I warrant you, hee’s the nun fiiould fight with 
him. 

Sltn. O fweet vAnne Page. 

Shal. Itappearesfo by his weapons; fcecpe them a funder, 
here comes Do&or Cam, 

Page. Nay good Matter Parfon,keepe your weapon, 

Shal- So doe you, good Matter Do&or- 
Hoft. Difarme them, and let them quettion j let them 
Jceepe their limbs whole, and hacke our fingliih. * 

Cat. I pray youlet-a-mee fpcakc a word with your care; 
vherefore vill you not rnect-a me / 

Euan.l Pray you vfc your patience in good time. 

Cam. By- gar, you are de Coward : dc Iacke dog : Iohn 
Ape. 

Euan-, Pray you let vs not be laughing-ftocks to other 
mens humors 5 1 defire you in friend(hip,and I will one way 
or other make you amends; 1 will knog your Vrinal about 
your knaucs Cogs-combe. 

(fai.THable ; lac^Rttgbj : mine Hoft de lrneer 5 haue I 
not ftay for him, to kill him l haue I not at dc place I did 
appoint? 

Euan. As I am a Chrittians foule, nowlookeyou ;this is 
the place appointed, ilc be judgement by mine Hoft of the 
Garter, 

Hoft. PcaceJ fay, gal/ia and Gaule, French and Welch, 
SouIe-Curer,and Body-Curer. 

(fat- 1 , dat is very good,cxcelIant. 

Hoft. Peace, I fay jheare mine Hofl of the Garter, 

Am 1 politicke ? Am I fubtle ? Am 1 a Machiucll l 
Shall 1 loofe my Dodor? No, hegiucs me the Potions and 
the Motions. Shall I loofe my Parfonfmy Prieft ? my Sit 
Hughi No,hee giues me the ProUerbcs, and the No-verbes. 
Giuemethy hand ( Celettiall ){o; Boyes of Art, I haue 
deceiu’djou both ; I haue direftcd you to wrong places; 
your hearts are mighty, your skinnes are whole, and let 
burn d Sacke be theilfue ; Come, lay their (words to pawne; 
Follow roe, Lad of peace, follow,foliow, follow. 
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Shal. Truft me, a mad Hoft : follow Gentlemen, fol- 
low. 

Slen. O fweet Anne Page. 

CW.Ha'do I percciue dat? Haue you makc-a de.fot of vs, 
ha>ha? 

Euan. This is well,he has made vs his vlowting-ftog : 
I defire you that we may be friends f and Jet vs kn og our 
praines together to be reuengc on this fame (call fcuruy- 
eogging-companion the Hoft of the Garter. 

Cm. By gar, with all my heart ; he promife to bring rfaee 
where is Antie Page , by gar be deceiue me too. 

jBw#.Well,I will finite his noddles; pray you follow. 

Seeena Secunda, 

Adi (}. Page, Robin, T or dfP age ,Shaltow^.S lender, H oft, 
Euarts,Qaim. 

tSM.ift.Page. Nay keepe your way ( little Gallant ) you 
were wont to be afollower 5 butnow youareaLeader:whe- 
ther had you rather lead mine eyes, or eye «y our matters 
heeles ? ; ! 

Rob. I had rather ( forfooth,goe before you like a tain* 
then follow him like a dwarfe. (Gourtier. 

Adif.Page.Q you are a flattering boy,now I fceyou’l be a 

jW.Well met mifltis'Prffje, whether go you- 

Adif.Page.Ttuly Sir,to fee your wifc,is(heathome? 

fW. I,and as idle as (he may hang together for want of 
companiejl thin keif your husbands were dead, you two 
would marry. 

CMiftPage. Be fure of that, two other husbands; 

.Ford. Where had you this pretty wcatfccr-cocke? 

Adift.Pa. I cannot tell what ( the dickens ) hisnatne ismy 
husband had him of, what doc you cal your Knights name 

R^b-Sit lehn Falftafe. (fitrail? 

Ford. Sir lehn Falftafe, 

M.P. He,he,I can ncuer hit on’sname;thcre is (itch aleaguc 
between my goodmau,and he;is your Wife at home indeed. 
" B J, fordi 
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The merry Wiues dfWindJor. 

J*or^lft4<cI^c i..: • ' . ; ... 

Mtf Page. By your leaue fir, I am fickc till I fee her. 

Ford.HasTage any braines? Hath beany eics? Hath he 
any thinking ? Sure they ileepe, hee hath no vfeol them : 
why this boy will carrie a letter twenrie mile « eafie, as 
a Gabon Willfliootpoint-blanketwcluefcore : hee pecc« 
out his wiues inclination * hee glues her folly motion 
and aduantage : and now (he’s going to my «iie,and Fal • 
fidjfes boy with her; A man may heare this Ihowrcfing 
in the winde* and Falfiaffes boy with her : good plots, 
they are laide, and our teuolted wiues fhare damnation 
together. Well, I will take him, then torture my wife, 
plucke the borrowed vaile of modkflie ftom the fo fee- 
ming Mitlris divulge Page himfclfe for a fccure and 

wilfull tAtteon, and to thefe violent proceedings all my 
neighbotsfliallcryaime. The clocfcc glues roe my Qu, 
and my alTurance bids me fearch, there I fliall finde Fd- 
fiafie'-i fliall be rather praifd-or this, then mock’d, for itisas 
polfitiue, as the earth is firme, that Fdftaffe is there : i will 
go. 

Shal.Pagei&c.fNA] met Mailer Ford. 

Ford.Ttufi me, a good knotte ; I haue good cheere at 
liortie,and 1 pray you all go with me. 

Shd. I mud excufemy feife Mailer Ford, 

Slett. And fo mud I Sir, 

We haue appointed to dine with Miflris Anne, 

And I wcuid not breake with her for moremony 
Then tie fpeakeoh 

Shd. We haue linger’d about a match betweenc Amt 
P^jf,and my cozen Slender , and this day wee (hall haue our 
anlwer. 

Slen.l hope I: haue your good will Father Page. 

Page. You bade Mallei Slender ,1 itand wholly for you, 
But my wife (.Mailer Doctor ) is foryou altogether. 

Cam. Ibe-gar, and de Maid is loue-a me : my nurfh-a- 
Quickly tellmefomufh. 

Hofi. Whatfay you to young Mader Fenton? He capers, 
he dauccjjhe has cics of youth ; he writes verfes,heip akes 
- - holiiday, 
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holiiday, he fmels Apr. 11 and May, he will carry t, hee will 
carry ’t, *tis in his buttons, he will t,arry f r. 

Pave. Not by my confent 1 proimle you. The Gentleman 
« of nohauing,he kept companie with the wildc Prince, & 
point*, : hec is oftoo high a Rfgion, hee knows too much : 
no hee fliall not knit a knot in his fortunes, with the fi nger 
of myfubflance,if he takes her, let him take her limply, the 
wealth 1 haue waits on my confent, and my confent goes 

nC yirdTbefeechyou heartily, foroe ofyou goehome with 
me to dinner ; bclidcs your cheere you fliall haue (port, I 
will (hew you a monfter j Mader Doftor, you fliall goe, 1© 
fliall your Mailer Page. and you Sir Hugh. 

5 W. Well, fare you well : 

WeJhall haue the freer woing at Matter P agist 
Uat.Go home lohn Rugby,] come anon4 
Hofi. Farwell my hearts, I will to my honeft Knight 
FalLffe, and drinke Canarie with him. ■' 

Ford. 1 thinkc I (hall drinkein Pipe-wine firft with him, 
jlle make him dance. Will you go.Gcntles ? 

AH* Haue with you,to fee this Monfter. Exeunt* 

Scesna Tertia . 

Enter Mafter Ford. Mafier PageAeruantsfRobin^Falfiafie. 
Ford t Page, CatM y Euans. f. . , 

Mif.Ford. What 7«£«,what Robert. . 

jM.Page. Quickly, quickly > Is the Buck-basket-^— 
A/if. Ford.] warrant. What I fay* 

MtF.Page. Come, come, come. 

tJMi.Ferd. Hcerc.fct it downe. ' 

M. Page ♦ Giue your men the charge, wee mutt be briere, 
be ready here hard by in the Brew-houfc, and when / fo- 
dainly call you, come forth, and(without any paufe,ot dag- 
gering) take this basket on your ftiouldersjthat done 

trudge with it in all haft, and carry it among the Whit- 
° - - fters 
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The merry Wines of Wind/or. 

decs in Dotchet Mead, and there empty itinthemuddie 
ditch,cIofe by the Thames fide. 

Mtf.Page. You will do it ? fdireftion. 

M.Ford. I ha told them ouer and ouer, they Jacks no 
Begone, and come when you are call'd. 

M-Page. Here comes little Robin. (with you l 

MifFord. How now my Eyas Musket, what newes 
Ttyb. My M . Sir Iohn is come in at the backe doore 
( Mift.fW.and requefls your company. 

Mi f Page. Yon little lack-a lent, haue you bin true to vs.' 
Rob. I, ilc be fwornc ; my Matter knowes not of your 
being hecre: and hath threamed to put mee into euerla* 
fling liberty, if I tell you ofit ; for hefwcarcs he’ll turne me 
away. 

Mi f.P age. Tbx>\im good boy ; this fccrecy of thine dial] 
be a Tailor to thee, and (hall make theca new doublefand 

hofe. He go hide me. ... - * 

Mtf.Ford • Do fo, go tell thy Matter,! am alone } Miftris 
remember you your Qu. 

I Mi f 7* age. \ warrant thee, if I do not aft it,hilTe me. 

Mtf.Fora Go too then ; we’l vfe this vnwholiomc humi- 
dity , this grofle-watry Pumpion , we’ll teach him to know 
Turtles from Iayes. 

Fal. tiaue I caught thee, my heauenly Iewell f Why jiow 
let me die, for 1 haue liu’d longenough ; This is the period 
of ambition ; O'thisblefled hourc. 

Mtf.Ford.Q iweet Sir Iohn. 

Fal. Miftris Ford, I cannorcog, I cannotprate (Mailer 
Ford) now (hall I finnein my wilh 5 1 w* uld tby ■•Husband 
were dead, ile fpcake it before the bell Lord, 1 would make 
thee my Lady. 

Mtf Ford. 1 your Lady Sir Iohn l Alas, I fhould bca pitti* 
full Lady. 

Fal. Let the Court of France (hew mee fuch another; 
I fee how thine eye would emulate the Diamond ; Thou 
batt the rightarched-beauty of the brow, that becomes the 
Ship-tyre, the Tyrervaliant, or any Tire of Venetian 
admittance. 

LMiJhff 
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Mifi.Vord. A plaine Kerchiefe,Sir Iohn.' 

My browes become nothing clfe,nor that well neither. 

p a l. Thou art a tyrant to fay fo : thou Wouldft make 
an abfolute Courtier, and the firme fixture of thy foote, 
would giuc at excellent motion to thy gate, in a ferni- 
cirded Farthingale. 1 fee what thou wert if Fortune thy 
foe, were not Noture thy friend: Come, thou canftnoc 
hide it. 

Mifi.Ford.Bc leeue me,ther’s no fuch thing in me. 

Fal. What made me louc thee ? Let thatperfwadetheei 
Ther's fomething extraordinary in thee. Come I cannot 
cog, and fay thou art this and that, like a-manie of thefs 
lifping hauthorne buds, that come like women in mens 
apparrell, and fmell like* Bucklers-berry in fimple 
time : 1 cannot, but I louc thee, none but thee; and thou 
deferu’ttit. 

M-Ford. Do not betray me fir, I feare you louc M .Page'. 

Fal. Thou mightft as well fay, Iloue to walke by the 
Counter-gate, which is a hatcfull to me,asthcrcekc of a 
Lime- kill. 

(JWif.Ford. Well,hcauen knowes how I loueyou. 

And you fhall one day findc it. 

.Fal, Keepc in that minde,l!edelerue it* 

Mtfi.Ford. Nay, I mutt tell you, fo you doe $ 

Or elfe I could not be in thatminde. 

Rob. Miftris FW, Miftris Ford , hcere’sMiftris Pago at the 
doore, fwcating, and blowing, and looking wildly, and 
would needsfpeake with youprefently. 

Fal. She fhall not fee me, I will enfconce mee behinde 
the Arras. 

UW.Ford.Ptvy you doc fo, flic’s a very titling woman; 
Whatsths matter? How now? 

Miifi.Pag. O miftris Ford what haue you done i 
You’rlham’d, y’are ouerthrownc, y’arc vndone for euer.' 

M.Ford. What’s the matter,good miftris Pagel 

CM.Page. O weladay,mift.iW, hauing and honeftoun 
to your husband, to giue him fuch caufe of fufpition. 

M.Ford. W hat caufc offufpition ? 

V F 
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< 7 be merry VViues of Windfor . 

C Mtf.Page> What caufe offufpition/Out vpon you : 

How amdraittookeinyou? 

Mif.Ftrd. Why ( alas) what's the matter l 

Mtf.Page - Your husband’s comming hetber ( Woman ) 
with all the Officers in Windfor, to feardh for a Gentle- 
man, that hee fayes is heerenow in the houfe, by your 
confent to take an ill aduantage of his abfence, you arc 
vndone. 

M. Ford. ’ Tis not,fo, I hope. 

Miji-Page . Pray heauen it be notfo, that you haue fuch 
a man heere: but’tismoftccrtaine your husband's com- 
ming, with halfe Windfor at his heeles,to ferch for fuch a 
one, I come before to tell you, ifyou know your felfc clecre, 
why I am glad of it, but if you haue a friend here, conuey, 
conuey him out. Be not amaz’d, call all your fenfes to you, 
defend your reputation,or bid farwcll to your good life for 
euer. 

M.Ford. What (hall /doc? There is a Gentleman my 
deere friend, and I feare not mine owne lhamc fo much, as 
his peril!./ had rather then a thoufand pound he were out of 
the houfe. 

M.Fzge . For ftiame,ncuer ftindf you had rather, you had 
rather ) your husband's heere at hand, bethinke you of 
fome conuey ance : in the houfe you cannot bide him. Oh, 
how haue you deceiu’d me i Looke, heere is a basket, if hce 
be of any reafonable ftature, hee may creepein heere, and 
throw fowlelinnen vpon him,asifit|wercgoing~to buck- 
ing * Or it is whiting time, fend him by your two men te 
Datcbet-Mcndc. K 

eJMJFord He’s too big to go in there , what (hall / doe f 

Fal. Let me fee’t, let me fee’t, O letmefee’t: 

7lein,ile in, follow your friends counfell,ile in. 

MtjllPage.VJhzt Sir Iohu Falftajfe ? Arethefe your Let- 
ters, Knight? 

Fal- J loue thee, hclpe race away .• let me cr cepe in heere; 

iic — 

/S/.p4i|f.Hdpe to couer vour Matter (Boy:) Call your 
men ( MiSitFerd'J You dilletnbling Knight. 

M.Ford. 
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Mi f Ford. What John Rugby, lohn\ Goe, take vp thefe 
cloathes heere.quickly : Wher’s the Cowle-ftaffc? Looke 
how you drumble l Carry them to the Landrelfc in Dat- 
chet rncade : quickly.come. 

Ford.’Pny you come necre ; if / fufpe/l without caufe. 
Why then make fportat me, then let me be your left, 
idtfcrue it:How now ? Whether beare you this i 

Ser. To the Landrclle forfooth ! 

Mif.Ford . Why, what haue you to doe whether they 
beare it ? You were beft meddle with buck wattling. 

Ford. Bucket / would / coul J wafh my felfc of the Buck: 
Bucke,bucke,bucke,/buckc ;/ warrant you Bucke, 

And of the fcafon too, it fhall appeare. 

Gentlemen, /haue dream’d to night, ile tell you my 
dreame, heere, heere, heere bee my keyes, afeend my 
Chambers, fearch feeke, finde out: ile warrant wce’le 
vnkcnnell the Fox- Let mce flop this way firft: fo,now 
vneape. 

Page. Good mafler Ford,kc contented : 

You wrong your lelfe too much. 

Ford. True ( matter Page ) vp Gentlemen, 

You fhall lee (port anon : 

Follow me Gentlemen. 

Euans . This isfery fantatticall humors and iealouGei.' 

Cartes By gar, ’tis no-thefa(liion of France: 

It is not iealous in France. 

Page. Nay follow him (Gentlemen) fee the yfluc of his 
fearch. 

Mtf.Page. Is there not a double excellency in this/ 

Mtf.Ford.1 know not which pleafes me better. 

That my husband is decciued,or Sir Ubn. * 

Mtf.Page. Whata taking was he in, when your husband 
askt who was in the basket f 

Mtf.Fordi .1 am halfe affraid hce will haue neede of 
wafhing. fo throwing him into the water, will doe him a 
benefit- 

tMif.Fage. Hang him difhoneft rafcall : I would all of the 
fame ftraine.were in the fame dittrclle. 

Ft Mifl.Ftrd • 
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Mifi.Ford. I thinkc my husband hath Tome fpeciall fuf* 
pition of Falpfsbeing heere : for I ncuer faw him fo groile 
in his icaloufie till now. 

Miff. Page. I will lay a plot to try that, and wee will yet 
haue more trickes with Fa/ftajfe} his diffolute diieale will 

fcarfe obey this medicnc. 

Mif.Ford. Shall we fend that foolittion Canon, Miltris 
Quic kly to him, andcxcufc his throwing into the water, 
andgiue him another hope, to betray him to another 
punittmentf 

liMif'Fage. Wee will doe it 5 let him be lent for to mor. 
row eight a clocke to haue amends. 

Ford. I cannot findehim ; may be the knauc bragg’d of 
that he could not compaffcf 
Mif.Pagc. Heard you that l 
Mif.Ford.You vfe me well,M Ford! Doc you i 
Ford. I,Idoefo.- 

M.Ford.naucn makeyou better then your thoughts 
Ford. Amen. 

Mif.Page. You doe your fclfe mighty wrong (M. Ford) 
Ford. I, I ; I mud bearcit. 

Euan. If there be any pody in the houfe,and in the chant* 
bers, and in the coffers, and in the preffes } heauen forgiue 
my finncs at the day of judgement. 

(fains. Bc-gar, nor 1 too : there is no bodies. 

<Fage. Fyfy.M- Ford, are you not attain'd ? What fpirit, 
what diuell fuggeds this imagination ? I would not ha 
your didemper in this kind, for the wclth of Windfor cafle. 
Ford. Tis my fault ( M'Tage J1 fuffer for itv 
Euans. You fuffer for a pad confcicnce ; your wife is as 
honed so'mans, as I willdefircs among fiucthoufand, and 
{foe hundred too, ^ / 

CW. By gar, I fee ’tis an honed woman. 

Fords Well, I promifd you a dinner, come, come, walkc 
in theParke, I pray you pardon me ■ I will hereafter make 
knowne to you why I haue done this. Come wife, come 
Mid.JPdge»l pray you pardon me. Pray hartly pardon me* 
Page. Let'sgo in Gentlemen, but (trufl me) we’lmockc 

v - .... * - him, 
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him ; I doc inuite you to morrow morning to my houfe to 
breakefad; after we’ll a Birding together, I haue a fine 
Hawke for the butt. Shall it be fo : 

Ford.fs.ny thing* 

£/M».Ifchcreis one, I ttall make two in the Company 
- C<».If there be one, or two,! ttall make-a-theturd. 

Ford. Pray you goe, M -Page. 

Etsans.l pray you now remembrance to morrow on the 
lowfie knaue, mine Hod. 

CW-Dat is good by gar,withall my heart. 

lowfie knaue, to haue his gibes, and his moc« 
kcries. Mfr WtK 

Senna Quarto, 

Enter Fenton, Arne Page, Shallow t Slend«r % 

QmckfjfP age, Mifl.P ages 

Fen. I fee I cannot get thy Fathers louc. 

Therefore no more turne me to him ( fweet Nan.) 
tAme. Alas, how then i 
Fen. Why thou mud be tby fdfes 
He doth obieft, I am too great of birth, 

And that my date being gall’d with my cxpencej 
1 feeke to hcale it onely by his wealth. 

Befidcs thefe, other barres he layes before me,’ 

My Riots pad, my wilde Societies, 

And tels me’tis a thing impoflible 
I ttould louc thee,but as a property. 

Anne. May be he tels you true. 

FenMo, heauen fo fpced me in my time to cornea 
Albeit I will confeffc, thy Fathers wealth 
Was the fird motiuethat I woo’d thee (tsfnne.) 

Yet wooing thee, I found thee of more vale w 
Then damps in Gold, or fummes in ftgled bagg 
And ’tis the very riches of thy felfe, 

Thatnowlaymcat* 

^wse.Gentlc MEento*, 

- I % 
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Yet feeke my Fathers Ioue,ftill feeke it fir, 

I {opportunity and humbteft fuire 
Cannot attainc it.why then harke you hither. 

ShaL Breake their talke Millris Quickly, 

My Kinfman fhallfpeake for himfeHe. 

Sle». Ik make a lhaft or a bolt on’t.flid, tis but venturing. 
Shal t Be not difmaid. 

Slen. No, fhe (hall not difmay me • 

I care notfor that.but that I am affeard. 
o^j.Hatk ycMafter f/e^r would fpeakc a word with you 
'jntte.l come to him. Thhismy Fatherschoicc • 

O what a world ofvildc- ill-fauout’dfaults 
Lookes handfomc in three hundred pounds a ycarc i 
&htt. And how do'sgood Matter Etntonl 
Pray you a word with you. 

Shot. Shee’s comroing > to her Coz : 

O boy, thou hadft a father, 

Slen. I had a father ( Miftris Anne ) my vncle can tel you 
good icftsof him $ pray you Vncle, tel Miftris A me the ieft 
how my Father ftoletwo Geefe out of a Pen, good Vnckle. 
Shal. Miftris tAnnt, my Cozen loues you. . 

Slen. 1 that I doc, as well as Moue any woman in Glo* 
cefterfhire. 

Shal He will maintaine you like a Gentlewoman. 

Slot. I that I will, come cutdnd long-taile, vnder the de- 
gree of a Squire. , , . , 

Shal. Hcc will make you a handred and fiftic pounds 

joynture.^ Ma0cr i et him woe for him- 

Shot • Marry Itfoanfccyoufof iN I thankc you for that 
good comfort : (forth you ( Coz) lie kauc you. 

Anne. Now Mailer Slender. 

Slen . Now good Miftris Anne. 

Anne. What is yotir will? . . n . 

Slen. My will? OddVbarjt-Jingfc* that s a pretty left 1 - 
deed; I ncrc made my Will yet ( 1 th 4 R&e Heai^n ; ) I m 
mt fuch a fickely creature,! giue Htmervpnfc* 



■ 
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Anne. I mean e(M .Sender) what would you with me ? 
Slen. Truely, for mine owne part, I would litrleor no- 
thing with you: your father and vnclc hath made motions 
if it be my lucke.fo ;if not, happy man be hi* dole, they 
can tell you how things goc, better then I can : you may, 
your father,Hccre he comes- 

Page. Now M after Slender ; Loue him daughter Anne * 
Why how now’ What does Mafter Fenton here? 

You wrong me Sir, thus ftill to haunt my houfe. 

I told you Sir, my daughter is difpofd of. 

Fen. Nay Mafter Page,bc not impatient. 

Mift.Page. Good Mafter Fenton. come not to my child. 
Page. She is no match for you. 

Sir, will you heare me / 

P^f.No.good Mafter Fenton. 

Come M .Shallow : Come fonne Slender ,m ; 

Knowing my minde.you wrong me (M -Fenton.) 

■Qai. Spcake to Miftris Page. 

FVw.Good Miftris Page, for that I loueyour daughter 
In fuch a righteous fafhion as I do, 

Perforce, again ft all checkes, rebukes, and manners* 

I mud aduance the colours or my ioue, 

And not retire. Let me hauc your good will; 

oAnne.G ood mother, do not marry me to yond fooler 
sMifi.Page. 1 meane it not, 1 feeke you a better hut- 
band. 

That’s my mafter, Mafter Do&or. 

Anne. Alas I had rather be fet quick i’th earth* 

And bowl'd to death with Turnips. 

Mifi.Page. Come* trouble not yourfelfe good Mafter 
Fenton, l will not be your friend, nor enemy ; 

My daughter will I qucftion how (he loues you* 

And as I finde her,fo am 1 affeded ? 

Till then , farewill Sir.lhc mull needs go in. 

Her father will be angry. 

Fen . Farewell gentle Miftris j farewell Nan. 

\ SZ». Thisis my doing now ; Nay, (aide I, wiB you ea® 

away your childe on a Foole,and a Phyfitiaq • 

Looke 
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Thajnerry Wines of Windjor* 

Looke on Matter pr#f«*,this is my doing. 

Fen. I thankc thee = and I pray thee once to night, 

Giuc ray fweet Nan this Ring : there's for thy painesj 
On. Now heauen fendthce good fortune, a kindc heart 
he hathsa woman would run through fire and water for 
fuch a kinde heart. But yet, I would my Mailer had Miftris. 
jlnnt, or I would Mailer Sender had her : or {in tooth ) [ 
would Mailer Fenton had her; 1 will doe what I can for 
them all three,for fo /haue promifed.and ilc be as good as 
my wordj but fpecioufly for Mailer F«»rc». Well,l mult of 
another errand to Sir Iehn Falfiaffe from my two Millreilcs. 
what a bcaft am I to llacke it. Exeunt, 

Sccena Quarto? 

Enter Falpffe, Bardolfe, Quickly, Ford. 

Fal.TSardelfe I fay. 

Ear. HeereSir< . 

Fal. Go, fetch me a quart of Sacke, put a toft in.t. 

Haue I liu'd to be carried in a Basket like a barrow of 
butchers Offall ? and to bethrowne in the Thames ? Wei, 
if 1 be feru’d fuch another tricke, ilc haue my braines 
'tane out and butter’d, and giuen them to a dogge for a 
New-yearcsgift; The rogues flighted mcc into the Riuet 
with as little remorfe, as they would haue drown'de a. 
blinde bitches Puppies, fifteenei'th litter s and you may 
know by my lize, that / haue a kindc of alacrity in fink, 
angiifthcbottome were as deepeas hell./fliould downc/ 
/had becne drown’d, but that the fhore was flieluy and 
Shallow; a death that / abhorre : for the water fwclles a 
man ; and what a thing fliouU 1 haue beene, when I 
had becne fwel’d ? / (hould haue becne a Mountaine of 
Mummie. 

Bar. Here's M., Quickly Sir to fpeakc with you; 

fal. Come.let me poure in fome Sacke to the Thames 
water • for my bellies as cold as if /had fwallow’d fnow- 
bals,lor pilles to coole thereines.Callher in. 
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Bar. Come in woman. 

Qai. By your Jeaue 5 1 cry you mercy f 
G/ue your worlhip good morrow. 

Fal. Take away theft Chaflices ; 

Go, brew me a pottle of Sacke finely. 

Bard. With Egges, Sir f 

Fal. Simple of it felfe ; lie no Pullct-Sperfine in my bre- 

wage.How now l 

Qai. Marry Sir,/ come to your worlhip from M .Ford. 

Fal, Aftf. Ford? 1 haue had Ford enough 5 1 was thrown 
into the Ford * I haue my belly full of Ford. 

Qai. Alas the day, ( good-heart ) that was not her fault j 
flie do's fo take on with her men $ they miftooke, their 
ere&ion. (promift. 

Fal. So did I mine, to build vpon a foolilh Womans 

Qai. Well, fhe laments Sirfor it, that it would yern your 
heart to fecit ; her husband goes this morning a birding; 
flie delircs you once more to come to her, betweene eight 
and nine 5 1 mull carry her word quickely, flic’ll make you 
amends / warrantyou. 

F<*/.WelI,I will vifit her, tell her lb ; and bidde herthinke 
what a man is 5 Let her conlidcr his frailety.and then iudge 
of my merit. 

QaiA will tell her . 1 

Fal. Do fo. Betweene nine and ten fail! thou i 

Qai. Eight and nine Sir. 

Fal. Well, be gone 5 1 will not mifle her. 

Qa.Veacc be with you Sir. 

Fal A meruaile ! hearc not of Mailer Broome j he lent me! 
word to flay within ; I like his money well; 

Oh,hcerc he comer. 

Ford Sletfe you Sir. 

Fal. Now M-Broome, you come to know 
What hath pall betweene tne,zndFords wife . 1 

Ford. That indeed ( Sir lohn) is my bulineflc. 

Fal\M.Broome I willnotlyetoyou, 

G / 
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I was at her houfe the hourelhe appointed me. 

Ford. And fped you Sir? 

Fal. Very ill- fauouredlyM. Broaiw. . 

Ford.Hw fo fir.did (he change her determination? 

Fal. No(M. Broome ) but the peaking Curnuto her huf- 
band (M IBroome ) dwelling in a continnall larum of ielou* 
fie, comes me in the inftant of our encounter, after wee had 
<mbraft,kift,proteftcd,and(as it were j (poke the prologue 
of our Comedy • and at his hccles, a rabble of his compam. 
ons.thither prouokedand inftigated by his diftemper, and 
(forfooth ) tofearch his houfe for hiswiuesLoue. 

Ford. What ? While you were there ? 

Fal. While /was there. 

JFW.And did hefearchfor you, and could not bnd you? 

Fal - You (hall heare. As good lucke would haue incomes 
in one Msfi. P^giucs intelligence of Fords approaclr-and 
in her inucntion,and Fords wiucs diftradion^they conucy'd 
me into a buckc-basket. 

Ford. A Buck* basket? . 

Fal. Yes, a Buck-basket: ram’d mee in with foule 
Shirrs, and Smockcs, Socks, foule Stockings, greafie 
Napkins, that ( Mafler Broome ) there was the ranked 
compound of villanous fmell, that euer offended no* 
firill. 

Ford. And how long lay you there ? 

Fal* Nay* you fliall heare ( Mafler Bromine) what 1 
haue fufFered, to bring this woman to euill, for your 
oood • Being thus cram’d in the Basket, v couple of 
] Fordt knaues, his Hindes, were cald forth by their Mi- 
firis, to carry mee in the name of foule Cloathes to 
Datchet lane ; they tooke mee on their fhouldcrs met 
the icalous knaue their Mafler in the doore y who 
asked them once or twice what they had in their Baf* 
ket? I quak'd for feare left the Lunatique Knaue 
would haue fearch’d it'- but Fatef ordaining heefhould 

bee a Cuckold) held his hand: well, on went hec,for 

a 
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a fearch and away went I for foule Cloathes 5 But 
marke the fequell (Mafler Broome) 1 differed the pangs 
of three feuerall deaths.* Firft, an intollerable fright, 
to bee detected with a iealious rotten Bell-weather; 
Next to bee compafs’d like a good Bilbo in the circum- 
ference of a Peeke, hilt to point, he.de to a head. And 
then to bee ftopt in like a ftrong diftillation with (link- 
ing Cloathes, that fretted in their owne greafe 
thinke of that, a man of my Kidney; thinke of thatj 
that am as fubied to heatc as butter; a man of conti- 
nuail diifolution, and thaw: it was a miracle to feape- 
(uffocation. And in the height of this Bach ( when f 
was more then halfe ilew’d in greafe ( like a Dutch- 
dilli ) to bee throwne into the Thames, and 

coold, glowing-hot , in that ferge like a Horfe- 
flioo; thinke of that; hilling hot t thinke of that (Mailer 
Broome.) 

Ford. In good fadneffc Sir, I am forry, that for my fake 
you hauefufferd all this. 

My fuice then is defperates You'll vndertaks her no 
more ? 

Fal. Mafter Broome ; I will bee throwne into Ett* % 
as 1 haue beene into Thames, ere I will Icaue her thus; 
her Husband is this morning gone a Birding, I 
haue receiued from her another ambaffie of mee- 
ting; ’twixt eight and nine is the hourc ( Mafler 
’Broome.) 

Ford. ’Tispafteightalrcady Sir, 

Fal. Is it? I will then addretfc mee to my appoint** 
ment^Come to mee at your conuenient leafure, and 
you (hall know how l fpeedc : and the conclufion 
(hail bee crowned wich your enioying her : adiew ; you 
(hall haue her ( Mafter Broome ) Mafler Smew, you fbal 
cuckold Ford. 

Ford . Hum : ha ? Is this a vifion ? Is this a dreame ? 
doe [ fleepe ? Mafter Ford awake, awake Mafter Ford . 

G ^ thcYs 
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■*T. be merry V Vines ojlViridJor, 

tWs a hole made in your beft coate ('Matter Ford:)thit 
’tis to bee marryed ; this ’eistohaue Lynncn, and Buck- 
baskets : Well, l will proclaime my felfe what 1 am ( 
l will now take the Leacher; hee is at my houfe ; hee 
cannot fcapemce 3 'tis impoffible hee ffiould: hee can- 
not crecpe into a halfc-penny purfe, not into a Peppar- 
Boxe. But left the Diuell that guides him, Ihould 
aide him, I will fcarch impoffible places: though 
what I am, I cannot auoide } yet to bee what I would 
not, (hall not make me tame 3 Iflhaue homes, to make 
one mad, lctthcprouerbcgoe with mec, ile bee home- 
mad. Exeunt, 

tAttus Quarm . Secern Prima. 

Enter CMiflris Page,Quicklj } WilIiam } Euensi ' 

MifPage. Is he at M.Fords already think’ft thou ? 

Qui. Sure hee is by this; or will bee prcfcntly ; but 
fruely hee is very couragious mad, about his throwing 
Into the water. Miftris Ford delires you to come fc- 
daincly. 

MiffPage. lie be with her by and by ; ile but bring my 
vong-man here to Schoolc; looke where his Matter comes; 
% a playing day '.I fee: how now Sir Hugh, no Schoole 
Jo day ? 

Emm. No, Matter Slender is let the Boycs leaue to play. 

ffur ’Bleffing ofhis heart. 

Mf.Page. Sit Hugh> my husband faies my fonne profits 
,jnothingm,the world at his Bookc ; 1 pray you aske him 
jfome queftions in bis Accidence. 

Euans. Come hither William; hold vp your head; come. 

Mif.Pa.ge. Come-on Sirha ; hold vp your head ; anfwete 
your Matter, be not afraid. 

Euans.Wtllkm, how many Numbers is in Nownes. ? 

Will. Two, 

Qx'u 
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_^».TrueIy,I thoughttherchad bin one Number more, 
becaule they fay od’s-Nownes. 

jE«4». Peace, your tattings. What is ( Faire ) William ? 

WiH-.Pulcher. 

jQu. Po wlcats ? there are fairer things then Powlcat, 

fure^ 

Eum. You area very fimplicity o’man; / pray you 
peace, What is ( Lapis ) William i 
Will. A Stone. 

Evan. And what is a Stone ( William l) 

Will. A Peeble. 

Euan ■ No jit is Lapis; I pray you remember in yous 
praine. 

Willi Lapis . 

Emns. T hat is a good William 3 what is he ( William) that 
do’s lend Articlcsj 

Will. Articles are borrowed of the Pronoune 3 and be thus 
declined! Singular iter nominatiuo hie hac.hoc. 

Euan. Nominatiuo hig,hag,hog ; pray you marke ; genitiue 
huius ; Well : what is your tAccufatiue-cafe i 
Will . Accufattuo hinc. 

Euan. I pray you haue your remembrance ( chttde) Ac 5 
cufatiuo hmgfang.feg. 

^».Hang-hog, is fatten for Bacon,/ warrant you. 

Euan. Leaueyour prablcs ( o’man^ What is the Focatim 
cafe ( wiffiam ? ) 

Will. OjVocatixe, O. 

Euan. Remember William) Focatme y is caret. 

gui. And thatYa good roote. 

£^»40’man,forbare. 

CMif.Page.Vea.ee. 

Euan. What is your Genitiue cafe plur all ( William?.) , 

Will. Genitiue cafe? 

Euan. I. . .. 

Will, genitiue h or am, harumforum. 

JQiu. Vengeance of Ginyes calcjfte on her; ncuer name 
G 3 her 
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The merry Wines of JVincif or* 

her (childc ) if Hie be a whore. 

Euan. For (liame o’man. 

gui. You doe ill to teach the childc fuch words: hee 
teaches him to bic, and to hac; which they’ll doe fall 
enough of themfelues, and to call horum 5 fie vpon you. | 

Euan; O man, art thou Lunaties? Hall thou no vn* 
derftandingsfor thy Cafes, and the numbers of the Gen- 
ders l Thou art as foolilh Chriflian creatures, as I would 
defires; 

AI.Tage.Vre’thee hold thy peace. 

Euan. Shew me now ( William ) fome declenfions of your 
Pronounes. 

W^.Forfooth, I hauc forgot. 

SuansA t is Quifluetfuod ; if you forget your ^aw.your 
fjhiet, and your Quodsy you mud be precches : Goe your 
waies and play, go., 

CM-Page, He is a better fcholler then I thought hee was. 

Euans.Heis a good fprag- memory :Farewcl C Mis.Page. 

Mif. Page, Adeu good Sit Hugh. 

Get you home boy. Come we day too long: Exeunt: 
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Enter Falfiaffe, LM.Fordy Mift. Page, Ser uants y Ford, 
Page } Cairn y Euans Shallow, 

Pal. tJWf.Ford, Your for'row bath eaten vp nfyfuffe* 
ranee ; l fee you are obftquiousin your loue, and 1 pro. 
fcfferecpiitalltoahaires bredth, not oncly Midris Ford, in 
the fimple office of louc, but in ali theaccuflrcmentcom- 
plcment, and ceremony of it :But areyou fure of your hus. 
band now? . if. 

M.Ford. Hee’s a birding ( fwcet Sir: Ioh».) 

Mtf Page- What hoa.golhp Ford ; what hoa. 

Mtf. Ford, Step into th’cham&er, Sir Iohn 
. Mif Page. Hownoiv ( fwcet heart ) whofe at home; 

O bcfidcs 
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bcfidesyourfclfe? 

Mif Ford.Why none but mine ovvne people. 

Mif. Page. In deed i 

Mif.Frod, No certainly ; Speake louder. 

Mif. Page. Truly, I am fo glad you hauc no body here. 

Mifl.Ford. Why fj 

Mif, Page. Why woman, your husband is in his olde 
lines againe; he fo takes on yonder with my husband; fo 
railesagainftall married niankindjlo curfes all Eues daugh- 
ters^ what complexion foeuer } and fo buffettes himfelfe 
cn the for-head 5 crying peere-out,psere-out,that any mad- 
nclfc I euer yet beheld, feem'd but tamenelTe, ciuility, and 
patience to this his diftemper he is in now .lam glad the 
fat Knight is not heere, 

Mtf, Ford. Why s do’s he talkeofhim ? 

Mf. Page. Of none but him, and fwearcs hee wa9 ca- 
ried out the iaft time hee fearch’d for him, in a Basket; 
Protells to my husband he is now heere, and hath drawne 
him and the reft of their company from their fport, to 
make another experiment ofhis fufpition : But I am glad 
the Knight is not heere $ now hee fliallfec his owne foo* 
lerie. 

Mif.Ford-Uovi mete is he JVliftrs Page l 

Mift. Page. Hit d by, at llreet end ; he will be here anoh. ! 

Mift. Ford. I am vndone,the Knight is heere; , 

Mtf, Page. Why then you are vtterly fliam’d,and hee’s 
but a dead man.Whata woman are you ? Away with him, 
away with him ; Better fliame, then tnurrher. 

Mift Ford Which way fhouldhegoe rHowlhouId/bc- 
flow him ? Shall /put him into the basket againe?. 

Fal. No, He come no more i'th Basket 
May I not gee out ere he come? 

MiJt.Page. Alas ; three of Mailer Fords brothers watch 
the doore with Piflols, that none IhallilTue out:]othcrwifc 
you might flip (away ere hee came : But what make you . 
heere ? 
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iW.Whatfhall I doe? lie creepe vp into the chimney. 
Mif. Ford. There they alwayes vie to difchargc their Bir- 
ding-peece: creepe into the Kill* hole. 

Fal. Where is it i 

Mtf.Ford. Hee will feeke thereon my word; Neyther 
Preffc, Coffer, Cheft, Trunke, Well, Vault, but hee hath 
an abflra&for the remembrance offuch places, and goes 
to them by his Note; There is no hiding you in the 
houfe. 

Fal. He goe out then; 

Mi/l.Ford. If you goe out in your owne femblance,ycu 
die Sir John, vnleffe you go out dlfguis’d. 

Mif Ford. How might vte difguife him ? 

Miff age. Alas the day I know not, there is no womans 
gownebigge enough for him: otherwife he Might put on a 
hat, a muffler, and kerchicfe, and fo efcape. 

FaL Good hearts, diuife fomething ; any extremitie, ra- 
ther then a mifehiefe. 

Mif. Ford. My Maids’Aunt the fat woman of Brairford, 
has a gowne aboue. 

Mif.Fage. On my word it will ferue him : lhee’s asbig 
as he is ; and there’s her thrum’d hat, and her muffler too 
run vp Sir John. 

Mtf.Ford- Go, go, fweet Sir Iohn • (JliiJlrisTage'md I 
will looke fome linnen for your head. 

^yrPtfj^.Quicke.quickc.wce’le come dreffe you ftraighf; 
put on the gowne the While. 

MiJ.Fprd.I would roy husband Would meete him in this 
Shape ; he cannot abide the old woman of Brainford ; hce 
fweares (he’s a witch, forbad her my houfe, and hath threa- 
tned to beate her. 

Mif.Fage. Heauen guidehim to thy husbands cudgell,' 
and the diuell guide his cudgell Afterwards- 

Mif.Ford. But is niy husband coftuning ? 

Mif.Fage. 1 in good fadneffe is hee, and talkes cf the 
basket too, howfocuer he hath had intelligence. • 

Mijl> 
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Mif.Ferd.Wfet 1 try that : forile appoint my men to car- 
ry the baskctagaine,to raecte him at the doorc with it, as 
they did iaft time. 

Mil?. Page. Nay, but hee’l be heere prefently : let goe 
dreffe him tike the witch oiBrainford, 

Mif. Ford, lie firft dire# my men, what they fhal] 
doe with the basket : Goe vp, iie bring linnen for him 
flraighu 

dtift.Page. Hang him difhonft Varlet, 

We cannot mifufe enough - 

We 11 leaue a proofe by that which we will doe, 

Wiues may be merry, and yet honefl toos 
We do not a<ffe that often, ieft, and laugh, 

Tis old, but true, Still Swine cats all thedraugfv 

Mtft'Ford. Go Sirs, take the bas basket againe- on your 
flioulders.- youc Matter is hard at doore: if he bidyoa fet 
it dovvne,obeyhim 5 quickly ,difpatch. 

I Ser. Come,come,take it vp. 

X Ser, Pray heauen it be not full of Knight againe. 
i Ser. I.hope not,! had liefc as beare fo much lead. 

Ford. I.but if it preue true ( Matter P age ) haue you any 
way then to vnfoole mee againe. Set downe the basket 
viilaine : fome body call my wife : Youth in a basket: 
Oh you Panderly Rafcals, there’s a knot : a gin, a packe, 
a confpiracie againft mee. Now fhall the diuelbe (ham d- 
What wife I fay : Come, come forth: behold what ho- 
ned: cloathes you fend forth to bleaching. 

Page-. Why, this paffes Matter Ford, you are not to goe 
Ioofeany longer ,you mutt be pinnion'd. 

Emnv. Why, this is Lunaticks uhis is madde, as a mad 



dogge. 

Shal. Indeed Matter Ford , this is not well indeed. _ 

Ford. So lay l too Sir, come hither Miftris Ford, Mfflris 
iW,the honeft woman, the modeft wife, the vertuoua crea- 
ture, that hath the iealous foole to her husband : 1 iuJpe^ 

without cauls ('Mittris ) do I ? - 

H Mtfl 
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Afif} Ford. Hcauen be my witncfTcyou do, if you fufpeft 
me in any dilhonefty. 

Ford. Well laid Brazen-facc,hold it out : Come forth 

Hirsh. 

Page. This palfes. 

LMtfi.Ford. Are you not afham’d,let the cloths alone. 

Ford. I fhail finde you anon. 

, Fuan* 'Tis vnreafonable; will you take vp your wiucs 
cloathes ? Come-away. 

Ford. Empty the basket I fay. 

UWif Ford.\Nhy man, why i 

ford. Mailer Tage, as 1 am a man,thcre was one conuay’d 
out of my houieyefterday in this basket : why, may not 
he be there againe, in my houfe 1 am fure hee is 5 my In- 
telligence is true, my iealoufie is reafonable,plucke mce out 
all rfiejlinncn. 

< JWift.Ford . If you find a man there, hee ihall dye a 
Fleas death. 

Page, Heer’s no man. 

Shal. By my fidelity this is not well Matter Ford’. This 
wrongs you. 

Ettans. Matter Ford , you mutt pray, and not follow the 
imaginations of your owne heart : this is kaloufics. 

Ford. Well, hec’s not hecre I feekefor. 

Page. No, nor no where die but in your braine. 

Ford. Hclpe to fearch my houfe this one time : if I find 
not what I feeke, fhew no colour for my extremity ; Lee 
me for euer be your Table-fport ; Let them fay of me, as 
iealous as Ford, that fearch’d a hollow Watt-nut for his 
wiuesLemman. Satisfie me once more, once more ferch 
with me. 

Mifi.Ford • What hoa ( Miftris Page,) come you and 
the old woman downc jfliy husband will comeinto the 
Chamber.. 

Ford. Old woman ? whatold womans that? 

M.Ford, Why it is my maids Aunt 0 tBrainford. 

Fori 
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Fttd'. A witch, a Queane, an olde couzening queanc : 
Haue loot forbid her my houfe. She comes of errands, 
do’* fhe ? We are fimple men, wee doe not know what’s 
brought to pstte vnder the profeflion of Fortune telling. 
She workes by Cbarmes, by Spels, by th Figure, and iuch 
dawbry as this is, beyond our Element: wee know no- 
thing. Come dow'ne you Witch, you Hagge you, come 

downe 1 fay. , _ ' 

Mtf.Ford, Nay, good fweet husband, good Gentlemen, 

let him not flrike the old woman. 

MifJPage. Come mother Prat, Come giue me your 

hand. , , 

Ford. Uepr^r-her: Out of my doore, you Witch, you 
Hagge, you Baggage, you Poulcat, you Runnion,out,outs 
He coniureyou.iic foitune-tell you. 

MtfPage. Arcyounotalham’d? 

I thioke you haue kill’d the poore woman. 

Mif.Ford. Nay hee will doit, ’tis a goodly credit for 
you. 

Ford. Hang her witch. . , . 

Euan. By yea, and no, I thinke the o man is a witch in- 
deedc : 1 like not when a o’mans has a great peard i 1 fpic 
a great pear dander his muffler. 

Ford Will you follow Genilemen, l befecch you follow; 
fee but the iflue of my iealoufie . If I cry out thus vpon no 
trailed neu-.r trutt me when I open againe. 

Page. Let’s obey his humour a little further ; 

Come Gentlemen. . . 

Mil. Page. Trutt me he beare him moft pittifully. 
Mtf.Ford. Nay by th'Matlethat he did not; he beatc him 

moft vnp!ttifully,me thought. ' 

MifPage. lie bauc the cudgel! hallow d, and hung ore 
the Altar, it hath done m-.ritorious ferujee. 

Mif.Ford. What thinke you ? ISfay wee with the warrant 
of woman- hood, and the witnette of a good confidence, 
nurfue him with any further reuenge ? 

* Hz M.fagt. 
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Vbenifyfy ke foj irctftr. 

:■ Mifl. Page. Thcfpirit of wanton nefle is fore fear'd - out 
of hi®, if the diuell haue him not in fee-fimple.with find & 
recouery,he willneuer( Ithinke)in the way of wafte, at- 
tempt vs againe. 

Mift.Ford. Shall wectell our husbands how wee haue 
feru'd him ? ' 

Mtft'.Page. Yes, by all meanes : ifci be but to ft rape 
thefigures out of your husbands braines: if theycan find 
in their hearts, the poore vnuertuous fat Knight (hall be 
any further affiided, wee two will bee flill the mini- 
fters. 

Mift Ford. lie warrant, theylfhaue him publiquety 
fiiam d, and me thinkes there would be no period to ieft, 
fhould he not be publikely fiiam’d. 

Mift. Page. Come, to the Forge with it, then lhape it: 

I would not haue things coole. 

Exeunt. 

Sccena Tenia. 

Enter Heft and Bardolfe. 

5dr.Sir,theGermane defires to haue three of yourhorfes: 
the Duke himfelfe will be to morrow at Court, and they 
are going to meet him. 

„ Boft. What Duke (h ould that be comes fo fccretly ?I heare 
not of him in the Courtdet me fpeake with the Gentlemen, 
they fpeake Engltfb ? s 

Bar. I Sir, lie call him to you. 

Hv/LThcy (hall haue my horfes.but lie make them pay: 
Ilcfaucethcm,thcyhauehadmyhoufcsa weeke at coni- 
maund-I haue turn'daway my other gueftythey mud come 
off. He fawce them, come. 

Exeunt. 

5 ifi'l&.&fittT' r ' . • . *t: 7 ' 

Seana 
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Sccena Quartan 

, L . - o; f* in V '• ■ ' - V‘ 

Enter Page, Ford, Miftris.Fage, Miftris 
Ford^nd Eaaw* 

» 

Euan. Tisoneof the bell diferetions ofao’caansas e- 

uer I did looke vpon. ,* - ■ 

Page. And did he fend you both thefc Letters at an 

lf> Sift.PW- Within a quarter of an houre. 

Ford. Pardon me ( wife ) henceforth doe what thou writ; 

I rather will fufpeft the Sunnc with gold, _ 

Then thee with wantonness Now doth thy honor Itand 
( In him that was of late an Herctike ) 

As firme as faith. 

Page. 'Tis well, 'tis well, no more : 

Be notas extreme in fubmiffion, as in offence, 

But let our plot go forward : Letour wiucs j 

Yet once againe ( to make vs publike fport^) 

Appoint a meeting with this old fat-fellow, . 

Where w« may take him, and dilgrace him for it* 

Ford. There is no better way then that they fpokeot. 

Pag f.How ? to fend him word they’ll mecte him in the 

Parke at midnight? Fie, fie, he’ll neuer come. 

Emm. You fay he has bin throwne in- the Riuers- and 
has bin sreeuoufly peaten,as anold o'man : me-thinkes 
there (hould be terror in him, that hee fhould not come: 
Me-thinkes his flefh is puniih’d, hec fhall haue no de- 
fire?. 

Page. So thinke I too. 

M.Ferd Deuilebuc how you’l vfe him when he comes. 
And let vs two deuifeto bring him thither. ■ ■ 

MiftPage- There is an old tale goes, that Herne the 
Hunter ( fbmetime a keeper heere in Windfor Forrelt ) 
l>oth all the winter time, ttffiU midnight, 
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Walke round about an Oake,with great rag’d homes, 
And there he blafts the tree, and takes the cattle, ' 

And make milch-feine yeeld blood, and fliakeiachaine 
In a molt hideous and dredfull manner- 
Youhaue heard offuch a Spirit, and well you know 
The fupcrflitious idlc-headed-El d 
Receiu d,and did deliuer to our age 
This tale of Herne the Hunter, for a truth. 

Page, Why yet there want not many that do feare 
In deepe of night to walke by this Heroes Qake; 

But what of this i ’ 

Afift >Ford. Marry this is our deuife. 

That Falftaffe at that Oake fhall meetc with v*; 

P^e.Well,letitnot be doubted but he’ll come, 

And in this lhape, when you haue brought him thether, 
What (hall be done with him? What isyour plot l 
Mf.Page.That likcwifc haue wethoghtvpon asd thus; 
Nan Page ( my daughter) and my little fonnc. 

And three orfoure more of their growth, wce’l drelfc 
Like Vrchins,Ouphes,and Fairies, greeneand white, 

With rounds of waxen Tapers on their heads 
And rattles in their hands; vpon a fcdaine. 

As Falfiaffe, (lie, and I, are newly met, 

Let them from forth afaw-pitruih at once 
W ith fomc difFufed fong : Vpon their fight 
We two, in great amazednelfe will flye; 

Then let them all encircle him about. 

And Fairy -like to pinch the vneleane Knight; 

And aske him why that houre of Fairy Reuell, 

In their fofacredpathes, he dares to tread 
Infhapeprophanc* 

Ford. And till he tell the truth, 

Let the fuppolcd Fairies pinch him, found. 

And burne him with their Tapers, 
cftilff. Page, The truth being knowne; 

We’il all prefent our lelues ; dif-horne the Ipirit, 

And 
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And mocke him home to Windfor. 

Ford. The children mull: 

Bepradis’d well to thisjor they’ll neu'f doo'f. 

Ertan.l will teach the children their behauiours & I will : 
be like a Iacke-an-Apes alto, to burne the {Knight with my 
Taber. 

Ford. That will be excellent, 
lie go buy them vizards* 

Mif.Page. My iV4» fiiall be the Quecne of all the Fairies, 
finely attired in a robe of white. 

Page. That filke will I go buy, and in that time 
Shall lASlender fleale my Nan away, 1 
And marry her at Eaton : go, fend to Falftaffe ftraighf. 

Ford. Nay. lie to him againc in the name of Broome, 
Hee'l tell me all his purpofe ; furc hec’l come. 

MiftPage. Feare not you that ; Go get v* properties 
And tricking for our Fayries. 

— Eftans. Let vs about it, 

It is admirable plealures,and ferry honeft knaueries. 

Mif.Page. Go Mif.Ford, 

Send quickly to Sir John, to know his mindc j 

lie to the Dodor, he hath my good will, ^ 

And none but he to marry with NanPage ; 

That Slender ( though well landed) isanldcot. 

And he, my husband bell of all affeds ; > 

The Dodor is well monied, andfriends 
Potent at Court ; he, none but he fhall haueher. 

Though twenty thoufand worthier come to craue hen 

Senna Quarta. 

Enter Ho ft. Simple falftaffe, Bardelfe, Ettatitf 
Cairn, Quickly. 

HoSl. Whar would!! thou haue? (Boo re) what ? (thick 
skin ) fpcake, breathe, difeufle; breefe, lhort,quickc, nap. 

Simfle: 
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<The merry }Viues of JVindfor , 

Simp , Marry Sir, I come to {peaks with Sir lohn Falftajft 
from Matter Slender, 

Hoft. There’s his Chamber, his Houfe, his Caflle his 
{landing bed and truckle*bcd i ’tis painted about with 
the dory of the Prodigall, frcfti and newrgoe, knocke. 
and call : hee’l fpeake like an Anthropophagioian vnto . 
thee * Knocke 1 (ay. 

Simp. There’s an olde woman, a fat woman gone vp in- 
to his chamber ; lie be fo bold as day S ir till Ihe ccme down 
I come to fpeake with her indeed. 

fitfi, Ha i A fat woman i The Knight may be robb’dj 
He call. Bully- Knight, Bully Sir John) fpeake from thy 
Lungs Military } Art thou there? It is thine Hod, thine 
Ephefian cals* ; ; 

Fal. How now.mine Hoft ? ‘ * 

Hoft. Here’s a Bohemian-Tartar taries the commfng 
downe of thy iat-woman- Let her descend ( Bully ) let her *i| 
defeend 5 my Chambers are honourable; Fie, priuacy? f 
Fie. 

?<*/. There was ( mine Hod) an old-fat- woman euen 
^pow with me, 6ut (he’s gone- 

Simp. Pray you Sir, was’c not the Wife-woman of 
Brainford l 

Fal. I marry was it ( Muffel-fhell ) what would you 
with her? , , / » 

( Simp. My Mader (’Sir) my madcr Slender, fent to her 

feeing her go thorough the dreets; to know f Sir ) whether 
one Nim ('Sir) that beguil’d him of a chaine,had the chainc 
or no; 

Fal. I fpakc with the old woman about it. 

Sim. And what fayes (he,! pray Sir l 

Fal Marry ftieefaycs. that the very fame man that bc- 
\ . guil’d Mailer Slender of his Chaine,cozon’d him of it. 

*• simp. I would I could haue fpoken with the Woman 

her felfe, I had other things to haue Spoken with her too, 

from him. 

Fal 
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Fal. What are they ? let vs know* 

Hoft. I ; come, quicke. 

Fal. I may not conceale them ( Sir.) 

Hoft.Concedz them, or thou did. 

Sim. Why fir, they were nothing but about Midris Ante 
'Page, to know if it were my Mader fortune to haue her, or 
no. 

Fal. ’Tis, 'tis his fortune; 

Sim. What Sir? 

Fal. To haue her, or no : goe; fay the woman told me 
fo. 

Simple May I be bold to fay fo Sir ? 

Fall Sir .- like who more bold. 

. Simp.l thankc your worftup : Ifliail make my Madcr glad 
with thefe jydings. 

Hoft . Thou are clcarkly 5 thou art clearkly ('Sir /e&wjwas 
there a wife woman with thee ? 

Fall that there was ( mine Hoft ) one that hath taught 
me more wit, then euer I, learn’d before in my life : and I 
paid nothing for it neither, but was paid for ray lear-* 
ning. 

Bar. Out alas ( Sir ) cozonage •’ mcere cozonage. 

Hoft. Where be my horfes? fpeake well of them var- 
letto- 

„ Bar. Run away with the cozoners • for fo foone as 
I came beyond Eaton, they threw meeoff, from bchinde 
one of them, in a Hough of myre ; and fet fpurres, and 
away; like three (/ermane-diucls ; three ‘JDattor Fan- 

ftaffes. 

Hoft. They are gone but to meete the Duke (villaine) 
doe not fay they be fled : Germanes are honed men* 

Euans . Where is mine Hoft? 

Hoft. What is the matter Sir? 

Emm Haue a care of your entertainments ,* there is a 
friend of mine come toTowne, tek mee there is three 
Cozcn-Iermans,that has cozened all the Hoftt of Readinf, 

I °f 
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of Maidenhead ; of Cole-broeke, of horfes and money: I 
tell you for good will ( looke you ) you are wife, and full 
of gibes, and vlouting-ftocks : and’tis not conuenient you 
fhould be cozoned. Fare you well. 

Cat. V er'is mine Hoft de Iarteere i 

Heft- Here ( Matter Doftor) in perplexicie,and doubtful! 
delemroa. 

c* Jcannottellvatis dat: bul k istell-a*mei datyou 
make grand preparation for a Duke de lamanie : by my trot; 
der is no Duke that the Court is know, to come f I tell you 
for good will 5 adieu. 

Hoft. Huy and cry,(villaine jgoe ; aflift me Knight, I 
am vndone : fly, run : huy, and cry ( villaine ) I am vn. 
done. 

Fal. I would all the world might bee cozond, for I 
haue beene cozond and beaten too : if it fbould come 
to the care ( of the Court, how I haue beene transformed; 
and how my transformation hath beene wafhd, and 
Cudgeld, they would melt mee out of my fat drop by 
drop, and liquor Fifliermcns-boots with mee : I warrant 
they would whip mee with their fine wits, till I were as 
crcft-falne as a dridc-peare I neur profper’d fince I 
forfwore my felfe at Primero : well, if my windc were 
but long enough; I would repent 5 Now i Whence come 
you i 

jQui. From the two parties forfootb. 

Fal. The Diuell take one partie, and his Dam the 
other : and fo they (hall bee both beftowed ; I haue fuf. 
fer’d more for their fakes ; more then the villanous incon- 
ilancy of mans diipolition is able to beare. 

J£at. And haue not they /uffet’d t Yes, I warrant; ipc- 
cioufly oneofthem;Mifiris Ford ( good heart ) is beaten 
blackcandblcW) that you cannot fee a white ipot about 
hers 

fal* What tcll'ft thou mee of blacke, and blew ! I 
jyas beaten my felfe into all the colours ol the Raine* 

bow 
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7 he merry Wines of Windfor. 

bow.* and I was like to be apprehended fortbe Witch 
of Braiwford, but that my admirable dexteritie of wit; my 
counterfeiting the a&ion of an old woman deliuer’d mce, 
. rheknauc Conflable had fet me ith’ Stocks, ith’common 
Stocks,fora Witch. 

£>m. Sir : let me fpeake with you in your Chamber,’ 
you fliall heare how things goe, and ( 1 warrant,) toyour 
content : here is a Letter will fay fomewhat •* ( good- 
hearts) what a-doe here is to bring you together.? Sure, 
one of you do’s not ferue heauen well, that you are fo 

erod'd. 

Fal. Come vp into my Chamber 




Exeunt- 



Scant Sextan 
Enter Fenton, Hofh 

Hoft-MaRer Fenton, talke not to me, my mindeis heauy: 
I will giueouerall. 

Fen. Yet heare me fpeake ; aflitt me in my purpofe. 

And ( as 1 am a gentleman ) ile giue thee 
A hundred pound in gold, more then your lofle. ’ 

Hoft. I will heare you ( Matter Fenton ) and I will \{ at the 
leaft) keeps your counfcll. 

Foy.Fromtitne to time, I haue acquainted you 
With the deare loue I beare to faire Anne Page, 

Who, mutually , hat hanfwcrd my affeftion, 

(So fatre forth, as her felfe might be her chpofer ) 

Euen to my wifli ; I haue a letter from her 
Offuch contents, as you will wonder at; 

The mirth whereof, fo larded with my matter, -j 

That neither ( fmgly ) can be manifefted 

Without the fliew of both: fat Falftaffe 

Hath a great Scene; the image of the ieff. 

lie fliow you here gt large (harkc good mine Hoft $)j 

To night at ’twixt twelucand one, 

I 2 MuR 
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Muft my fweet Nan prelent the Fairie Queene ; 
Thepurpofe why, is here •' in which difguife 
While other lefts arefomething rankc on foote. 

Her father hath commanded her to flip 
A way with Slender, and with him, at Eaton 
Immediately to Marry ; She hatft confented • NowSir, 
Her Mother, (euen ftrong againft that match 
And firmefor Doctor Cairn) hath appointed 
That he (hall likewile (buttle her away, 

While other fports are tasking of their mindes, 

And at the Deanrj , where a Priefl attends 
Straitmarry her ; to this her Mothers plot 
She(feemingly obedient ) likewifc hath 
Made promife to ihcE)oBor; Now, thus it refts a 
Her Father meanes (lie (ball be all in white 5 
And in that habit, when Slender Sees his time 
To take her by the hand,and bid her goe. 

She (hall go with him ; her Mother hath intended 
( The better to denote her to the DoBor ; 

For they muft all be mask’d, and vizarded ) 

That quaint in greene,flie (hall beloofe en-roab’d. 

With Ribonds pendant, flaring’bout her head ; * 

And when the Dottor fpies his vantage ripe. 

To pinch her by the hand, and on thattoke’n, 

The maid hath giuen coufent to go with him* 

Hofl. Which meanes (be to deceiucf 1 Father, or Mo 
ther. 

Few. Both ( my good Hoft ) to go along with me • 
Andhcere itrefts, thatyou’l procure the Vicar 
To (lay for me at Church, ’twist twelue, and one, 

And in the lawfull name of marrying, 

To giuc «ur hearts vnited ceremony. 

Hejl. Well, husband your dcuice; lie to the Vicar 
Bringyou the Maid,you (hall not lacke a Pried. ’ 

Fen . So (hall 1 euermore be bound to thee * * 

Befides, ilc make a prefen t recompcnce. 7 JLxeum 

ABm 
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Enter Falftajf** Quickly , and Ford. 

Tal. Pre’thee no morepratling 5 goe, ile hold, this is the 
third time :'I hopegood lucke lies in odde numbersiAway, 
go, they (ay there is Diuinity in odde Numbers, either in 
natiuity,chance,or death : away. 

Qm. Ileprouideyoua chainc s andilc do what lean to 
getyou a paire of homes. 

FaU »Away I fay, time weares, hold vpyour head and 
mince. How now Mailer Broomel Maftcr Broome ,the matter 
will be knownc to night,or ncuer. Bee you in the Parke 
about midnight, at Hernes-Oake, and you (hall fee 

wonders. 

Ford. Went you not to her yeflerday ( Sir) as you told 
me you had appointed ! 

Fal. I went to her (Matter Broome ) as you fee, like a 
poorc-old-man, but I came from her (Matter Broome) 
like a poore-old woman ; that fame knaue ( Ford her hus- 
band ) hath the fineft mad diuell of iealoufie in him(Mafter 
'Broome ) that euer gouern’ d Frenfic. I will tellyou,be beate 
megreeuoufly, in the fliape of a woman : (forintheftiapc 
of Man ( Maftcr Broome ) 1 feare not Goliah with a 
Weauers beame,bccaufe I know alfo, life is a Shuttle ) I 
am in haft, go along with mce, ile tell you all (Matter 
Broome : ) fmee / pluckt Gecfc, plaide Trewant, and whipi 
Top, /knew not what’twastobe beaten, tilllately*Fottow 
me, ile tell you ftrangethings of this knaue Ford, on whom 
to night I will be reuenged,and /willdeliuer his Wife into 
your hand.Follow, ftrangethings in hand ( Broome) 

follow- Exeunt; 

I $ Serna 
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Seen A Secunda. 

Enter Page, Shallow, Slender . 

Page. Come, come: wee’ll coach i’th Caflle-difch, till 
wee fee the light of our Fairies. Remember fonne Slen- 
derly 

Slen. I forfoothe, I haue {poke with her, and wee haue 
a nay-word, how to know one another. I come to her 
in white, and cry Mum; (he cries Budget, and by that 
we know one another. 

Shah That’s good too: But what needes either your 
Mum, or her Budget? The white will decipher her well 
enough. It hath ttrooke ten a’clocke. 

Page. The night is darkc. Light and Spirits will become 
it wellsHeauenprofper our fport. No man meanes enill 
but the deuill, and we (hall know him by his horneg.Lcts 
away : follow me. : 

Exeunt, 

Sceena Tertia. 

' 

-•cj‘ r \v Enter Adif.Fage,Mif.Ford,Caiiu* 

’ . ’ a 

iPage.M a rier Doftor.my daughter is in green, when 
you feeyour tirae,take her by the hand, away with her to 
thelDeanerie, and dilpatch it quickly ; goe before into the 
Parke; we two muftgoe together. y ; 

Cai.I know vac /haue. to do, adieu. 

Mijl. Page .Fare you well (Sir :) my husband will not 
reioyce fo much at the abufe olFalpfe.as he will chafe at 
the Dodors marrying my daughter; But 'tis no matter; 
better a little chiding, then a great dcale of heart- 
breake. 

MfFordi Where is Nan novy l and her troope of Fai- 
ries.? 
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ries ? and the Welch-deuill Herne/’ 

Mifl.P age. They are couch’d in a pit hard by Hemes 
Oake,wrthobfcur’d Lights; which at the very in riant of 
Fal/lafes and our meeting, they will at once d/lpiay to the 
rnsjht# 

Mif FordThit cannot choofe but amaze him. 

Mif. Page. If he be not amaz’d, he will be mock’d ; If he 
be amaz’djhe will eucry way ne mock’d. 

Mif.Ford-SNte'Vi. betray him finely. 

Mtfi.Fage. Againft fuch Lewdffers, and their lechery, 
Thofe that betray them,do no treachery. 

rJW.Ford. The houre drawes-on ; to the Oake, to the 
0akc ’ pxeunt. , 

Sccena Quarto^ 

Enter Emm and Fairies] 

Euam; Trib, trib Fairies; Come, and remember yout 
parts : be pold ( I pray you) follow me into the pit, and 
when I giue the watch-’ords, do as J pid you * Come.come 
tr,b >> rib - Exm* 

Seoena Qmrta. 

Enter Faljlaffe, Mtftris Page, Miftris Ford, Emm, 
eAnnt Page,Fairies,Page,Ford, Quickly. 

Slender, Fenton, Caitu,TiJloS. 

Fal. The Windfor-bell hath flroke twelue: the Mi- 
nute drawes on: Now the hot- bloodied Gods affift mee s 
Remember loue, thou was’ta Bull for thy Ettropa, Loue 
feton thy homes. O powerful! Loue, that in fome re- 
fpeets makes a Beall a Man ; in fome other, a Man a beaft. 
You were alfo ( lupicer ) a Swan, for the loue of Leda : O 
omnipotent Loue, hovy ncrcthe God drew to the com- 
plexion 













j ^Bnff3TU cJrj 




The merry Wives of Windfor. 

plexlon of a Goofc-a fault donefirft in the forme of a 
bcaft.fO Ioue,abcaftly fault: ) and then another fault, in 
the femblance of a Fowle, thinke on'c ( Ioue ) a fowlefault. 
When Godshaue hot backes, what (hall fpoore men doe ? 
For me, I am heere a Windfor jStagge, and the fatted ( I 
thinke ) i*th Forreft. Send me a coole rut-time ( Ioue ) or 
who can blame mec to piffe my Tallow i Who conics 
heere ? my Doe if 

M.Fer d.St John i Art thou there ( my Deere ?) 

My male- Deere ? 

Fat. My Doe, with the blacke Scut ? Let theskie 
raine Potatoes; let it thunder, to the tune of Greene- 
fleeues, haile-kifling Comfit, andfnow Eringoes 5 Let 
there come a temped of prouocation, I will (helter mee 
heefc. 

Mif Ford. Mifiris Page is come with me (tweet heart.) 
Fal. Diuidemelikeabrib’d-Bucke, each a Haunch: I 
will keepe my (ides to my fclfe, my (boulders for the fellow 
of this walkej and my homes 1 bequeath your husband. 
Ara l a Woodman s ha f Speakc I like Herne the Hunter l 
Why,now is Cupid a child of confcicnce,he makes reftitu- 
tion.As I am a true fpirit, welcome. 

M-Tige. Alatjwhat noife? 

CMiFord, Heauen forgiue our fmnes. 

Fal. What fliould this be ? 

M.Ford. 'JM-Page. A way, a way. 

! Fal. I thinkethediucll will not haue me damn'd. 

Left the oyle that’s in me (hould fet hell on fire ; 

He would neuer elfeoroife me thus. 

Enter Fairies: 

^’.Fairies blacke, gray, greene, and white, 
YooMoone-lhine reuellers>and (hades of night. 

You Orphan heires of fixed deftiny. 

Attend your office, and your quality. . 
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The merry Wives of Windfor . 

Oier Hob-goblyn, make the Fairy Oycs. 

Pijl. Elues.lift your names : Silence you aicry toyes. 
Cricket, to Windfore-chimnics (halt thou Icape? 

Where fires thou find’ft vnrak’d, and hearths vnfvrept, 
There pinch the Maids as blew as Bill-berry, 

Ourradiant Queene,hates Sluttery. 

Fal. They are Fairies, he thAfpeaks to th<yn (ball die, 
lie winke,and couch s No man their workes mufteie. 

Euan. Wher’s Bedef Go you, and where you findea maid 
That ere fhefleepe has thrice her pray ersfaid, 

Raife vp the Organs of herfantafie, 

Sleepe (lie as found as carelefle infancie. 

But thofe as (leepe,and thinke not on their fins. 

Pinch them armes, legs, backos, (boulders, tides, and (bins. 
gu. About, about : 

Search Windfor Caftle fElues ) within, and out; 

Strew good lucke ( Ouphes-) on eucry facred roorae, 

That it may (land till the perpetuall doomc, 

In (late as wholfome, as in flate’tis fit, 

Worthy the O wner.and the Owner it- 
The fcuerall Chaires of Order, lookc you fcowre 
With iuyee of Balme $ and cuery precious flower, 
Eachfairc Inftalmcnt, Coate, and ieu’rall Crcft, 

With loyall Blazon, cuermore be bleft. 

And Nightly-meadow-Fairies,lookcyou fing 
Like to the ^rten-Compaffcjin a ring, 

Th’exprcflure that it beares : Greene let it be. 

Mote fertilc-frefli then all the Field to fee ; 
hnd,Hony Soit Qtd MaUj-Fence^firiXA 
In Emro!d*tuffes,Flowrcj purple, blcwjand white, 

Like Saphire-pearle,and rich embroidery. 

Buckled below faire Knight-hoods bending knee; 

Fairies vfe Flowresfortheircharafteries 
Away,difperfe : Buctill'tisoneaclocke, 

Our Dance of Cuftomc, roundabout the Okc 
Of Herne the Hunter, let vs not forget, _ 

k Ems* 
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The merry Wiues ofWindfor. 

Eu. Pray you lccke hand in hand^your felues in order fet," 
And twenty glo-wormes ihallour Lanthornes bee 
To guide our Meafure roundabout the Tree. 

But iiay,I fmcll a man of middle earth. 

A/.Heauens defend me from that Welft Fairy, 

Led he transforme me to a peecc of Checfe. 

F if ell. Vilde worme, thou waft ore-Iook’d euen in thy 
birth. ■ 

ghn' With Triall-fire touch me his finger end; 

If he be chafte, the flame will backe deicend ( 

And turne him to no painc : but if he dart. 

It is the flelh of a corrupted hart. 

Fiji. A triall, come. 

Euan.Came : will this wood take fire ? 

Fal. Oh, oh,oh. 

^«-Corrupt,corrupf,and tainted in defirei 
About him ( Fairies jfing a fcornfull rime, •• 

And asyoutripjftillpinch him to y our time. 



- The Song. ' 

Fit onftnNtfuU phantajie • Fie on Lufi, and Luxuriel 
Lujl is bn$ a bloudy fire,ktndled with vnchajie defire , 

Fed in heart wbofe flames afire, 

s thoughts do blow them higher and higher • 

Finch him ( Fairies ) muittall • Finch him for his vOlatiie . 
Pinch hiMiandburne hins^nd turne him about, 

, Fdl Candles, and Star-light ^and tJMoone-fiine beoat. 

' V ,f O-Qlr;-' ■>-'!; ;■■■ ;■ V 

P age. Nay doe not ftyc, I thinlce wee Haue watcht you 
now? Will none but Heme the Hunter ferueyour 

turne.? • - - r 

M.PageJ pray you come, hold vp the ieft no higher. 1 
Now ( good Sir lohn ) hciw like you Windfor wiues .? 

See you thefe husband ? Danot thelelaireyoakcs 
Become the Forreft better then theTowne.? 



L ; fW.Now Sir, who’s a Cuckold now ? 

-\ • " ■ • , - * - - - 
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The merry Wiues ofWindfor ; 

Matter Broome, Falfiafer a Knaue, a Guckoldy knaue, 

Hcere are his homes Matter Broome ; 

And Matter Broome, he hath enioycd nothing of Fords, but 
his Buck-basket,his cudgell, arid twenty pounds o/money, 
which mutt be paid to Matter Broome, his horfes are ar- 
retted for it,Mafter Broome. 

M.Ford. Sir/ohn,wee haue had ill lucke : wee could 
neuer meetc : 1 will neuer take you for my Loue againc.but 
I willalwayes count you my Deere. _ 

Pal. I doe begin toperceiue that I am made an Atte. 

Ford, /, and an Oxe too } both the proofes are ex^ 
tanti 

Fal And thefe are not Fairies ; 

I was three or fourc times in the thought they were not 
Fairies, and yet the guiltineiTe of my rainde, tbe fcdaine 
furprizeofmy powers, droue the groflenetfe ofthe foppe- 
ry into a receiu’d belecfc, in deipight of the teeth of all 
rimeandtealon, that they were Fairies. See now how wit 
may bee made a Iackc a-Lent,when ’tis vpon ill imploy- 
mcnt. 

Emm. S it John F aljlaf efcrue Got, and leaue your deAres,' 
and Fairies will not piofeybu. 

Ford. Well laid Fairy Hughs 

Euans. And leaue you your iealouziea too, I pray 
you. 

Ford. 1 will neuer mittruftmy wife againe, till thou art 
ableto woo .her in goodEnglifli. 

Fal . Haue I laid my braine in the Sun, and dri'dc it, that it 
wants matter to preuent fo grolTe orerrcaching as this/Am 
1 ridden with a Welch Goate too f Shall I haue a Cox- 
combe of Frize ? Tis time / were choak'dwith a peece of 
toaftedCheefc ! .v. . ..> v . 

Euan. Seek is not good to giuc putter; your-bclly is all 
putter. ;.v ' , ■:■■'!! ,■ . ifi.iVv ... 

Fal. Seefe, and Putter? Haue/liu’d to fiandarche 
taunt pf one s that makes Fritters pfEnglilh l This is & 
aol" ' ' " K 2 nough 
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7 be merry VViues of Wincffor. 



nough to be the decay of luft and late- walking through the 

Realme. . , , , . , . 

Mtf.Tage. W hy Sir M«,doe y ou thin ke though wee 
would haue thruft vertue out of our hearts by the head 
and (boulders, and haue giuen our (clues without (cru- 
pie to hell, that cuer the deuill could haue made you oar. 
delight ? 

/W. What, a hodge-pudding ? A bag of flax ? 

Mif Page. A puft man ? 

Page. Old, cold, wither'd, and of intolerable cn- 
trailes ? 

Ford. And one that is (landcrous as Sathan ? 

page. And as poore as lob? 

Ford. And as wicked as his wife ? 

Euan. And giuen to Fornications, and to Tauernes, and 
Sackc,and Wine, and Metheglins, and to drinkings and 
fw«arings,and darings ? Pribles and prables f 

Fal. W ell, lam your Theame •* you haue the dart of tr.c, 
I am deiedred '• 1 am not able to anfwer the Welch Flan- 
ncll, Ignorance it felfe is plummet otemc,vfemeeas you 
Will. 

Ford. Marry Sir, wcc’l bring you to Windfor to one 
, Mader Broome , that you haue cozon’d of money, to whom 
you ihould haue bin a Pander :ouer andabcue that you 
haue differ'd. I thinke, to repay that money will be a biting 
affii&ion. 

Page. Yet be cheerefuIlKnightMhou (halt eat a poffetto 
night at my houfejwhere / will defire thee to laugh at my 
wife, that now laughes at thee t Tell her Mader Slender hath 
married her daughter. 

Mif.Ford Do&ots doubt that; 

If tAmeBagt be my daughter, flic is ( by this ) Doflour 
Cairn wife. 



Sitn. Whoa hoc, hoc, Father Page, 
P^tf-Sonne? How now Sonne* 
Haue you difpatch’d? 




/ 





T he merry JViues of\ Windfor. 

SUk, Difpatcb’d? lie make the bed in'Gloderlhire know 
on’t : wou*d f were hang’d la, elle. 

Page. Of what fonne? 

Sien. I came yonder at Eaton to marry Miflris Anne 
Taoe , and file’s a great lubberly boy. Ifit had not beene 
Yth Church, 1 would haue fwing’d him, orhee ihould 
haue fwing’d me. If 1 did not thinke it had becne tAtme 
Page , would 1 might neuer dirre, and’tisa Pod-maders 
Boy. 

Page. Vpon my lifethen, you tookc the wrong.' 

^».Whac needc you tell me that ? I thinke fo, when 
I tooke a Boy for a Girle : If I had beene maried to him, for 
all hee was in womans apparrell ) I would not haue had 
him. 

P^Why this is y our owne folly. 

Did not 1 tell you how you Ihould know my daughter. 
By her garments? 

Slen. I went to her in greenej and cried Mum, and die 
cride budget, as tsfnne and I had appointed, and yet it was 
not Arne, but a Pod-maders boy. 

M.Tage, Good George be not angry, I knew of your 
purpofc- turn’d my daughter in white, and indeedefliee 
is now with the Dodtor at the Generic, and there 
married, 

f td. Ver is Midris Page : by gar I am cozoned, I ha mar- 
ried oon Garfoon,a boy ; oon pcfmF,bygar.A boy, it is not 
An Page, by gar, l am cozened. > ; 

Mif.PageWhf l did you take herin white? 

Cat. I bee gar, and ’tts a boy } be gar ilc raife all 

Windfor. ~ . 

iW. This is Grange ; Who bath got the right Annei 

Page. My heart miigiues me, here comes Mader Fenton* 
How now Mader Fenton ? 

aAnne. Pardon good father, good my motherpardoa 

Page. Now Midris; 

How chance you went r.oc with Madet S/enfftri 
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< The merry Wiues of Wind/or ♦ 

tJMif.Vagex Why went you not with Matter Duettos maid? 

Fen. You do amaze her : hcare the truth of it. 

You wouldhaue married her mod fliamefully. 

Where there was no proportion held in loue : 

Thetruth is,ftie and Iflong fince con traded) 

Are now lo furc that nothing can dilloluc vs $ 
Th’offenceis holy, that (lie hath committed. 

And this deceit looles the name of craft, 

Of difobedience,or vnduteous title. 

Since therein flie doth cuitate and fliun 

A thoufand irreligious curfed houres 

Which forced marriage would haue brought vpon her. 

pW.Stand not amaz,’d,here is no remedie - 
Jn Loue, the heauens themlelues do guide the Hate, 

Money buyes Lands, and wiues are fold by fate. 

Fal, I am glad, though y ou haue tane a fpecial fland to 
ftrike at me, that your Arrow hath glanc'd. 

‘Page, Well, what remedy i Fenton, heauen giue thee ioy,’ 
what cannot be efehew’d, mutt be embrac’d. 

Fat- When night-dogges run, all forts of De ere are chac’d. 

Mif.Page. Well, I will mule no further .• Mailer Fento» f 
Heauen giue you many, many merry dayes : 

Good husband, let vs euery one go home. 

And laugh this fport ore by a Countric fire. 

Sir M» and all. 

Ford.Letit be fo ( Sir Zohnx ) 

T o Matter Broome , you yet Ihall hold your word; 

For he, to night, (hall lye with Miitris For 4^ 
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THE 

HISTORY Of Henry 

the Fourth. 

Enter the King, Lord JohnoflattcafierfiArk 
of Wc flntcria w</,\vith others 

King. 

O lhaken as we are, to wan with care, 

Finde we a time for ft ighted peace to pant. 

And breath fhott-w inded accents of new broylcs, 
' To be commenc’t in ftrond* a farre remote •• 

No more the thirfty entrance of this toy Je, 

Shall dawbe his lips with her own childrais blood £ 

No more Avail trenching Warre chattel! her hclds. 

Nor bruife her flowers with the aTmed hootes 
Ofhoftilepafes : thofeoppofed eyes. 

Which like the Meteors of a troublediieaven. 

Ail one nature, of one fubftancebred, B 
Did lately mcete in the. intcitinc fhockc* 

And furious clofe of civill butchery. 

Shall now in natutall wel-befeeraingtankes, 

March all one way,andbe no more oppos d 
Againft acquintance,kindred and allyes. 

The edge of Warre, like an ill-fteatheo knife. 

No more fhall cut his Matter : therefore friends. 

As farre as to the Sepulchre of Chrilt, 

WhofoSouldiers now, under whofe bleffed Crolle 
We are impretfed and engag’d to fight. 

Forthwith a power of Englifh fhall we levie, 

Whole armeswere moulded in their mothers wombs, 

To chafe thefe Pagans in thofe holy fields, , 

Over whofe acres walkt thole bielfed ,feete, 
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Which 1400. y cares agoe were nail’d, 

For our advantage on the bitter Croffe : * - 
But this ourpurpofe is but twelue.months old. 

And booteleffe ’tis to tell you,we will goe. 

Therefore we meete not now : then let meheare- 
©fyoutiw gentle Cofin Weftmerland, 

What yefter night our Counfcll did decree . 

In forwarding his deare expedience. 

•X We ft My Liege, this hafte was hot in qae (lion, 

Aik! many limits of the charge fet downej 
But yeftemight,when all athwart,there came 
A Poll from Wales, loaden with heavy newes 
Whole worft was, that the noble Mortimer , 

Leading the men of Herfordfhtre, to fight 
Againft the irregular ana wild Glendowr , 

Was by the rude hands of that Welfhman taken, 

A thoufand ofhis people butcherd : 

Llponwhofe dead corps there was filch mifufe, 

Such beaftly fhamelefle transformation 
By thofe Welfh-women done, as may not be 
Without much fhame, retold or (poken of. . 

Kinff. ltfeemes then, that the tydings of this broyle 
Brake off our bufineffe for the Holy-land. 

We ft. This match with other like, my Gracious Lord 
Far more uneven and unwelcome newes, 

Game from the North, and thus it did report : 

On Holy-roode day, the gallant Hotftur there 
Yong Harry Percy, and brave tsfrchibald. 

That very valiant and approved Scot , 

At Holmedon met, where they did {pend 
A fad and bloody, houre : 

As bydifehargeoftheir Artillery, 

And ftiapc of likelihood newes was told : 

For he that brought them, in the very heatc 
And pride of their contention, did take Horfe,. 
Oncertane of the iffue any way. 

King. Here is a deare, and true induftr ious friend. 
Sir Walter Blunt t new lighted from his Horfe, 
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Stain’d 




Henry the tourtb 



Stain’d with the variations of each foyle. 

Betwixt that Holmedon, and this feate of ours ; 

And he hath brought us lmooth and welcome newes , 
The Earle of Domglas is difcomfited, 

Ten thoufand bold Scots , two and twenty Knights 
Balkt in their own blood, did fir Walter fee 
OnHedmedon plaine : ofprifoners Hot ft nr tookc 
c Jftordake Earle of Fife , and eldeft fonne 
To beaten Dowglas , and the Earle of zAtholl, 

Of Murrey $sdngus, and (JMenteith : 

And is not this an honorable fpoyle ? 

A gallant prize ? Ha,Cc!in,is it not ? Infay th it is. 

Weft. Aconqueftfora Prince to bo aft of. 

King .Yea, there thou mak’ft me fad,and mak’ft me fin 
In envy.that my Lord Northumberland 
Should be the Father of fo bleft a Sonne, 

A Sonne, who is the Theame of honors tongue, 
Amongft a Grove, the very ftraighteft Plant, 

Who is fwcete Fortunes Minion, and her pride • 

Whil’ft I By looking ontheprayleof him. 

See Ryot and dilhonour ftaine the brow 
Of my yong Harry.O that it could be prov’d 
That fome night- tripping F airy had exchang’d 
In cradle cloathes our children where they, lay. 

And cal’d mine Percy ,his Plantaginet ! 

Then would 1 have his Harry , and he mine : 

But let him from my thoughts. What thinke you,Cuz, 
Of this yong Percies pride ? The'Prifoners 
Which he in this adventure hath furpriz’d. 

To his own ufe he keepes, and fends me word, . 

I fhall have none but Mordake Earle of fife., 

Wi ?f?.Thisis his Unities teaching. dais is Worcejler, 
Malevolent to you in all afpe&s : 

Which makes him prune himielfe, and briftleup 
The creft ofyouth againft your dignity. 

AT^.Butl have fent for himtoaniwer this ; 

And for this caufo a while we muft negleft 
Our holy purpofe to Jemfakm. 
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i m jmpary u] 

Cozen, on Wednefday next, our Councell we will hold 
At mndfory fo informe the Lords : 

But come your felfe withfpeedtous againe, 

For more is to be fayd, and to be done. 

Then out of anger can be uttered. 
fVeft.i will, my Liege. 

1 Exeunt, 

Enter Prince »f Wales } and fir lohn Falfiajfe. 
fal.N ow FVAwhat time of day is it. Lad ? 

Pm.Thou art fo fat-witted with drinking of old Sacke^nd 
unbuttoning thee after {upper , and fleeping upon Benches 
after noone, that thou haft forgotten to demand that truely, 
which thou wouldeft trnely know. What adevill haft thou to 
doe with the time of the day ? Unleffe houres were cups of 
Sacke, and minuts Capons , and Clocks the tongues of Ba wds, 
and Dials the fignes of leaping-Houfes , and the bleffed Sunne 
himfelfe a faire hot wench in flame-coloured Taffeta ; I fee no 
reafon why thou fhouldeft be fuperfluous to demand the time 
of the day. 

Falf. Indeed you come necre me now, Hatlfox we that take 
Purfes,goe by the Moon and feven Starres,and not by Phoebus^ 
he that wandring Knight fo faire: and I prethee, fweet wagge, 
when thou art King, as Godfave thy Grace j Majefty I fhould 
fay, for Grace thou wilt have none. 

Pm.What, -none ? 

Falf, No by my troth, not fo much a* will ferveto be pro- 
logue to an Egge and Butter, 

Pm,Well,how then ? come roundly,roundIy, 

Falf. Marry then, fweet wag, when thou art King, let not us 
that are Squires of' the nights body, be called Theeves of the 
dayes beauty : let us be Diana s Forrefters, Gentlemen ofthe 
fii>.de,minions ofthe Moone - and let men fay , we be men of 
good government, being governed as the Sea is,by our noble 
and chafte. Miftris the Moone ^ under whole countenance we 
fteale.. 

Trine e. Thou fayft well, and it holds well too, for the for- 
tune of us that are the Moones men, dothebbe , and flow like 
the Sea , being governed as the Sea is by the Moone ; as for 

proofe 




proofe :Now a putfe of gold moft refolutely fnatcht on Muh- 
day night, and moft diffolutely fpent on Tuefday morning ; got 
with fwcaring lay by, and fpent with crying bring in : now in 
as low an ebbe as the foote of the Ladder , and by and by in as 
high a flow as die ridge of the Gallowcs, 

> Palf&y the Lord thou fey eft true, Lad : and is not my Ho- 
fteffe ofthe Taverne a moft fweet wench ? 

Tr'mce. As the hony of Hibla-.t ny old Lad of the Caftle : and is 
'not a Buffe Jerkin a moft fweet robe of durance ? ^ 

Falf. How now Bow now, mad wag,what,in thy quips and 
thy quiddities ? What a plague have I to doe with a Buffe 

Jerkin? _ 

Trince. Why, what a pox have fto doe with my Hofteffc of 

the Taverne ? . 

Falf. Well , thou haft cara her to a reckoning many a time. 

and oft. 

Trince. Did I ever call for thee to pay thy part ? 

FalfNoXhpvc thee thy due, thou haft payd all there. 

ZW<?.Yea,and elfewheve,fo far as my coyne would ftretcb, 
and where it would not,I have us’d my credits 

AV/.Yea,and fo ufed it, that were it not heere apparant that 
t houatt Heireapparant.Butlpretheefweet wag,fliall there be 
(gallows Handing in England , whenthou art King Pandrefo- 
] u tion thus fnub’das it is with- therulfy crubofold father an- 
tic k the Law?doe not thou, when thou art King ,hang a theef e. 

Pm.No,thou {halt. 

Falf. Shall 1? O rare by the Lord 'Lie he a brave Judge. 

Pnn . Thou judgeft falfc already. I means thou (halt have the, 
hanging ofthe Theeves,and fo become a rare Hangman. 

Falf. Well, Half well, and infomefortit jumpes wilhmy 
humor,a9 well as waiting in the Court ,1 can tell you. 

Pm .For obtaining of futes ? 

Falf Yea. ,for obtaining of futes, whereof the Hangman hath 
no leane W ardrop. Zblood I am as melancholy as a gyb-Cat,or 
a lugd-Beare. 

Pnn . Or an old Lion, or a lovers Lute. 

Falf. Yea, or the drone of a Lincolneflnre Bagpipe. 

Prince. Whatfayeft thou to a Hare , or the melancholy of 

Moore 
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Moore-ditch - 

F^/f.Thou haft the moft unfavory (miles , and art indeedc 
the mo ft comparative rafcalleft fweet yang Prince. But Ball, 
I prethee trouble me no mote with vanity , I would to God 
thou and I knew where a commodity of good names were to 
be bought : an old Lord of the counfell rated me the other day 
in the ftreete about you fir ; but I mark t him not , and yet he 
talkt very wifely ; but I regarded him not, and yet he talkt 
rifely ,in the ftreete too . 

Pw.Thou didft well :for wifedome cries out in the ftrccts, 
and no man regards it. 

Falf. O, thou haft damnable Iteration, and art indeed able to 
corrupt a Saint: thou haft done much harme unto me , Hall 
God forgive thee for it : Before 1 knew thee,Hall, I knew no- 
thing, and now am I, if a man (liould fpeake truely, little bet- 
ter then one ofthe wicked:! muft give over this lifejand I wil 
give it over .'By the Lord and I doe not,I am a villaine : i’le be 
damned for never a Kings fon in Chriftendome. 

Prin. Where fhall we take a purfe to morrow>/<*% ? 

leal. Zounds,where thou wilt, Lad, i’le make one : and I doe 
•notjCall me villaine,and baffell me. 

Prin * I fee a good amendment of life in thee; from praying, 
to Purfe-taking. 

IcalfSNtyyHall - *tis my vocation fiHall : *tis no fin for a mail 
•to labour iahis Vocation. Enter Toynes. 

Pflj.Now fhall we know if Gads-hill have feta match .♦ O, 
if a man were to be faved by merit, what hole in hell were hot 
enough for him?Thisis the moft omnipotent Yillainethat ever 
cry’d, Stand to a true man. 

•jPri».Good morrow Ned. 

Poy. Good morrow fweete Hall. What fayes Lfttomfieur 
Kemorfe ? What fives fir IohnSacke and Sugar Jacke ? How 
■agrees the Divell and thee about thy fbule , that thou fbldeft 
him on good Friday Iaft,for a cup of Madera and a cold Capons 
hgge? 

Prin. Sir I ohtt ftands to his word, the Divell fliall have his 
bargaine,for he was never a breaker of Proverbs : he will give 
-theDivell hisdue, 

‘Tor* 



tienry we rourw* 

Pokes . Then art thou damn'd for keeping thy word with 
the devill. 

Prince, life he had been damn’d for cozening the devill. 

Poy. But my lads.my lads, to morrow morning, by foure a 
clock early at Gads-hillfincxz are pilgrimes going to Camcr- 
bnry with rich offerings, and Traders riding to Londtn with 
fatpurfes. I have vizards for you alljyou have horfes. for your 
Bvcs'.Gads-hill lies to night in Rochefier, 1 have befpoke fup- 
per to morrow right in Saficheap • we may do it as fecure as^=. 
fleep : if you will go, I will ftufre your purfes full ofcrownsj 
if you will not, tarry at home and be hang’d. 

Falf. Hear ye , Yedward, if 1 tarry at home and go not,Ile 
hang you for going. 

Toy. You will, chops ? 

Falf. Half wilt thou make one ? 

Prin. Who, I rob? 1 a thief ? not I by my faith. 

F al, Ther’s neither honefty,manhood,nor good fellow fhip 
in thee; nor thou cameft not of the blood-royall,if thou oared 
not ftand for ten Shillings 

Prin. Well, then once in my dayes lie be a mad-cap. 

Falf. Why jthats well laid. 

Prin. Well, come what will. lie tarry at home. 

F alf. By the Lord lie be a traitor then,whenthou art King. 

Prin. I care not. 

P ok. Sir John, l prethee leave the Prince and me alone, I wil 
lay him down fuchreafons for this ad venture, that he fhall go 

F<r//^.Wel,God give thee thefpirit of perfwafion & him the 
eares of profiting, that what thou fpeqkft may move, and what 
he hears may be beleeved,that the Prince, may (for recreation 
fake) prove a falf thief ; for the poor abufes of the t ime want 
countenance: farewell, yon fhall finde mein Saficbeap'. 

iV/.Farewell the latter fpring,farewel Alhaliown iummer. 

Poy. Now my good fweethony Lord,ridewithusto mor- 
row. I have a jeft to execute, that I cannot mannage alone. 
Falfta fie, Garvey, Refill find (fiads.JoUl, fhall rob thofc men that 
we have already way-laid ; your felf and I will not be there: 
and when they have the booty , if you and I do not rob them 
cut this head from my (boulders. 

B 















Prince. How final 1 we part with them in fetting forth? 

Po. Why, we will fet forth before or after them,and appoint 
them a place of meeting, wherein it is at our pleafure to 
then will they venture upon the exploit themfelves , which 
they (hall have no foon'er atchicved ,but week fet upon them. 

Pr/».Yea,bnt tis like that they will know us by our horfes, 
by our babits,& by every other appointment, to be our lelves. 

Po. Tut, our horfes they fhall not fee, lie tie them in the 
v^’ood, our vizards we will change, after we leave them : and 
firra, I have cafes of buckorum for the nonce, toimmaskxiur 
noted outward garments- 

‘Prince. Y ea, but I doubt they will be too hard for us. 

Po. Well,fbrtwo of them I know to be as true bred cow- 
ards as ever turned back : and for the third, if he fight longer 
then he fees reafon, lie fbrfwear arms. The vertue of this jeft 
will be, the incomprehenfible lies thatthis fat rogue will tell 
us when we meet at fupper, how thirty at leafthe fought 
with, what wards, what blows, what extremities he indured,. 
and in the reproof ofthefe lies the jeft. 

Prin. Well,Ile go with thee, provide iis all things ncceffary, 
and meet me to morrow night in Eaftcheap, tlrere Ilefup: 
farewell. 

P'oy. Farewell my Lord. SxitPoynes. 

Prin. I know you all, and will a while uphold 
The unyok’t humour of your idleneffc : 

Yet herein will I imitatethefunne, 

Who doth permit thebafe contagious clouds 
T o Another up his beauty from the world. 

That when hepleafeagain to be himfelf. 

Being wanted, he may be more wondred at 
By breaking through the foul and ugly miffs 
- Of vapours that did feem to ftrangle him. 

H all the yeer were playing holy dayes. 

To fport would be as tedious as to work ; 

But when they feldome come, they wifht for, come. 

And nothing plealeth but rare accidents : 

So when this loofe behaviour I throw ofif, 

And pay the debt I never promifed^ -- . 
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Henri the Fourth? 

By how much better then my word I am, 

By fo much fhall 1 falfific mens hopes, 

And like bright metall on a fullen ground. 

My reformation glittering o’re my fault, 

'- rt goodly,andattra6fcmorc eyes, 
fhen that which hath no foyl to let it off. 

lie fo offend, to make offence a skill, _ , 

Redeeming time, when men think leaft I will. exit. 

Enter the KingyNonbumher land jVorceflcr t HotJpHr t 
Sir Walter Plant, with others. 

King. My blood hath been too cold and temperate ; 

Unapt to itnre at thefe indignities. 

And you have found me jfor accordingly. 

You tread upon my patience : but be fare 
I will from henceforth rather be my felt- 
Mighty, and to be fear’d, then my condition 
Which hath been fmooth as oyl, Loft as yong down. 

And therefore loit that title of refpeff. 

Which the proud foul ne’re payes but to the proud. 

Wor. Our houfe (my Soveraigne Liege) little deferves 
The foourge of' greatHcffe to be ufed on it, 

And that lame greatnefle too, which our own hands 
Have hope to make fo portly. Nor. My Lord. 

King. Worcester, get thee gone, for I do fee 
Danger and difobedience in thine eye : 

O fir, your prefence is too boldand peremptory. 

And ma jetty might never yet endure 
The mo ody f i ontier o f a fervants brow , 

You have good leave to leave us : when we need 

Your ufe a nd counfell , wc fhall fend for you. Exit Wor ; . 

Y ou were about to lpeak . 

N&r, Yea my good Lord. 

Thole prifoners in your highnefle name demanded. 

Which h <irry Percy here at H olmjdon took, 

W ere, a s he fayes, not with fach ftrength denide 
As he delivered to your Majefty. 

Either envy therefore, or mifprifion 
Is guilty of this fault, and not my fonne, 

B i Fot 
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Botf. My Liege, I did deny no prifopers, 

But 1 remember when the fight was done. 

When I was drie with rage and extreme toy], 

Breathkfte and faint, leaning upon my fwot J 

Came there a certain Lord ; neat and trimlyfu ^ rt ^’T CTI( ^^ 

LVefh a.s a bridegroom, and his chin new reapt, 

Shewd like a bubble land at ha rveft home : 

He was perfumed like a Milliner, 

"^And twixt his finger and his thumbe he held 
^ A pouncet box, which ever and anon 

He gave his nofe, and tookt away again. 

Who therewith angry, when it next came there. 

Took it in fnuffe, andftiil hefmildeand talkt. 

And as the fouldiers bore dead bodies by. 

He cal’d them untaught knaves, unmannerly. 

To bring afioyenly unhandfome coarfe. 

Betwixt the windc and his Nobility, 

With many holy day, and Lady rearms. 

He queftioned me : among the reft demanded 
My prifoners in your Majefties behalf. 

I then all finarting, with my wounds being cold, 

To be fo peftered with a popinjay, 

Out of my grief and my impatience, 

Anfwered negledingly,I know not what. 

He fhould } or he fhould not, for he made me mad 
To fee him fhine fb brisk, and fmell lo fvvect. 

And talkfo like a waiting-gentle-woman. 

Of guns and drums, and wounds, God lave the mark; 

And telling me the loveraign’ft thing on earth, 

Wasparmacity foran inward bruife ; 

And that it was great pity, lb it was, 

This villanous faltpeter fhould bedig’d 
Out of the bowels of the harmleffe earth ; 

Which many a good tall fellow had deftroy’d 
So cowardly .-and but for thefevile gunnes. 

He would have been himfelfaSouldier. 

This bald unjoynted chatofhis (my Lord) 

J anfwgred indirectly (as I faid) 

And 
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Henry the Fourth . 

And I befeech you, let not this report 
Come currant for an accuf3tion 
Betwixt my love, and your high Majefty. 

'Blunt. The circum (lance confickred, good my Lord, 
What e re Barry Piercy then had faid 
To fuch aperlon, and in foch a place : 

At fuch a time, w ith al 1 the reft retold. 

May reafonably die, and never rife, 

To'do him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he laid, fo he unfay it now. _ 

King. Why, yet he doth deny hisprifoners, 

But with provilo and exception. 

That we at our own charge fhall ranfome ftraight 
His brother in law,the foolif hMortimer, 

Who in my foul hath wilfully betraid 
The lives of thofe, that be did lead to fight, 

Againft the great Magician , damned Cjlcndowcr 
Whofc daughter as we hear, the Earl of c JMarcb, . ... 

Hath lately married : fhall our coffers then 
Be emptied to redeem?, traitor home ? 

Shall we buy treafon? and indent with fears, 

When they have loft and forfeited themfelves. 

No, on the barren mountain let him ftarve, 

Bor I fhall never hold that man my friend, 

Whofe tongue fhall ask me for one penny coft, 

To ranfome heme revolted Mortimer. 

Hot. Revolted Mortimer ? 

He never did fall off, my Soveraigne Liege, 

But by the chance of warre : to prove that true, 

Needsno more but one tongue: for all thofe wounds, 

Thofe mouthed wounds which valiantly he took. 

When on the gentle Severns fiedgy bank 
In fingle oppofition hand to hand, 

He did confound the beft part of an hour , 

In changing hardiment with great C/lenAoveer, 

Three times they breath’d, and three times did they drink, 
Upon agreement offweet Severns food. 

Who then affrighted with their bloody looks, 

— ' B 3 • 'Ran 
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Ranne fearfully among the trembling reeds. 

And hid his criipe-head in the hollow bank, 

Blood-ftaincd with thcfe valiant combatants. 

Never, did bare and rotten policy 

Colour her working with fuch deadly wounds. 

Nor never could the noble Mortimer, 

Receive fo many,and all willingly : 

Then let him not be flandered with revolt. 

K Thou dolt belie him, Percy , thou doft belie him. 

He never did encounter with Glendoxvcr , 

I tell thee,. he durfi as well have met the devill alone 
As Owen (ylendswer for an enemy. 

Art thou not afham’d? but firra, henceforth 
Let me not hear you fpcak of Mortimer, 

Send me your prifoners with the fpeedie ft means. 

Or you lira 11 hear in fuch a kinde from me. 

As will difpleafeyou. My Lord A? orthumberland. 

We licence your departure with your fonne.- 
Sendus your prifoners, or you will hear of it. Exit Kim, 

riot. And if the devill come and roar for them 
I will not fend them ; I will after ftraight 
And tell him fo, for I / will cafe my heart. 

Albeit I make a hazard of my head. 

^ or > What? drunk with clioler? flay and paufea while, 
Here.comcsyour JJncIe. 

Hot. Speak ©f Ad or timer ? 

Zounds I will /peak of him, and let my foul 
Want mercy, if I do notjoyn with him : 

Yea on his parr, lie empty all thofc veins. 

And fhed my dear blood, drop by drop, i th a’ufl, 
out I will lit: the down-trod Mortimer , 

As high in’chayre as this unthankfull Km*, 

A this ingrate and cancred 'BMingbrook? 

A or. Brother, the King hath made your nephew mad, 

Wor. Who (1 rook this heat up after I was gone ? 

will forfooth have all my prifoners, 
nd when I urg’d the ranfome once againe 
Or my wives brother, then bis cheek lookt pale, 

And 
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Henry the "Fourth . 

And on my face he turn’d an eye of death, ■' 

Trembling even at the name of Mortimer, 

Wor , I cannot blame him, was not he proclaim’d 
By Richard that dead is, the next of blood ? 

Nor. He was ; 1 heard the Proclamation, 

And then it was, when the unhappy King, 

( Whofe wrongs in us God pardon )did fet forth 
Up m his Irifb expedition ; 

Trom whence, be intercepted, did return 
To be depos d and fhortly murdered. 

Wor. And for whofe death, we in the worlds wide mouth. 
Live fcandaliz’d and foully fpoken cf. 

Hot. But foft,I pray you, did King Richard then 
Proclaim my brother Mortimer 
Heir to the Crown ? 

Nor. He eid, my felf did hear it. . 

Hot. Nay then l cannot blame his coufin King, 

That witht him on the barren mountains ftarve. 

But fhall it be, that you that fet the crown 
Up° n the head of this forgetfull man, 

' And for his fake wear the detefted blot. 

Of murtherous fubornation? fhall it be 
Thatyou a world of curfes undergo. 

Being the agents, or bafe fecond means. 

The cord?, the ladder, or the hangman rather? 

O pardon, if that I defeend fo low, . 

To fhew the line and the predicament. 

Wherein you range under this fubtile King, 

Shal 1 it for fhame be fpoken in thefe dayes, 

Or fill up Chronicles in time to come. 

That men of your Nobility and power. 

Did gage them both in an un juft behalf, 

(As both of you, God pardon it, have done) 

To put down Richard that fwcet lovely Role, 

And plant this thorn, this canker HullingbrookJ 
And fhall it in more fhame be further fpoken, 

Thatyou arc fool'd, difearded, and fhook off 
By him, for whom thefe fnames ye wnder-went? 
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No, yet time ferves, wherein yoa may redeem 
Your banilht honors, and reftore your felves. 

Into the good thoughts of the world again : 

Revenge the jeering and difdain’d contempt 
Ofthis proud King, who ftudies day and night, 

To anfwer all the debt he ows to you, 

Even with the bloody payment ofyour deaths? 

Therefore I fay. 

^ Wor. Peace coufin, fay no more. 

And now I will unclafpe a fecret book, 

And to your quick conceiving difeontents 
He read you matter deep and dangerous, 

As full of periil and adventerousfpirit. 

As to o’re wal k a currant roaring lowd 
On the unfteadfull footing of a fpear. 

Hot. If he fall in, good night, or fink or fwim. 

Send danger from the Eaft unto the weft. 

So honor croffe it from the North to South, 

And let them grapple : the blood more ftirres 
To rowzc a lyon, theft to ftart a hare 
North. Imagination offbme great exploit. 

Drives him beyond the bounds of patience. 

Hot. By heaven, me thinks it were an eafie leap, 

To pluck bright honor from thepale fac’d moon/ 

Or dive into the bottome of the deep. 

Where fadome-line could never touch the ground. 

And pluck up drowned honor by the locks, 

So he that doth redeem her thence, might wear 
Without corrivall,alJ her dignities : ° 

But out upon this half-fact fellowship. 

Wor, He apprehends a world of figures here j 
But not the form of what he fhould attend ; * 

Good coufin give me audience for a while. * 

Hot. I cry you mercy. 

wor. Theft fame noble Scots that areyour prifoners. 

Hot. lie keep them all. 

By God he flia.ll not hav e a Scot of them, 

No, ifa Scot would fcyc his foul, he fliall nor, 

He 
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Henry the Fourth. 

He keep them by this hand. 

Wor. You ftart away, 

And lend no eare unto my purpofes : 

. Thofe prifoners you fhail keep, 

Hw. Nay, I will ; that’s fiat : 

Hcfaid he would not ranfo mcA^oriimer, 

Forbad my tongue to fp$ak ^Mortimer 
But I will finde him when he lies afieep. 

And in his eare lie hallow 'JMortimcr •. 

Nay, lie have a Starling fhail be taught: to fpeak 
Nothing but Mortimer, and give it him. 

To keep his anger ftill in motion. * * '■ 

Wor. Heareyou,cou(in,a word. 

Hot. AM ftudies hsve 1 folemnly defie, 

Save how to gal’ and pinch this 'Bullinqbrook^, 

And that fefne fword and buckler Princeef W/tlek 
But t,jat I think hisfather loves.himnet,': 

And would be gladhe met with feme mifchance: 

I. would have him poyfoned with a pot of ale. 

Wor. Farewell kinfman,Ile talk to you, 

When you are better tempered to attend, u-.'-f ■ 

Nor. Why what a wafp-tongueand impatient fool 
Art thou, to break into this Womans-mood, 

Tying thine eare to no tongue but thincown ? 

Hot. Why look you,I am whipt and fcourg’d with rods. 
Nettled, and ftung with pifmfees, when. I hear 
Of this vile ^dlmtmrBuliinqbrogi^'. 

In Richards time', what do you cal! the place j • 1 - 

A plague upon it, it i s'mGlofterfiire ’ 

Twas where the mad-cap Duke his unkle kept,' m 

His unklp where I firft bowed my icnee 1 

Llntothis King of Siftiles^this . 

Zblood, when you and heq^mebackfmmJifV^^m •• V"; * 
At caftle. Hcf YoUfay true. 

Why what a candy deal of courtefie, - ■ • 

This fewning gray-hound then did proffer me. 

Look when his infant fbrtupe came to age ; /i * ^ ' - : 
And gentle H wry P d kinde coufin •; " 

G O a thc.; 
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i be Jriijtory of 

O, the Dived take fuch cozeners, God forgive me. 

Good Unkle tell your tale, I have done. 

Wor.N ay, if you h ve not, to it againe. 

We will day your leifurc. 

Hot. I have done yfaith. 

Ww'.Then once more to your Scottifh Prifoncrs. 

Deliver them up without their ranfome ftraight. 

And make the Dowel as fonne your onely meane 
Tor powers in Scotland , which for divers reafons 
Which I fhall fend you written, be aflur’d, 

W ill eafily be granted you : my Lord. 

Your fonne in Scotland being thus imployed 
Shall focrctly into thebefome creep 
Ofthat fame noble Prelate, well-belov’d. 

The Archbiihop. 

Hot. Of Torke, isitndt ? 

Wor. True, who beares h aid 
His brothersdeath at 'Erifiot^ the Lord Scrote: 

I ipeak not this in clKmation, 

As what I think might be, but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted and fet down. 

And onely fi ayes but. to behold tbefacc 
Ofthat occafion that fhall bring it on. 

Hot. I fmell it : upon my life it will do well. 

AW.Before the game’s afoot, thou Hill let’ ft flip. 

Hot. Why, it cannot chufe but be a noble plot. 

And then the power of Scotland, and of Torke, 

To j oyne with (JWertimer, ha. 

Wor, And fo they (hall. 

Hot. In faith it is exceedingly well aymde. 

Wor. And ’tis no little reafon bids us fpeed. 

To lave our lieads, by railing ofa head-.- 
Tor,bear our felves as eveii as we can, •• 

The Xing will alwayes think him in our debt. 

And think we think our folves unfinished. 

Till he hath found a time to pay us home. 

And fee already, how it doth begin r , • ' V 

To make us (hangers to hislook $ of : Jof-c; ": T - ' '• 

Bet. 
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: lie does ; week be reveng -d on him 

Wor. Coufin, farewell. No further go in this, 

Then I by letters fhall dir eft your courie 
When time is ripe, which will be fuddenly : 
lie deal to gtendower, and to AY or timer. 

Where you and "Z 'tewglas, and our powers at once. 

As l will fa fhion it, Hull happily meet. 

To bear our fortunes in our own firong tames. 

Which now we hold at much uncertainty . _ _ 

N»r. Farewell, good brother, we ihall thrive I trait. 

Hot. Unkle, .aduc: O let the hourcsbc flrort. 

Till fields, and bio ws.and groves,applaud our fpott. Exeunt . 

gmr a Carrier with a lantern in bts hand. 

i Car. Heigh ho, an it be not four by the day, Ik be bang’d, 
f'harles-rvaine is over the new chimney, and yet our horie not.. 
packt.What O filer l 

Oil. Anon,anon. . n r . . 

i Car I prethee T om, beat Cuts faddle, put a few flocks m 
the point, poorc jade is wrung in the withers out of all cede. 
fnter another Carrier. 

9. Car. peafe and beans are as danke here as a dog .and that 
is the next way to give poore i ades the Bbts.-this houfc is tur- 
ned upfidedown fincc Rohm Oftlcr died. _ * 

1 far. Poore fellow never joyed, fince.thc price ot Oates 

role, it was the death of him. . 

2 Car. I think this to be the mod viltanous houie in all 
London road for .fleas, I am duoglike a tc-nch. 

1 Car. Like a Tench? by the Made there is ne’rc a King 
chriften couldbe better bit, then I have bin fince the firft cock. 

2 Crfr.Why ,you will allow usne’rca jordain,and then we 
leakc in your chimney, and your chamber-lie breeds fleas like 
a Loach. 

1 Car. What 0 filer, come aw r ay , and be hangd.come away. 

2 Car- lhave a gammon of Bacon , and two rafes of ginger, 
to be delivered asYarre as Chariog-croffe. 

i Car. Gods body , the Turkies in my panier are quite uar- 
ved : what O filer ? a plague on thee, .had thou never an eye in 
thy head ? cand not hear ? and ’twere notas goodadeed as. 

Co, ortnk. 
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drink, to break the pate of thee, I ama very vjjr — 

be hang’d, haft no faith in thee? . *" ' :n " 

Enter Gads* Will. 

Gads -hill. Good morrow Carriers; What’s a clock ? 

Car. I think it be two a clock. 

theftabl 1 pVCthee lend me cll y lanf ern, to fee my gelding in 

i; Car. Nay by God,foft; 1 know a trick worth two of that 
I taitn. 

_ Gad, I prethce lend me thine. 

methy 

I old ^*^ rra ' Carrier, What time do you mean to come to 

i 2 Q^ r ' ^* me . enou gh to go to bed with a candle,I warrant 
t iee ; Gome neighbour Mages, vveelecall up the gentlemen: 
they will along with company, for they have great charge. * 
Enter Chamberlain, Exemt. 

gad. what ho, Chamberlain ? 

Cham. At hand, quoth pick-purfe. 

tJff?' Thf’seyeijas fair, as at hand, qd. the Chamberlain 
tor thou varieft no more from picking pfpurfes, then riving 
diredion doth from labouring • thou layeft the plot how. ° 
Cham. Good morrow mafter <7^-^7/,i t holds currant that 
It^dyouyefternight^heri'sa i n the wildeofWm, 

him HI°V § r ht thrcekundred marks with him in gold, I heard 



. • „ „ : => nidi KS will! mm m gold, I heard 

him tell it to one ofhis company laft night at fupper, a kinde 
.or,one that hath abundance of charge too,Godknows 



of Auditor. 

. Ga ^ Si y raj ^hey «ect not with S. Nicholas Clarks Tie 
give thee thisneck. ' » 1 JC 

N°> Ilc n ° ne of % I prethee keep that for the Hang- 

worMppdl s - ***** •» ** •** 

T J%£ ffi* ?%? t0 of i the hangman ? if I hang, 

Ilemakeafet paircofgallows^fori fl hang, old fir Iohn hangs 
w hme, snd thou knowfthe is no ftarveling: tut, there are 

other 



Henry we rourw. 

other Trojans that thou dream’ft not of, the which for fport 
fake, are content to do the proteflion fomc grace, that would 
(if matters fhould be lookt into) for their credit fake make all 
whole : I am j'oyned with no foot-land rakers, no long-ftaflfe 
fixpenny ftrikers, none of thefc mad muftachio purple-hiewd 
malt-worms, but with nobility and tranquillity, Burgoma- 
ftersand great Oncyers,fuch ascan holdin,fuchas will ft tike 
{boner then {peak, and {peak fooner then drink,and drink foo- 
ner then pray; and yet (zounds) I lie, for they pray continual- _ 
ly to their faint the common- wealth, or rather not pray to 
her , but prey on her , for they ride up and down on her, and 
make her their boots. 

Cham. What, the common-wealth tbeir Boots? will flie 
hold out water in foul way ? 

Gad. She wilhilae will, Jiifticc hath liquord her : we Real 
as in a cattle, c.ockfiire ; we have thereceit of fern-feed, we 
walk itivifible. . 

Cham. Nay, by my faith, I think you are more beholding to 
the night then to fern-feed, for your walking inviljble. 

Gad. Give me thy hand, thou {hialt have a fliare in our pur- 
chafe, as I am a true man. 

Cham. Nay, rather let me have it, as you arc a falfe thief. 

Gad.Go to,homo is a common name to all membid the Oftl cr 
bring my gelding out of the ftablejfarewell ye muddy knave. 

' Enter ’Prince, Tojnes, and Pete, &c. 

Poyn. Come flicker, fhcltet, I have removed Yaljhiffcs 
horfe; and he frets like a gum’d velvet. 

Erin. Stand clofe. Water faMafe. 

Yal. Pojnes Jaynes , and be hang’d , P ojnes . 

Yrin ■ Peace ye fatkidneyd rafcall, what a brawling doeft 
thou keep ? 

'Yalf. What Pomes? Wall ? 

Prin. He is walkt up to the top of the hill, lie go feck him , 

R^Iam accurft to rob in that theeves company, the rafcall 
hath removed my horie, and tyed him I know not w here, if 
I travellbut 4. foot by the {qua ire further afoot, I fhall break: 
my winde : Well, I doubt not but to die a faire death f or all 
this, if I fcape hanging for killing that rogue,! have forfworn 
his company hourly any time this 1 2 . yeer , and yet I am be- 

C 3 witcht 
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witcht with the rogues company .If the rafcalhavcnotgiVcn 
me medicines to make me love him ,11c be hangd:it could not 
be ejfe. I have drunk mcdicines:/V/»«, H*//,a plague on you 
both. Bar doll, Peto, lie ftarve ere lie rob a foot further : and 
twere not as good a deed as drink, to turn true man , and to 
leave theft rogue?, ! am the verieft varlet that ever chewed 
with a tooth: eight yards of uneven ground, is thrccfcore and 
ten miles afoot with me : and the ftonyrhearted villains know 
^it well enough; a plague upon it, when theeves cannot be 
true one to another. T. hey whifile. 

Whew, a plague upon you all, give me my horfe, you rogues. 
Give me my horfe, and be hang'd. 

Prm. Peace ye fat guts, lie down, Jay.thinceare clofe to the 
ground, and lilt if thou can hear the tread of Travellers. 

Ta/f. Have you any leavers to liftmeup again being down? ; - 

Z loud, lie not bear mine own flelli fb fee afoot again for all 
the coyne in thy Fathers Exchequer : what a plague mean ye 
to colt me thus ? 

Prin. Thou lieft, thou art not coked, thou art uncolted. 

F alf. I prethee good Prince Hally, help me to my horfe. 
Good Kings fbnnc. 

Prm. Gutyou rogue fhali I be your ofllcr ? 

F alf. Go hang thy felfin thine own heire apparant garters: 
iflbetane, lie peach for this : and I have not ballads made on 
all, and fung to filthy tunes, let a cup of feck be my poyfon; 
when jeftis fo forward, *:>.d afoot too,! hate it, 

Enter gads- Hill 

gad. Stand. F al. So I do againfl my will. 

/W. Otis our fetter, I know his voice;2?Wo/,what news? 

“Bar, Cafe ye, cafe yc; on with your vizards, there’s money 
of the Kings coming down the hill, t is going to the Kings 
Exchequer. 

7 alf. You lie, you rogue, tis going to the Kings Tavern.. 

Gad. There s enough to make us-all. 

F alf To be hanged. 

Pm. You fourc fliall front them iti the narrow lane. 

Ned Poynes and I will walk lower; if they feape from your 
encounter, then they light on us, . 

■ . :» ■■ ; • Tek . 




Henry the Fourth* 

Pete. But how many be they of them ? 

Gad. Some eight or ten. 

F alf. Zounds, will they not rob us ? 

Prince. What, a coward. Sir Iohn Pawnch ? 

Txlf. Indeed I am not Iohn of Gant your Granfather,but yet 
no coward. Halt. 

Prin. Well, week leave that to the proof. 

Poy. Sirra Iackfhy horfe (lands behind the hedge, when thou 
n ccdeft him, there thou fhalt find him, fare well, and (land felt. ~ ' 
F alf. Now cannot l ftrikehim if! fnould be hang’d 
Prin. Nedy w here are our difguife s'? 

Poy. Here hard by : (land clofe. 

? F alj. Now, my matters, happy man be his dole, fay, every 

man to his bufinefle. 

Enter the T\ rave tiers. 

Tra. Come, neighbour, the boy fhali lead our horfes down 
the hill, wcele walk afoot a while, and eaie our legs. 

Theeves. Stay. Tra. Jefus bleffc us. 

F alf. Strike, down with them, cut the villains throats : a 
horfon catcrpillcrs ! Bacon-fed knaves, they hate us, youth, 
down with them, fleece them. . 

Tra.O, wcarc undone, both weand ours forever. 

F alf. Hang y c gorbellicd knaves, are ye undone? no, ye fat 
chuffcs,I would your (lore were here: on Bacons, on, what ye 
knaves ? yongmen mutt live, you are grand jurors, arc yc? 
wede jure you, yfaith. 

Here they rob them and binde them. Enter 
the Prince f and Poyties . 

Prince. The theev es have bound the true men: now,could 
thou and I rob the theeves, & go merrily to London, it would 
beargument for a week, laughter for a moneth,ajid a good jeft 
for ever. 

Poy. Stand clofe, l hear them coming. 

Enter the theeves again. 

Frf//r€ome,my mafters, let us fharc, and then to horfe before 
day : and the Prince and Poynes bettot two arrant cowards, 
there’s no equity flirting, there 8 no valour in that Poynes, than 
in a wilde duck. 

Prince 
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~Tbe History of 

* 

\As they are /baring, the frjnce mdPoynes 
P rin, Y olir money >)fet Upon them , they all run away , and Eal- 
Voyn. Villains. J>ft a jf e a fter a hlove or two,rmnet away too, 
^leaving the booty bchinde them. 

Vri. Got with much eafc.Now merrily to horfc,the tbeeves 
areicattevcd,anci poffclf with fear lo ftrongly, that they dare- 
not meet eachother,each take his, fellow for an officer away 
good Ncd,Yalftaff'e fwcats to death, and lards the lean earth as 
-he walks along .' wert not for laughing, I ihould pitty him. 

P*> How the rogue roar’d ! Exeunt. * 

Enter / v otfstrf das, reading a letter. 

But for mine own part, my Lord, l could, be well contented to be 
therein rejpeSl of the love I boar your hottfe. 

He could be contented, why is he net then? in refpett of the 
love he bears our hottfe.- he /hews in this, he loves his own 
barn better then he loves our-houfe. Let me fee feme more. 

The par p of e you undertake is danger out. 

Why that’s certain, tis dangerous to take a cold, to fleep, to 
drink ; but I tell you ( my lord fool) out of this nettle danger 
we pluckt this flower farety. 

T he purpofe you undertake Is dangerous , the friends y-ou n(tme,d 
uncertain, the time it felf unforted, andjonr whole plot too light , 
for the cotmterpoife ofCe great an oppof tion. 

Say you fo,fey you fo?I lay unto you again, you are a {hallow - 
cowardly hinde,and you lie : what a lack-brain is this? by the 
Lord our plot is a good plot as ever was laid, oiur friend true 
and conftant:a good plot, good friends, and full of expectation, 
an excellent plot, very good friends j what a frofty-fpirited 
rogue is this ? why my L.of Torke commends the plot, and the 
general! courfe of the action. Zounds and I were now by this 
tafeal,! could brain him with his ladies fume. Is there not my 
father, my unkle,and my felf, L. Edmond Mortimer, my E. of 
Torke, and Owen GlendowerHs there not befides the L)owglas? 
have I not all their letters to meet me .in arms by the ninth of 
the next moneth? and are they notfome of them fet forward 
alreadyPWhat a pagan rafcallis this and Infidel? Ha,you ffiall 
f«?enpw in very fincerity of fear and cold hearty ill he to the 

' > King,. 
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King,and lay open all our proccedings.O, I could dividemy 
Ielfe,and goc to buffets.for moving fuch a difh of skim Milke 
with ib honourable an action, Hang him, let him tell theKing, 
we are prepared .1 will fet forward to night. Enter his Lady. 
How now Kate , I muft leave you within this two houres. 

Lady. O my good Lord, why are you thus alone ? 

For what offence have I this fortnight bcene 
Abanifht woman from my Harries bed ? 

Tell me,fwcete Lord, what is’t that takes from thee 
Thy ftomacke,plcafure, and thy golden fleepe ? 

Why doft thou bend thine eyes unto the earth. 

And ftart lo often when thou fitft alone? 

Why haft thou loft the frefh blood in thy cheekes, 

And given my treafurcs and my rights of thee. 

To thicke-ey’d muling, and eurlt melancholy ? 

In my faint {lumbers, I by thee watcht, 

And heard thee murmurc talcs ofyron warres, 
Speaketearmesofmannage to thy bounding Steed. 

Cry courage to the field : And thou haft talkt 
Of fellies, and retires, trenches, and tents, 

Of Pallizadocs, frontiers, parapets, 

Of bafilisks, of cannon, culverin, 

Ofprifoners ranfome,andoffouldiers flaine, 

And all the current of a headdy fight. 

Thy fpirit within thee hath beene fo atwarre, 

Arfd thus hath fo befturd thee in thy fleepe , 

That beds of fweat have flood upon thy brow. 

Like bubbles in a late difturbed ftreame. 

And in thy face ftrange motions have appear’d. 

Such as we fee when men reftraine their breath. 

On fome great fudden haftc. O What portents are tficfe ? 
Some heavy bufinefle hath my Lord in hand. 

And I muft know it, elfehe loves me not. 

Hot. W hat ho,is Gilliams with the Packet gone? 

Set. He is my Lord, an houreagoe. 

Hot.W'&th'Butler brought thoie horfes from the Sheriffcs ? 
«Skr. One Horfe.my Lord, he brought even now. 

Hot. What Horfe ? a Roane a crop-eare, is it not ? 

D Seit. 
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Ser. It is my Lord. 

.That Roan fhall be my throne.Well J will backehim 
(hraight. f'efperance, bid "Butler lead him forth into the Parke. 

Lady. Rut hears you, my Lord. 

Her. What fayft thou, my Lady ? 

Zd.WhatL it carries you away ? 

Hot. Why : my horfe ( my love) my horfe. 

La. Our you mad-headed ape, a weezel hath not fuch a deale 
' "offpleene 9 as you are toft witii.In fay th ile know your buiines, 
^ Harry, that 1 will :I feare.my brother Mortimer dothftir a* 
bout his title,and hath lent for you to line his enterprize,but if 

Hot. So tar afoot, I (hall be weary, love. ( you gog. 

La. Come, come, you Parraquito, anlwer medkedt’y unto 
this queftion that I {ball askean fay th i’le breake thy little fin= 
ger, Harry, and if thou wilt not tell me all things true. 

Hot Away, away, you trifler,love ; I love thee not j 
I care not for thee, Kate, this is no world 
To play with mammets,and to tilt with lips. 

We mail have bloody nofes,andcrackt crownes. 

And pafle them currant too : gods me my horfe. 

What faift thou ICate > what, woulds thou have with me ? 

La. Doe you not love me?doe you notiudeede ? 

Well,doe not then ? for lince you love me not, 

I will not love my felfe. Doe you not love me ? 
Nay,tellme,ifyoufpeake in jell, or no? 

Hot. Come,wilt thou fee me ride ? 

And when I am ahorfe-backc, I will fweare, 

I love thee infinitely. But harke you Kate, 

I mud not have you henceforth queftion me 
Whither I goe •• nor reafon whereabout : 

Whither I muft, I muft : and to cone ude, 

Thisevening muft I leave you, gentle Kate , 

I know you wile, butyet no farthe. wife. 

Then Harry Percies wife. Conftant you are. 

But yet a woman and for fecrccy. 

Nay Lady clofer, for 1 will beleeve. 

Thou wilt not utter what thou dofl not know? 

Andfo fa will l troll thee, gentle Kate, 

La. 






Henry the Fourth, 

La. How,fofar ? . 

Hot. Hot an ii ch further : but harke you Kate, 

Whither 1 go ; th ther Dial] you goe too .• 

Today will I let forward; to morrow you: 

Will this content you Kate ? 

La.lt muft of force. Exeunt, 

Venter Prince, and Toynes, 

Pri. AW.prethee come out of chat fat roome, and lend me 
thy hand to laugh a little. 

Toy . Where haft fceene, r - all ? 

Pr'w. With threeor foure Logger-heads.amongft three or 
foure-lcore Hogs-beads I have founded the v ery bale firing of 

Humiiity.Sitfa.I am fworn brother to a leafhofDrawers,and 

can call them all by their Cbriftian names, as Tow, Dk\, and 
Francis y they take it a’, read upon their lalvation, that though 
I be Prince of Wales, yet I am the King of C ourtefie, and tell 
me flatly,! am not proud lacks like Talfia fie lout a Corinthian , 
a Lad ofmetall,a good Boy (by the Lord to they call me)and 
when I am F ing of England, 1 fhall command all the good 
, Lads in Safi-cheap. They call drinking deepe.dying Scarlet;& 
when you breathe in your watring,they cry hem, and bid you 
play it off.To conclude, I amfo good a proficient in one quar- 
ter of an houre,that I can drinke with any Tinker in his own 
Language during my life. I will tell thee, Ned , thou haft loft 
much honor, that thou wert not With me in this adtion : but 
fweet Ned, to Iweeten which name of AW, I give thee this 
penniworth of Sugar .clapt even now into my hand by an un- 
derskinker,one that never Ipake other Englifh in his life, then 
8 lliilling-,and 6 pence, and You are welcome with. this fhrill 
addition. Anon .anon fir, Shore a pint ofEafiardin the halfmoon, 
orio.But AW.to drive away time til Valfiaffe come,' prethee 
doe thou Hand in lome by-roome, while I queftion my puny 
Drawer to what end he haven ethe Sugar, and do never 
leave calling Yraneis x\rst bis tale to me may benothing,but 
4 . Anon : ftep afide, and i’le {hew thee a prefent. 

Toines. Xrancis. 

Prince Thou art per fedt. Poines.Vrancis. 

IW«.Anon,anon (ir ; looke down into the pomegra^at,fi 

D 2 P rince. 
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Prince. Cemc hither, Yrancis. 

Yrancis. My Lord. 

Prince. How long haft thou to ferve,Fr/«c« ? 

B^rAf.Forfcoth five yeeres,and as much as to—— — - 

Pcynes, Yrancis. 

Iranis. Anon, anon, fir. 

Prince. "Five yeares : berlady a long leafe for the chincking 
of pewter But F rancis, dareft thou be fo valliant, as to pi ay 
* "the coward with thy Indenture, and {hew it a fairepaire of 
heeles,and runne from it ? 

Yrancis. O Lord fir , i’le be fworne upon all the Bookes in 
England, I could find in my heart. 

Poynes. Yrancis. Y rancis. Anon fir. 

Printe.Ylow old art thou, Yrancis ? 

F rancis. Let me fee, about <JMi ch a*lmns next I i hall be— — 
Poynes. Yrancis. 

Yrancis, hnow fir, pray you fiay a little,my Lord. 

Princely , but harke yoivF rancis, for the Sugar thou ga- 
veft me,’twas but a pennyworth, waft not ? 

Yrancis. O Lord, I would it had beene two. 

Prince. I will give thee for it a thoufand pound, aske me 
when thou wilt, and thou {halt have it. ■ 

Poynes Yrancis,, Yrancis-. Anon, anon. 

Prince. Know Yrancis ? No Yrancis, but to morrow Yrancis 
or Yrancisfiw Thurfeday;or indeed Yrancis, when thou wilt : 
Bl|t Yrancis . 

Yrancis. My Lord. 

Prince. Wilt thou<rob this Leathetne Jerkin,Chriftall but- 
ton, Not-pated, Agat-ring, puke-ftocking, Caddice-gartcr, 
Smooth-tongue, Spanifh-pouch ? 

Yrancis.O Lord fir, who doeyou meanc ? 

‘Prince. Why then your. Brownc-baftard is your onely 
drinke ; for looke you Yrancis ; your white canvaite Doublet 
willfulley.In ‘Barbary fir, it cannotcome to fomuch. 

Yrancis.SNh# fir ; . Poynes. Yrancis , 

Prince. Away you rogue,doft thou not hcare them call ? 

f Hcerethey both i all him , the Drawer fiands amazed, not 
Rowing which way to goe, . Enter Vintner. 

Vint. 
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Henry the Fourth. 

Vint', What , ftandft thou ftill, and heareft foch a calling t 
looketo the Ghefts wrthin.My Lord, old fir Iohn with halfe a 
dozen more, are at the dore,fhall I let them in ? 

pri. Let them alone a while, and then open the dor e-.Poynes 

Poynes. Anon, anon fir. Enter Poynes. 

pri. Sirra, Falslaffemd the reft oftheTheeves, are at the 
doore, {hall we be merry ? 

Poy. As merry as Crickets, my Lad : but h'atke yee,what 
cunning match haveyou made with this jeft ofthe Drawer? 
come, what’s the iflue ? 

Pn I am now of all huir.or?,that have fhewed themfelvcs 
humors. fince the old daies of good man zAdam, to the pupill 
age of this prefont Twehic a clocke at midnight. What’s a 
clocke, Yrancis ? 

Fra«c/>.Anon,3non fir. 

Prim That ever this fellow fhould have fewer words then 
a.Parrat,and yet the fon of a woman. His induftry is up ftaires 
and downe ftaires, h’s eloquence the parcell of a reckoning. I 
am not yet of Perceys minde,the Hotfpttr of the AV;^ 3 he that 
kils me feme 6. or 7 . dozen of Scots at a breakfaft, wafhes his 
hands, and fayes to his wife. Fie upon this quiet life, I want 
work .0 my fweet Barry fayes {he ! how many haft thou kild 
to day?Givemy Roan horfe adrench(fayes he)and anfwers, 
fome fourteene,an hour after.a trifle ,a trifle. I prethee call in 
Yaljla fe 3 i’ lc play Percy, and that damn’d Brarene fhall play 
Dame Mortimer his wife.PJ^daies the drunkardtcall in ribs, 
call in Tallow. 

Enter Yalfiaffe. 

p Syncs .Welcome I ache, where haft thou been ? 

Yalf. A plague of all cowards I fay, and a vengeance too, 
mary and Amen : give me a cup of facke.Boy.E’re I lead this 
life long, i’le fow nether docks, and mend them,ind foot them 
too.A plague of all cowardsjGive ine.a cup of facke,rogue,is 
there no vertue extant . ? 

Prince-. Didft thou never fee Titan kiiTe a dilh ofbutter j 
pittifiill hearted Titan , that melted'at the fweet. takofthe 
Suit ? if thou didft, then behold that compound. 

D 3 Yalf. 
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F^/.You rogue ,here’s Lime in this Sack toothers is nothing 
but roguery to be found in vi lanous majvet acow, ard is worfs 
then a cup of fack with lime in it. A vil anous coward, go thy 
waies,old /<K%,die wh n thou wilt:if man- hood,good man- 
hood be not forgot upon the face of the earth,then am I a Amt- 
ten herring.'there lives not I.good men unhang’d in England \ 
andone of them is fat,and growesokf . iodhelpe the while ; 
a bad world I fay : I would I were a weaver , I could fing 
Pfalmes,or any thing. A plague of all cowards, I fay frill. 

Erin , How now Wool-facke, what mutter you ? 

Tal. A Kings SonPifI doe not beat thee out of thy Kingdom 
with a dagger of Lath, and drive all thy Subj •&!> afore thee 
like a flocke ofWild-geefe, i’le never weare haire on my free 
more, you Prince of Wale* ? 

Erin, Why, you horfon round man, what’s the matter ? 

F<*/.Are you not a coward ? anfwer me to that, and Toines 
there. 

Trin. Zounds ye fat paunch, and ye call me coward, by the 
Lord i’le ftab thee. 

hal. Icall thee coward ? i’le. fee thee damn’de re T call thee 
coward, but, I would give a thoiiiaud pound I could runne as 
fall as thou canfr.You are ftraight enough in the Aroulders,you 
care not who lees your backe : call you that backing of your 
friendsPa plague upon fiich backing : give me them that will 
face me, give me a cup of facke,I am a rogue if I drunketo day 

Erin. O villaine,thy lips are fcarce wip’d fince thou drunk’ft 
laft. F^/.All s one for that. He drinkes. 

A plague of all cowards ftiil, lay I. 

SPrit. What’s the matter ? 

Eal. What’s the matter ? heere be foure ofus,havetanea 
thoufand pound this morning. 

Erin .Where is it, /kc^.where is it ? 

Ealf. Where is it ? taken from us it is ja hundred upon 
poore foure of us. 

Erin. What, a hundred, man ? 

TalJ am a rogueif I were notathalfe fword with a dozen 
ofthem two houres together .1 have fcaped by miracle. I am 
eight times thruft thorow, the Doublet, foure thorow the 

; Hofe, 



Henry the Fourth . 

. .. . -,. v cut thorow and thorow, my Sword hack’t 

like a hand-few,«w 'fignum. I never dealt better fince I was a 
man, all would not do. A plague of all cowards , let them 
fpeake, if they {peake more or leffe fhen truth , they are vil- 
laines,and the fonnes of darknefle. 

6W.Speake, firs, how was it ? 

Roff. We foure fet upon a dozen. 
half. Sixteene atleafr, my Lord, 
r Rof And bound them. * 

P^.No, no, they were.not bound. 

F^You rogue, they were bound,every man of them, or I 
am a lew elfe,an Hebrew lew. ( us . 

Rof. \s we were fharing/ome 6 . or 7. frefh men fet upon 
F dip. And unbound the reft,andthen came in the other. 

F rw. What. fought ye with them all ? 
t F^/. All ? I know not whatyoucall alhbutifl fought not 
with fifty of them,I am a bunch of Radifh : if there were not 
two or three and fifty upon poore old fak,, then am I no 
twoleg’d creature. 

Eoin.Vtay God you have not murthered fome of them. 
hal. Nay that s paft praying for,I have pepper’d two of 
them : Two I am lure 1 have payed,two rogues in Bnckrom 
futes:I tell thee what, H^/, if I tell thee a lie,fpit in my face -cal 
me Horfe.-thou knoweft my old word : here I lay, and thus I 
bore my pointdoure rogues in Buckrom let drive at me. 
/Vzw.Whar, foure ? thou faidft but two,even now. • 
FXFoure Hal. I told thee foure . 

P oin. ],T ; he fa id foure. , 

F^/.Thefe foure came aH'^jrptit.and mainely thruft at me j 
I made nomoreadoe,buttooke all their feven point in my 
Target, thus ; 

Erin. Seven? why there were but foure, even now, 
h'at. In Buckrom. 

E oin. I, foure, in Buckrom futes. 

Val Seven, by thefe Hilts,or 1 am a villaine eke s , 
Pm.Prethee let him alone, we fhall have more anon. 
R?//!Doefr thou heare mCyHall. 

Erin.J ? 2.nd marks thee too s iW%. 

half 
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Half. Do fo, for it is worth the liftesang - 

Buckrom, that I told thee of. 

Prin. So, two morcalready. 

F^//!Thcir poynts being broken. 

Pcy.Downc tell his hole. 

F^ZBeganto give me ground, but I followed meclofe,camc 
in foot & hand, and with a thought,feven of the eleven I paid. 

___ fV.Omonftrouslelcven buckrom-mcn growncout of two? 

~ F*.But as the divel would have it,three mil-begotten knaves, 

■ ^ in Kendall greenc,came at my backc, and let driveatme,for 
it was fo darke, H<?//,that thou couldft not fee thy hand. 

Prin. Thefe lyes are like the father that begets them, groffe 
as a mount-aine,ope,palpable.Why ; thou clay-braind guts,thou 
knotty-patcdfoole,ihou horfonobfcene grealie tallow catch. 

F«//:What?art thou mad?art thou mad?is not the truth the 
truth ? 

Prin. Why, how couldft thou know thefe men in Kendall- 
greene, when it was fo darke thou couldft not fee thy hand ? 
come tell us your reafon What fayft thou to this ? 

P*y.Come,your reafon, lacke , your reafon. 

Talf. What, upon compulfion ? Zounds,and I were at the 
ftrappado, or all the racks in the world, I would not tell you 
on compulfion. Give you a reafon on compulfion ? if rcafons 
were as plenty as black-berries, I would giveno man a reafon 
upon compulfion,!. 

Prin i’le be no longer guilty ofthis finne.This languine co- 
ward, this bed-preffer, this horfe-back-breaker, this huge hill 
offlefti. 

F^Zblood you ftaruelfog.you elfskinne,you dried neats- 
tongue,buls pizzle,you ftock-fiflii : O for breath to utter what 
is like thee ? you taylors-yard, you ftieath,you bo w-cafe,you 
vile ftanding tucke. 

Pr Well, breathe a while, and then toit againe,& when thou 
haft tired thy felfc in bafe c6parifons ? hcarc mefpeake but thus 

P oyMaxkc, Iacke ■ 

Pri. We two faw you foure fet on‘ foure and bound them & 
were matters of their wcalth:mark now how a plain tale final 
put you downetthen did wc two fet on you foure, and with a 
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Henry the Fourth, 

Word, outfac’d you from prize, and have it, yea, and can Brew 
it you here in the houfe : and Palfiajfe ,y ou carried your guts a- 
way as nimbly,with as quick dexterity, & roared for mercy ,& 
ftill run &-roare,as ever I heard Bul-calfe.What a flave art thou 
to hacke thy fword as thou haft done , and then fey it was in 
fight? what trickePwhat device ? whatftarting holecanft thou 
now findeout, to hide thee from this open & apparant fhame? 

Toy.Come lets hcarc, lacke, what tricke halt thou now ? ^ 

Palf. By the Lord, I knew yee as well as he that made yee. 
Why heare you matters , was it for me, to kill the Heire ap- 
parant?fhould I turneupon thetrue Prince ? Why, thou know- 
eft I am as valiant as Hercules : but beware inltimtt, the Lyon 
will not touch thetrue Prince, inttintft is a great mattcr.I was a 
coward on inftind, I fhall thinke the better of my felfe , and 
thee, during my life ; T, for a valiant Lion, and thou for a true 
Prince : but by the Lord, Lads, I am glad you have the money. 
Hofteffe clap to the doores, watch to night, pray to morrow : 
Gallants,Lads,Boyes, Hearts of gold, all the titles of good fel- 
low fhip come to you.What,(hall we be merry Plhall we have 
a Play extempore ? 

'Prin. Content, and the argument fhall be, thy running away. 

F al(. A,no more of that Haljk thou loueft mc.Enter Hofteffe 

Hof.O Jefu, my Lord the Prince ! 

Prin How now my Lady the Hofteffe, what feift thou tome? 

■ffo/.Marry.my L .there isa noble man of the court, at doore, 
would fpeake with you: he feyeshe comes from your father. 

Prin . Give him as much as will make him a Royall man,and 
fendhim backe againe to my mother. 

F^What manner ofmanishe ? 

Hof. An old man. 

F^/.What doth gravity out of his Bed at' mid-night ? Shall 
I give him his anfwer ? 

Priw.Prethee doeftackf. 

, Pal. Fayth, and i’le fend him packing. 

Pri».Nowfirs:birlady you fought faire, fo did you Pete >, fo 
did you < Bardel - ) you are Lyons too, you ran away uponinftinft, 
you will not touch the true Prince, no, fie. 

Faith, I ran when I few others runne. 

E Prince. 
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Pm. Faith, tell me now in earneft , how came Yalfiaffes 
Sword ft) hackt ? 

Veto. Why, he hackt it with his Dagger, and faid he would 
fweare truth out ot England fm. he would make you beleev.e it 
Was done in fight, and perfwaded us to doe the like 

far- Yea, r'nd to tickle our nofes with fpearc-grafle,to make 
them bleede, and then to bsflubber onr garments with it, and 
-Fweare it wa s the blood of true men I did that I did not this 
fever) yeares before, I blufti to hears his monfirous devices. 

Trln. O villaine, thou, ftoleft a cup of Sackc eighteene yeares 
ago, and wert taken with the manner, and ever fince thou haft 
blulht extempore, thou hadft fire and fword on thy fide, and 
yet thou ranft away : what inftindl hadft thou for it ? 

'Bar. My Lord, doe you fee thefe meteors ? doe you behold 
thefe exhalations ? 

Voin. I doe. 

BarNfh&i thinke you they portend ? 

Vrm. Hot Livers, and cold purfes. 

Bar. Choler, my Lord,if rightly taken, 

Enter Palflaffe. 

T’^.Nojifr'ghtly taken, Halter.Heere comes Icane 7<*<%here 
comes bare-bones. How now fweete creature of Bombaft 
how long is’t agoe,/4c%, fince thou faweft thine owne Knee ? * 
F<?^My owne Knee? when I was about thy yeeres (Ball) I 
was not an Eagks tallon in the wafted could have crept into 
any Aldermans thumbe-ring : a plague of fighing and gr iefe, it 
bio wes a man up like a bladder. Ther’s villanous news abroad, 
here was Sir Iohn'Braby from your father : youmuftgoeto 
the Court in the morning. The fame mad fellow ofthe North 
“Percy, and he of Wales, that gave Amamon the Baftinado, and 
made Lucifer cuckold , and fworethe divcll his true liegeman 
upon the Croffe of a Welfh-hookjwhat a plague call vou him» 
Poy.O Cjlendovoer ! * 

Pal.Owen qiendower, the fame,and his fonne in law Mortimer, 
tnd old Northumberland, and thefprightly^^ of Sc ones, Dow 
glas, that runs a horfebacke up a hill perpendicula r. 

'Erin. He that rides at high ipeede, and with a piftoll killesa 
Sparrow flying o 
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Valf. You have hit it. 

Pm. So did he never the Sparrow. 

F^.WeliTthat rafcall hath good mettall in him,he will not 
runne. 

Erin. Why ; what a rafcall art thou then,to praife him fo for 
running ? 

Talf. A horfe-backe ( yee Cuckoe ) but on foote he will not 
budgeafbote. 

Prin. Yes lacks, upon inftindl. - 

F alf. I grant ye, upon inftindl : well, he is there too , and oner 
Mordake , andathonfand blue Caps more. Worcester is ftolne 
away by night, thy fathers beard is turn’d white with the news 
you may buy Land now as cheape as (linking Mackrell. 

Pm.Then ’tis like ,if there come a hot Sunne, and this civill 
buffeting hold , we fhall buy mayden-hcads as they buy Hob- 
nay les, by the hundreds. 

F^/.By the M?.ffe,Lad, thou faift true, it is like we fhall have 
good trading that way.But tell xnofiall, Art not thou horribly 
afeard ? thou being Heire apparent, could the world pickethee 
out threcfuch enemies againe,as that fiend “Dowglas, that fprite 
Percy ,and that divell Glendower ? Art thou not horribly afraide? 
doth not thy blood thrill at it.? 

Pm.Not a whit yfaith : I lacke fome of thy inftindl. 

F^Welfthou wilt be horribly chiddeto morrow, when 
thou commcft to thy Father :if thou doe love ms , pradlile an 
anfwere. 

ErU. Do thou ftand for my Father, and examine me upon the 
particulars of my life. 

Pdf. Shall I ? content : this Chaire fhall be my State, this 
Dagger my Scepter,andthisCufhinmy Crowne. 

Pm.Thy State is taken for a joynd ftoole,thy golden Scep- 
ter for a leaden Dagger, and thy precious rich Crowne, tor apit- 
tifull bald Crowne. 

F alf. Well , and the fire of Grace be not quite out of thee, 
no w (halt thou be moved. Give me a cupp of Sacke,to make 
mine eyes looke redde , that it may be thought I have wept : 
For I muft fpeake in paflion, and I will doe it in King Camby - 
fes vcine. 

E a 
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Pm.WelI,heere is my legge. 

Val. And here is my fpeech : (land afide, Nobility. 

Ho.Q Jefu, this is excellent fport, yfaith; 

FW.Wcepe not fweete Qpcene.for trickling teares are. vaines 
H». O the father, how he holds his countenance 
F *1- For Gods fake Lords,convey my truftfiill Qaeene; . 

For teares do flop the floud-gates of her eyes, 

Ho. O Jefu, he doth it as like one of thefe harlotry players,aa 
'ever I fee. 

F^.Peacegood Pint-pot, peace goodcickle-braine. 

Harry, 1 doe not onely marvell where thou fpcndeft thy time, 
but alio, how thou art accompanied .• For though the Cam mo- 
mile, the more it is troden, the fafter it gro wes ; yet youth, the- 
more it iswafted,the fooner it weares.'thou art my fonne,I have 

! >artly thy mothers word, partly my opinion;but chiefly, a vil- 
anous tricke of thine eye, and a fool ilia hanging of thy nether 
lip,that doth warrant me.Ifthen thou be fonne to me, here licth 
the poynt; why.,being fonne to me, art thou lb pointed at ? fhall 
the bleffedfonneof heaven prove a micher, and eate Blacke-bcr-. 
nes?a queftionnotto be askt. Shall thefonns of England prove 
a thiefe,and take purfes ? a queftion to be askt.There is a thing, 
Harry , which thou haft often heard of, and it is knowne to ma- 
ny in our Land,by the name of Pitchjthis Pitch(as ancient wri- 
ters doe report.)doth defile?fo doth the company thou keepeft; 
for Harqyjnpwj doe not fpeak to thee in drinkc, but in teares ; 
not in plealure, but in paflion ; not in words only, but in woes 
alfo/and yet there is a vertuous man, whom I have often noted 
m thy company, but I kno w not his name. . * 

Pm, What manner of man, and it like your Majefty ? 

F^ A goodly portly man yfaith, and a corpulent ,ofa cheer- 
foil looke,a pleafing eie,& a moll noble carriage,and as I think 
his age iome fifty, or birlady, inclining to threefcore, and now I 
remember me.his name is falftajfe °.\? that man fhould be lewd- 
ly given, he deceives me. For Harry, \ fee vertue in his lookesjif 
then the tree may be known by the fruit, as the fruit by the tree, 
then peremptorily I fpeake it, there is vertue in that Valflaffe, 
himkeepe with, the reft banifh, and tell me no w,thou naughty 
varlet,tell me, where haft thou beene this month ? 

Prince. 
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Henry the Fourth. 

Prince. Doft thou fpeake like a King ? doe thou ftand for me 
and i’ie play my father. 

F^/.Depole me,if thou doft it halfefo gravely ,fo majeftically 
both in word and matter, hang me up by the heeles for a Rab- 
bet-fucker, or a po wlters hare. 

Pmo?.Well,heereI amfet. 

F^//7Andheere I ftand, judge, my matters. 

/’mw.Now Harry, whence come you ?. 

F^My noble Lord, from Eatt-cheape. 

P rmce. The complaints I heare of thee,are grievous. A 
Palf. Zbloud my Lord,they are falfemay, i’le tickle fee for a 
young Prince yfaith. 

Prin. Sweareft thou, ungracious Boy ?hsnceforth ne’relookc 
on me, thou art violently carried away from grace ; there isa 
divcl haunts thee inthe likenefle of a fat old man, a tunne of man 
is thy companion; why doft thou converf; with that trunke of 
humors,thatboulting-hutch of bcaftlineff?, that fowlne parcel! 
ofDropfies,that huge bombard of Sacke,that ftuffc Cloake-bag 
of gutts,that rofted Manning- tree Oxe with the pudding in his 
belly, that reverent Vice, that gray Iniquitie, that father Ruf- 
fian, that vanity in yeares ? wherein is he good, but to tafte Sack 
and drinke it? wherein neate and cleanly, but tocarueaCapon 
a nd eate it? wherein cunning,but in Craft? wherein crafty, but 
in Villany ? wherein villanous,but in. all things ? wherein, wor- 
thy,but in nothing ? 

Palf.{ would ;y our Grace would take ms with you : whom 
meanes your Grace ? 

Pritt.Tbat villanous abominable mifleadetof youth, F alfiaffe, 
that old white-bearded Satan. 

Pal. My Lord, the man 1 know. Prin , I know thou doft. 

Pal. But to fay, I know moreharme in him then in my felfe, 
were to fay more then I know .-that he is old(the more the pi - 
ty)his white haires do witneffe it ; but that he i > (faving your 
reverence ) a whoremafter, that l utterly deny : if Sackeand 
Sugar be a fault, God helpe the wicked : if to be old and merry 
be a fin,then many an old Oaft that I know, is damn’d ; ifto be 
fatte,be tobe hated, then Pharaohs leane Kine are to be loved. 
No, my good Lord,banif}vP« 0 , banifh "Pardol, banifh Poynes, but 
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for fwect lacks Yalfiaffe^dfacks Vaimffe, «ws lacheValftfe, 
valiant lacks Valfia jf^and therefore more valiant, being as he 
is old lacks Valfiaffe, bznifa nothimthy Parries company, ba- 
nilli not him thy Harries company 5 banifh plumpe Jacks, md 

bani/h all the world. . .. 

Prin . I doc.I will. , Snter VnMhnmnv. 

Bar.O,mj lord, my Lord, the Shriefe,with a molt monltrous 

Watch is at the doore. , . - 

^ F^/f.Out you rogue, play out the play . I have much to lay in 

' thebehalfe of that falfraffe. 

Enter the Hofieffe. 

H<»/.Ojefu,my Lord, my Lord ! 

F alj. Heigh, heigh, the Dwell rides uponn Fiddle-ftickc, 

what’s the matter ? , , , 

Hof. The Sherife and all the Watch are at the dore, they arc 

come to fearch the Houfe,fhall I let them in ? 

half. Doll thou hear e.Hall ? never call a true piece of Gold, 
a Counterfeit, thou art effentially made, without feeming fo. 
Prin. And thou art a naturall Coward, without inftinft. 
Yalfl deny your Major ;if you will deny the Sherife, fo, if not 
let him enter. If I become not a Cart as well as another man, a 
plague on my bringing up : I hope I fhall as foone be ftrangled 
with a Halter as another. 

Erin. Gochide thee behir.de the Arras, the reft walke up a- 
bove.Now my Maftersjfor a true Face and good Confcienoe. 

F^//.Both which 1 have had j but their date is out, and there- 
fore i’le hide me. 

Prin. Call in the Sherife. 

Enter Sherife and the Carrier. 

Pm.N ow matter Sherife 0 what is your wil with me ? 

Sher. Fir ft, pardon me, my Lord. A hue and cry hath followed 
certaine men unto this houfe. 

Erin. What men? 

Sher. One of them is well knowne, my gracious Lord, a 
groffe fat man. 

Car. As fat as Butter. 

Prince. The man, I do allure you, is not heere. 

For I my felfe at this time have employed him * 

And 



Henry the Fourth 

And Sherife, I will ingage my word to thee. 

That I will by to morrow dinner time. 

Send him to anfwere thee or any man. 

For any thing he /hall be charg’d withal I, 

And fo let me intreate you leave the houfe. 

Sher. I will, my Lord, there are two Gentlemen 
Have in this robbery loft j ooo. Markes. 

P rin.lt may be fo if he have rob’d thefemen. 

He /hall be anfwerable : and fo farewell. 

S her. Good night, my noble Lord. 

Brin, I thinke it is good morrow,! sit not ? 

^.Indeed, my Lord, I thinke it is two a clocke. Exit. 

; fBnn. This oyly rafcall is knowne as well as Poules : co call 
him forth. & 

Peto.ValTiaffe } faft afleepebchinde the Arras, and fnortintr 
Bkeahorfe. & 

Erin. Harke how hard he fetches breath, fearch his pockets. 

He/earcheth his pockets,andfindeth certaine tappers, 

Prin. What haft thou found ? 

Peto. Nothing but papers, my Lord. 

Erin. Let s fee what be they : read them. 

Item a Capon 
Item fawce 

Item Sacke,two gallons 
Item Anchovesand Sacke after Supper 
Item bread 

O monftrous, blit one halfe peniworth ofbread to this intole- 
rable deale ofSacke l What there is elfe, keep clofe,weele read it ’ 

at more advantage, there let him fleepe till day, i’le to the Court 
m the morning. We muft all to the Warres,and thy place /hall 
be honorable. I’le procure this fat rogue a charge of foote,and 
I know his death will be a march of twelve fcore ; the money 
/hall be payed backe againewith advantage : be with me be- 
times in the morning, and fo good morrow Eeto. ;A . 

Peto. Good morrow, good my Lord. Exernt. 

Enter Hot jf nr, mrcefter, LordCMort'mer, 

O liven Q l endower. 

Mor. Thefe promifes are faire^he.parties fore. 

And 
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And our jndu&ion full of profperous hope. 

Bet. Lord Mortimer ,& Coufin Glendower ^ ill ybu fit down ? 
And Uncle Worcester-, a plague upon it, I have forgot the Map. 

G/^.No.heere it is ; fit coufin Pwy, fit, good coufin H otjpttr- . 
for by that name, as often as Lancafier cloth fpeake of you, his 
cheeke lookes pale, and with a rifing figh he wifheth you in 
Hcsvcii 

a. Hot. And you in Hell, as oft as he heares Owen Glendower 
^fpokeof. 

Glen. I cannot blame him ; at my nativity, 

The front of Heaven was full of fiery fhapes 
Of burning Creffets : and at my birth. 

The frame and foundation of the Earth 

Shak’d like a Coward. . 

Bot .Why, fo it would have done at the fame feafon, if your 
mothers Cat had but kitned, though your felfe had never been 
borne. 

gien.l fay,the Earth did fhake when I was borne. 

fi'or.And I fay, the Earth was not of my mind. 

If you fuppofe,as fearingyou,it fhooke. 

67<?».The Heavens were all on fire, the Earth did tremble. 

Bot. Oh, then the Earth fliooke to fee the Heavens on fire. 
And not in feare of your Nativity : 

Difeafed nature oftentimes breakes forth 
In ftrangc eruptions, and the teeming Earth 
Is with a kind of Collicke pincht and vext. 

By the imprifoning of unruly W inde 
W ithin her wombe , which for enlargement ftriving, 

Shakes the old beldame Earth, and topples downe 
Steeples, and mofle-growne Towers, At your Birth 
Our Grandam Earth, having this dilfemperature, 

Inpaflion fhooke. 

Glen. Ccufin;of many men 
I doe not beare thefe erodings : give me leave 
To tell you once againe that at my birth. 

The front of Heaven was full of fiery fhapes. 

The Goates ran from the Mountaines ; and the Heards 
Were (Iran gely clamorous to the frighted Fields, 

Thefe 
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Thefe fignes have mark’t me extraordinary. 

And all the couries of my life doe fhew, 

I a m not in the rolle of common men : 

Where is the living, dipt in with the Sea, 

That chides the Bankes of Englan^,Scotland, and Wales * 
Which cals me pupill,or hath read to me, 

And bring him out that is but Womans fonne, 

Ca n trace me in the tedious w ay of Art, 

And hold me pace in deepe experiments. 

Bot. I thinne there’s no man fpeakes better Weljh, 

ITc to dinner* 

tJMor. Peace, coufin Percy, you will make him mad. 
glen. I can call Spirits from the vafty deepe. 

Bot. Why,fo can I, or fo can any man : 

But will they come, when you doe call for them ? 
G/«z.Why,I can teach thee,coufin,to command the Divell. 
Bot. And I can teach thee, coufin, to ihame the Divell 
By telling truth.Tell truth ,and fhame the Divell. 

If thou have-power to raife him, bring him hither. 

And i’le be fworne,I have power to fhame him hence. 

Oh while you live, tell truth,and fhame the Divell. 

Mor. Come, come : no more of this unprofitable chat. 
glen. Three times bath Henry Bullingbrooke made head 
Againft my power, thrice from the banke of Wye, 

And Sandy 'bottom’d Seveme have I fenthim 
Bootleffe home,ar.d weather-beaten backe. 

AV.Home without bootes,and in foule weather too ? 

How feapeshe agues in the divels name ? 

<7/?«.Come,hcre is the Map, fhall we divide our right. 
According to our threefold order tane 
M er.The zArch deacon hath divided it 
Into three limits, very equally : 

Englandfxom Trent ,and Seveme hitherto. 

By South and Eaft,is to my part aflignde. 

All Weftward Wales beyond the Seveme. {[^orc, 

And all the fertile land within that bound 
To Owen glendower : and,deare Cuz, to you 
The remnant Northwardly ing offfrom Trent , 

F And 











And our indentures mpaifite ate drawne 1 , 

Which being fealed interchangeably, - 
( A bufineffe that this night may execute i ) 

To morrow, coufin PtYey, you and I , 

And my good LOfal of iVdt'oefler will let forth. 

To meete your father ahdthe Scottifh power, 

Asisappoynted Us, ixShreresbnrj : 

My father Cjlendower is not ready yet. 

Nor fhall wee neede his helpe thdfe fourteene daies • - 
‘Within that fpafcc, you may have drawne together 
Your tenants, friends and neighbouring Gentlemen. 

G'len.A fhorter time (hail fend me to you, Lords, 

And in my conduct fhall your Ladies cCtme, 
from whom you now muft fteale and take no leave. 

For. there will be a World of water fhed, 

Upon the parting of your wives and you. 

Hot, . Me thinkes my moity North from 'Barton heere. 

In quantity equals not one of yours ; 

See , how this river comes me cranking in, 

And cuts me from the belt ofall my land, 

A huge halfe Moone, a monftorus fcantleout : 

I’le have the currant in this place darn’d up. 

And here the fmug and (Tlver Trent {hall run. 

In a new channel!, faire and evenly, 

It fhall not winde with fitch a deepe indent. 

To rob me of fo rich a bottomehere. 

(7/ftt.Not wiridr , it fhall, it muft, you fee it doth. 

^r.Yea,butmarkehow hebeareshis courfe , and runs me 
up,withIike advaiitageonthe other fide, gelding the oppofed 
continent, as much as on the other fide it takes fromyou. 

Wor Yea,but a littlecharge willtrench him here, 

And on this North-!idc,win this cape ofland , 

And then he runs ftraight and even. 

Ho/.Iie have it lb, a little charge will doe it. 

Cjlen I’lenot have it altered. 

Her. Will not you? 

<y/e«.No,nor you fhall not. 

H^.Who fhall fay me nay ? : 

glen. 
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glen. Why that will I . 

Hot. Let me not underftand you then, fpeake it in mlfh. 
glen. lean fpeake Snglifh, Lord,as well as you. 

For I was trained up in the Snglifh Court, 

Where, being but yong, I framed to the Harpe 
Many an Snglifh dittic, lovely well. 

And gave the tongue a helpeful ornanrent : 

A vertue that was never feene in you. 

Hot. Marry, and I am glad ofitwithall my heart: 

I had ra ther bee a kitten and cry mew, y , 

Then one ofthefe fame meter ballet-mongers : 

1 had rather heare a brazen canftickc turnd, 

Or a dry wheele grate on the axeltree. 

And that would fet my teeth nothing an edge, 

Nothing fo much as minting Poetry : 

T’is like the forc’t gate ofa fluiflingnag. 

Client. Come, you fhall have 7" rent turn’d. 

Hot. I doe not care, He give thrice fo much Land 
To any well-deferving friend ; 

But in the way .of bargaine, marke yee mee , 
lie cavil on the ninthpart of a baire. 

Are the indentures drawne ? fhall wee be gone ? 

Glen, The Moone fhines faire. you may away by night ; 

He hafte the writer, and withall 

Breake with your wives, ofyour departure hence. 

lam afraid my daughter.willrunmad, 

S o much fheedotethjon her. Mortimer, Exit. 

Mor. Fie coufin Prn^how you croffe my father I 
Hot. I cannot chufe, fometimeshee angersmcc, 

W ith telling mee oftheMoklwarpjmdthe Arnt, 

Of the dreamer Merlin^ andhis'-Prophecies : 

Ando fa dragon and a finleftefifli, 

A clip-wmgd Griffin, andamonlten Raven, 

A couching Lyon, and a ramping Cat, 

And fuch a deale of shamble skamblefttiffe. 

As puts mee from my faith.' I tell you what , 

Hee held mee la ft night, atieaftmne. hoj.ircs , 

In reckoning up , the feveralldivelsnames., 

F 2 Thar 
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That were his Laekies, I cried hum, and well , go to. 

But markt him not a word ; 0,hee is as tedious 

As a tyred Horfe, a rayling Wife, I 

Worfe then a iinokie Houle, I had rather ftve t? 

With Cheefe and Gar’ ike in a Wind-mill rarre. 

Then feed on cates ,a nd ha ve hi m ta ike to nice. 

In any Summer-houfe in Ghriftcndonie. 

Mor . In faith he was a worthy Gentleman, 

' Exceeding well read and profited 
/5n ftrange concealements, valiant as a Lyon, 

And wondrous affable, and as bountiful l 
As Mines of India : fhall 1 tell you, Coufin, 

Hee holds your temper in a high refpedh 

And curbs himlelfe, even of his naturallfcope. 

When yc ticome crofle his humor, faith hee does. 

I warrant you, that man is not alive, 

Might fo have tempted him, as you have done, 

Without the tafte of danger and reproofe i 
But doe not ufe it oft, let me intreat you. 

Mor. In faith, my Lord, you are too wilfull blame. 

And fince your comming hither, have done enough 
T o put him quite befidcs his patience. 

You muft needs learne. Lord, to amend this fault. 

Though fometimes it fhew greatneffe, courage, blood,. 

And thats the dcareft grace it renders you: 

Yet oftentimes it doth prefentharfh rage, 

Defed of manners, want of Government , . 

Pride, hautinefle, opinion, and difdainc j 
The leaft ofw hich haunting a Nobleman , 

Loleth mens hearts, and leaves behind a ftaine 
Vpon the beautie of all parts befidcs. 

Beguiling them of commendation^ 

Hot Well I am fchoold. Good-manners by your fpeed, 

Heere come our wives and let us take our leaves. 

Frter Cjlendovper, with the Ladies, 

Mor. This is the deadly fpight that angers me. 

My Wife canfpeakeno mmlfb y • 

gien.ltq daughter weepes,ihede not partwith you, 

Shcde 



Henry the Fourtly. 

Sheelc be a foldier too, fhee’le to the warres 
(Mor. Good father, tell her .that fhe,andmy Aunt Percy, 
Shall follow in your conduct fpeedily. 

Glendotvcr fpeahes to her in lVeljh y andpje anfrvers 
him in the fame. 

Glen. Shee is defperate heere, 

A peevifh felfe will’d harlotry,one that no perlwafion can doe 
good upon. 

7 * he Lady Jpeakes in IVtljh. 

(JMor. I underftand thy lookes, that prety JYelfb, 

Which thoupowreft downe from thefe fwelling Heavens, 

I am too perfedin,and but for fhame, 

Infuch a parley I could anfwerthee. 

' The Lady agatncinWelfh. 

Mor. I under ftand thy kiffes, and thou mine, 

And that’s a feeling deputation : 

But I will never be a truant, love, 

Till I have learn’dthy language , for thy tongue 
Makes Welfh as fweete as ditties highly pend, 

„ : Sung by a faire Queene in a Summers bower. 

With ravifhing divifion to her lute. * 

glen. Nay, ifthou melt, then will fhee runne mad. 

The Lady Jpeakes againe in IVcljb. 

Mor.' 0,1 am ignorance it felfe in this. 
glen. Sheebidsyou on the wanton rufhes lay you downe. 
And reft your gentle head upon her lap. 

And fhc will fog the Song that plealeth you. 

And on your eyelids crowne the god offleepe. 

Charming your bloud with pleafing hcavineffc 
Making fuch difference betwixt w ake and (leepe, 

As is the difference betwixt day and night. 

The houre before the heavenly narveft teeme 
Begins his golden progrefie in the Eaft. 

(JMor. With all my heart i’le lit and hearc her fog. 

By that time will our Booke I thinke be di awnc. 

glen.Do fo : and thofe Muficians that fhall play to you. 

Hang in the Ayrca thoufind Leagues from hence. 

And ftraight they fhall be here, fit and attend, 
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Hot. Come 7Gft<?,th6u artperfedl in lying downe, 
Come,quicke, quicke,that I may lay my head m thy tap. 

La. Go,yee giddy goofe. 

The Maficke plays. 

Hot. Now I perceivfc the Divell underftands Weljh. 

And ’tis no marvell he is fo humorous, 

Birlady he is a good mufician. 

- La. Then would you be nothing but muficalj, 

"^For you are altogether by humours : 

~i;ie itilfye thlefe, and heare the Lady fittgin Weljh. 

Hot , I had rather' heare, Lady, my breech ho\vlc rn infh. % 

X/j.Would’Cthave thy head broken ? 

Hot . No. 

X^.ThenbeftiH- 

Hot. Neither, ’tisa womans fault. 

X<«.Now God helpe thee. 

Hot. To the Weljh Ladies bed. 

La. What’s that? 

Hot .Peace, Ihee fings. 

H eere the Lady fings a'Wejh Song, 

Hot. ( ome, i’lehave your Song too. 

La. Not mine in good footh. 

Hof .Not yours in goodfooth ? Hart, you fwearc like a com- 
fitmakers wife,notyou in good.footh,&as true as Hive, and as 
God Fhall inend me, and as lure as day : 

And giveft fuchfarcenet furety for thy othes, 

As if thou never walk’d further then Finsbury, 

S weare me, like a Ladytis thou art, 

A good mouth-filling oath,and leave in footh. 

And fuch proteft of pepper ginger-bread. 

To velvet gards,and Sunday Cittizens. 

Come,fing. 

La. I will not fing. 

Hot, Tis the next way to tumetaylor/sr be red-breft teacher: 
and the indentures be drawile,i’le away within thele - 2 . hours, 
and fo come in whetiyou will. Exit. 

G’/o».Come,corAcjL6rd Mi>rtimtr\ you afeflow. 

As H of Lord Pertfis on fire to goc. 
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By thi* our Booke is drawne,wee’le butfeale. 

And then to horfe immediately. 

AAr.With all my heart. Exeunt. 

Enter the King, Prince of Wales nnd others. 

Kino. Lords, give us leave, the Trines of Wales , and I, 

Muff have feme private conference , but be neere at hand. 

For wc fhall prelently have need of} ou. E xeunt Lords, 

1 know not whether God will have it fo. 

For Lome difpleafing fervice I have done. 

That in his fecret doomc, out of my blood , 

Heede breed revengement and a fcourge for me : 

But thou doft in the paflages of life. 

Make me beleeve , that thou art onely mark’t 
For the hot vengeance and the rod of Heaven, 

To punifh my mii-treadings. Tell me elfe, 

Could fuch inordinate and low defires. 

Such poore, fuch bare, fuch lewd, fiich meane attempts* 

Such barren pleafures,rude focicty. 

As thou art matcht withall, an d grafted to, 

Accompany the greatneffe of thy blood. 

And hold their levell with thy Princely heart ? 

Prin. So pleafe your Ma j efty , I would I could 
Quite all offences with as deare excufe. 

As well as I am doubtlefle I can purge 

My felfe of many I am charg’d withall : 

Yet fuch extenuation let me beg. 

As in reproofe of many tales devifde. 

Which oft the eare of Greatneffe needs muft heare, 

By foiling pick-thankes, and baje new.es-mongers, . 

I may for tome things true, wherein my youth 
Hath faulty wandred , and irregular, 

Finde pardon on my true fubmiffton. 

King.God pardon thee, yet : let. me > wonder, H any. 

At thy'affedions, which doe hold a -wing 
Quite from the flight of all thy anceftors : 

Thy place in Couiicell thouhaft rudely loft. 

Which by. thy yonger Brother -is fuppiide. 

And art almoft an alienito the hearts , 
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Of all the Court and Princes of my blood. 

The hope and expectation of thy time , 

Is ruin'd, anci the foule ofevery man 
Prophetically doe fore-thinke thy fall : 

Had I fo lavifla of my prefence beene, 

So common hackneicd in the eyes ofmen, 

So Hale and cheape to vulgar company, 

Opinion that did helpe me to the Crowne, 

^=JHad.ftill kept loyall to poffefiion. 

And left me in reputclefle banifhmCnt. 

^=A fellow of no marke nor likelihood. 

By being feldome feene, l could not ftirre. 

But like a Comet I was wondred at. 

That men would tell their Children, This is he: 

Others would fay. Where ? which is ‘Bullmgbroeke ? 

And then I Hole all courtefie fro m heaven. 

And dreft my felfe in fuch humility. 

That I did pluckc allegianccfrom mens hearts : 

Loud fhoutes and falutations from their mouthes. 

Even in the prefence of the Crowned King. - ' : 

Thus I did keepe my perfon frefh and new, 

My prefence like a robe pontificall, 

Ne're feene, but wondred at, and fomyftate, 

Seldome,butfumptuous, {hewed like a feaft. 

And wanne by rareneffe fuchfolemenity. 

The s kipping King, he ambled up and dovvn-e, 

W ith fhallow j efters, and ra (li bavin wits, 

Soone kindled, and foone burnt, carded his ftate. 

Mingled his royalty with carping fboles j 
Hadhis great name prophaned with their fcornes. 

And gave his countenance againft his name. 

To laugh at gybing Boyes, and Hand the pufh 
Of every bcardleffe vaine comparative, 

Grew a companion to the common ftreets, 

Enfbrc’t himfelfe to popularity. 

That being dai ly fwallowcd by mens eyes, 

They forfeited with Hony, and began to loath 
The tafte of fweetne{fe , whereof a little. 

More 



Henry tbe twrth. 

More then a little , is by much too much. 

So when he had occafionto be feene. 

He was, but as the Cuckow is in 

Heard, not regarded : feene but with fuch eye* 

As ficke and blunted with community, 

Afford no extraordinary gaze. 

Such as is bent on fendike Majcfty, 

When it fhines feldome in admiring eyest ■ 

But rather drowzd , ind hung their eye-hdsdowne. 

Slept in his face, and rendring fechafpea, / '~v-- 

As cloudy menufe to doe to their adverfaties. 

Being with hi* prefence, glutted, gorged, andwll. 

And in that very line, Harry, ftandeft thou : 

For, thouhaft loft thy Princely privilcdge. 

With vile participation. Not an eye 
But is a weary of thy common fight, 

Save mine, which hath defired to fee thee more, 

Which now doth that I would not have it done. 

Make blind it felfe with foolilh tendemeffe. 

Prin. I {hall hereafter, my thriccgracious Lord, 

Bemore my felfe. K^.For all the world 
As thou art to this houre , was Rtchardvngn, . 

When I from Trance fet foote at Ravenjpurgh, 

And even as I was then, is ‘Percy now ; 

Now by my fcepter,and my foule to boote : 

He hath more worthy intereft to the Itate 
Then thou, the lhadow of fucceflion. 

For of no right nor colour like to right 
He doth fill fields with Harneffe in the Rcalme, 

Tumes head againft the Lyons armed Jawes, 

And being no more in debt to yeares then thou, 

Leads ancient Lords, and reverent Bifhops on. 

To bloudy battels, and to brufing armes. 

Whit never-dying honour hath he got, 

Againft renowned ‘Dowglas ? whoie high deeds, 

Whofe hot incurfions and great name in armes, 

Holds fromall fouldierschiefe Majority, 

And military title capital!, ^ Thtougft 
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Through all the Kingdomes that acknowledge Chrift, 
J 13 ^ l ^ c Hotjpur Mars in fwathing cloathcs. 
This infant warriour, in his enterprises, 

Difcomfited great Dowglas , tane him once, 

.? n made a friend of him,. 

I o fill the mouth of deepc defiance up. 

And fhake the peace and fafety of our throtie. 

And what fry you to this ? 7 >«. Northumberland, 
^ J he Archbi/hops grace of Tor^Dowglas , Mortimer 

^Capitulate againft us, and arc up. 

But, wherefore doe I tell thefe newes to thee ? 

Why, Harr;, do I tell thee of my foes. 

Which art my neereft and deareft enemy ? 

That thou art like enough through vaffall feare, 

Hale inclination, and the ftart of fpleene. 

To fight a gain ft me under Percies pa y r 
To dog his heeles, and curtfie at his frownes, 
fo fhew how much thou art degenerate. 

Brin Doe not thinke fo, you fhall not finde it fo. 
And god forgive them , that fo much have fwaidc 
\ our Majefties good thoughts away from me : 

I will redeeme all this on "Percies head* 

And in the clofing of fome glorious day 
he bold to tell you that I am your fbnne. 

When I will weare a garment all of blood. 

And ftaine my favours in a bloody maske, 

Which wa/ht away, fhall fcoure my fhamewithit. 
And that fhall be the day , when ere it lights 
That thisfamechilde of honour and renownc. 

Tins gallant Hotftur , this al-praifed Knight, 

Ana your unthought of Harry chance to meetc 
e , V f ry > nour fittin S on his helme. 

Would they were multitudes, and on my head 
My fhame redoubled . For the time will come, 

X hat I (hall make thisNorthren youth exchange 
His glorious deeds for my indignities. 

Percy is but my fadfor, good my Lord 
To engroflfe my glorious deeds on nay bchalfe. 



And 



Henry the Fourth. 

And I will call him to fo ftrid account, 

That he fhall render every glory up. 

Yea, even the flighteft worfhip of his time. 

Or I will teare the reckoning from bis heart, 

This in the name of god I promife here. 

The which if hebepleafd, I fhall performe. 

I do befeech your M a j efty may falve. 

The long growne wounds of my intemperance: 

If not, the end of life cancels all bands, ' 

And I will dye an hundred thoufand deathes. 

Ere breake the ftnalleft paroell of this vo w 
King. A hundred thoufand rebels die in this. 

Thou fhakhave charge, and fbveraine truft herein. 

How now, good Blunt ? thy lookes are fall of fpced. 
inter 'Blunt, 

Blunt. Sohaththebufines that I come tofpeake off. 

Lord C Mortimer of Scotland hath font word. 

That Dowglas and the Engliffi rebels met 
The eleventh of this moneth , at Shrewsbury : 

A mighty and afearefallhead they are, 

( If promifes be kept on every hand ) 

As ever offered fouleplayina State. 

King. The Earle of WeftmerlancL let forth to day, 

With him my fonneLord Iohn of Lane after. 

For this advertifement is five daye$ old. 

On Wedncfday next, Harry, thou fhalr fet forward : 

OnThurfday, we ourfelves will march. Our meeting 
Is Bridgenorth, and, Harry, you fhall march 
Through Cjlocefier-fiire, by which account 
Our bufnes valued fome cwelue dayes hence, 

Our general! forces at Bridgenorth fhall meete. 

Our hands are full of bufines , let’s away. 

Advantage feedes him fat, while men delay. Ex:ur.t. 

EnterValftaffe andBarddll. . , 

IV. Bar doll, am I not fallen away vilely fincethis latt adtion V’" 
doc I not bate i doe I not dwindle ? why my skin’ hangs about 
me like an old Ladies loofe gowne. I am withered like an old 
apple- /«/?«. Well, i’le repent, and that fuddenly while I am ia 
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mix liking, l flullbcout of heart fliortly, &then I fhall have 
no ftrcngth to repent. Andl have not forgotten what the infide 
ofa Church I madeof,! ama Peppercorn: , a brewers hprfe, 
the infide ofa .uurch.Company, villanous company hath been 
the fpoyle of me. 

'Bar. Sir /s^.you arefo frctfoll,you cannot live long. 

Fal. Why, there is ic,come,ftng me abawdy Song,make me 
merry : I was as vertuoufly jjiven* as a Gentleman need to be, 

^ vertuous enough* (wore little , dic'd not above feven times a 
w«cke,wentto aBawdy houfe not above once in a quarter of an 
houre,paid money that I borrowed three orfoure times, lived 
well, and in good compaffe^and now I live out of all order/)Ut 

of compalfe. ■ 

^r.Why,youare fo fatte. Sir lorn* that you mutt needs be 
out of all compaffe : out of all reasonable compaffe, Sir Iohn # 
Fal . Doe thou amend thy face.& Vie amend my life: thou art 
our AdiiTir all, thou bereft the Lanterne in the Po ope, but tis in 
the Nofe of thee,' thou art the King of the burning lampe. 

Thir. Why, Sir Iohn y ny face does you no harms. 
F^/.No,riebe fworne, I make as good ufe of it , as many a 
man doth of a Deaths head ,or a memento mori- I never fee thy 
face, but Ithiuke upon hell fire,and Dives that lived in Purple : 
for there he is in his Robesjburning, burning. If thou wert any 
way give to vertue,I would fweateby thyfece:my oath fhould 
be, By this fire, that’s gods Angel i But thou art altogether given 
over ; & wert indeed, butfor the light in thy face, the Sunne of 
utter darkneffe. When thou runft up Gads-hill in the night, to 
catch my Horfe, if I did not thinke that thou hadft been an 
lam sfa tuns 5 ot a bal of wiM-fire,thcrc s no purchafe in Mony .O 
thou art a perpetuall Triiunpb,and ever lading Bone-fire-light, 
thou haft isved me a thouland Markes in Linkes and Torches, 
wal king with thee in the night betwixt Taverne & Taverne : 
but the Sack that thou haft drunke me, would have bought me 
Lights as good cheape, of the deareft Chandlers in Europe. I 
Have maintained that Salamander of yours with fire, any time 
this two and thirty yeares : God reward me for it. 

B r, Zbloud, I would my lac<_ were in your be’ly. 
FrAGod a mercy, fo M I be heart-burned. 

How 



Henry the tourtb. 

How now, dame Martlet the Hcn,ha ve you enquired 
yet Who pickt my pocket ? Enter Bojlejfe. 

Hoft, Why Sir Iohn , what do you think Sir /oWdojou think 
I keepetheevesin my houfe? I have fcarcht, I have inquird, fo 
haz my husband, man by man, boy by boy, fervant by fervant : 
the tight of a haire was never loft in my houfe before. 

Fal. Ye Ue.Hoftcif:,^^// was (hav’d and loft many haires 
and iTe be fwome my pocket was pickt : g®e to, you arc a wo- 

m S^Who I > l defie thee : Gods light, I was never cald fo in ; 
mine own houfe before. 

Fal. Goeto, I knowyou well enough. 

HofNoJir Jehn, you doenot know inc-d> John; I know 
you Sir Johnny on owe me money Sir Iohn, and now you picke 
a quarrell to beguile me of it :lbought you a dozen of Hurts tg 

y ^LDod*as,filtliy LoalasT have given them away to Bakers 
wives,they have made boulters of them. .. 

Bof. Now as I am a true woman, Holland of vnj.s.an eikyou 
. owe money here betides. Sir Iohn , for your diet, and by-drink - 
ings,and mony lent you, xxiiij .pound. 
half. He had his part of it, let h im pay.. 

Hof. He ? alas .he is poore, be hath nothing. 

Fa/. How J poore ? looke upon his faceiW hat cad you rich ? 
let them coine his Nofe, let them coine his cheekes.i’le not pay 
a denyeri what, will you make ayounkcr ofmc? shall I not take 
mine eafe in mine Inne,butl flaali have my pocket pickt?I have 
loft a feale Ring of my Grandfathers, worth forty marke. 

Hof. O have, heard the Prince tell him, 1 know not 

how oft, that Ring was Copper. 

Yalf. How?the prince a Jack, a fneakcap: Zbloud -and he 
' were here, I would cudgelLhim like a Dog, if he would fay fo. 
Enter the Prince marching) and Falftaffe meets him, 
playing on his Trtinckion like a Fife, ^ 

IV. How now Lad, Is the wind iuthat doore y faith ? 

Mud we all march ?■ . 

Bar . Yea two and two ; Newgate raihion. 

Hof. My Lord/ 1 pray you- heave me, ■ 
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Pm. What faift thou, Afiftris quickly ? how docs thy ha$= 
band?I love him well, he is an honeft man. 

& oft. Good my Lord , hcareme. 

F^/.Prethee let her alone, and lift to me. 

Prin. What faift thou,/<?<% ? 

F^/.The other night I fell afleepe here behind the Arras, and 
had my pocket pick’t , this houfe is turn’d bawdy-houfe, they 
picke pockets. 

Prin. What didft thou lofe, Iacke ? 

' Wilt thou beleeve me. Hall ? three or fbure bonds of 

' forty pounds a peece, and a feale Ring of my grand-fathers 

Prin, A trifle,fome eight penny matter. 

H oft. So I told him, my Lord, and I faid,I heard your grace 
fay fo.and,my Lord, he fpeakes moft vilely of you, like a foule- 
mouth’d man,as he is, and faid,he would cudecll you. 

'Prin. What he did not ? 

Heft. There's neither faith, truth, nor womar.-hood in meclfe. 

Frf/.There’s no more faith in thee, then a ftued Prune -nor no 
more truth in thee, then in a drawne Foxsand forwoman-hood 
Maydmaran may bee the Deputies wife of the Ward tothee 
Goe you thing, goe. 

H oft. Say, what thing ? what thing ? 

F<?/.What thing ? why,a thing to thankeGod on. 

Heft . I am no thing to thanke God on,I would thou fliouldft 
know Jt : I am an honeft mans wife, and fetting thy Knight- 
hood afide,thou art a knave, to call me fo. s 

F^/. Setting thy Woman-hood afide, thou art a beaft , to fay 
©therwife. J 

Hoft. Say, what beaft,thou knave, thou ? 

F<*4 What beaft ? why an Otter. 

Prh. An Otter , Sir Iohn l why an Otter ? 

Yal. Why ? ftiee’s neither fifti nor fleflj ; a man knowes not 
where to hav,e her. 

^7?.Thou art an unjuft man in faying foj thou, oranyman 

knowes Where to have me, thou knave thou 
°Tofdy Th ° U fayCft > an d hc founders thee moft 

Hoft.Sohc dothyoiijiny Lord, and faid this other day. 

You 



Henry the Fourth. 

Yououghthunathoufand pound. 

Prin. Sirra, doe I owe you a thoufand pound ? 

Frf/yiAthoufend pound, a Million : thy love is worth a 
Million : thou oweft me thy love. 

Hoft. Nay, my Lord, he called you Iackf t and fayd hc would 
cudgellyou. 

palJDid, I Bardo/l? 

Bar. Indeed, Sir John, you fayd fo. 

P«/. Yea, if he fayd my Ring was Copper. 

Pri . I fay tis coppendar’ft thou be as good as thy word now ?' .. 
Pal. Why Hall? thou knowft,as thou art but a man, I dare : 
butasthou art Prince, I feare thee , as I feare the roaring of the 
Lyons whelp. 

Prin. And why not as the Lyon ? 

Pal. The Kinghimlelfe is robe feared as the Lyon : doeft 
thouthinkei’le feare thee, as I feare thy Father ?nay,& I doe,I 
pray God my Girdle breakc. 

Pm. O, if it fhould,how would thy guts fall about thy knees ? 
Butfirra.ther’sno roomefor Faith,Truth,nor Honefty, in this 
bofome ©f thine ; it is all fild up with Guts , and Midriifes. 
Charge an honeft woman with picking thy pocket ?Why thou 
liorefon impudent Imboft rafcall,if there were any thing in thy 
pocket, but taverne reckonings, memorandums of Bawdy hou- 
fes , and one poore peniworth of Sugar- candy to make thee 
long-winded: if thy pocket were inricht with any other inj u- 
ries but thefe, I am a villaine.and yetyouwill ftandtoit, you 
will not pocket up wrong •• art thou not alliamcd ? 

F^/.Doft thou heare, H<j//?Thou knowfUn the ftate of inno - 
cency y Adam felhand what fhould. poore [ackeYaljlaffe doe in 
the dayes of villany?thou feeft, 1 have mors flefh then another 
man, and therefore more frailty :you confeffe then you pickt my 
Prin.lt appeares lb by the ftory. _ f pocket, 

f al.Hofteffe, I forgive thee : goe make ready breakefaft,love 
thy Husband, looke to thy Servants, cherilh thy Ghefts , thou 
fhalt finde me traiftable to any honeft reafon : thou feeft lam 
pacified ftilh.nay, Ipretheebe gon. Sxit Hofteffe. 

Now Hall, to the newes at Court for the robbery ; Lad, how is 
that anfwered ? 
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Erin . O my Tweet beefe, I mutt Hill be good Angcll to thee , 
the money is pay dbacke againc. 

F<*/.0,I doe not like that pay ing backe, *tis a double labour. 

Pr.l am good friends with my father, and may do any thing. 

IW.Rob me the Exchequer die firft thing thou doeft,and do 
it with unwafht hands too. 

T?4>\Doe,my Lord. 

P rift . I have procured thee I ache , a charge of foot. 

F 4 /.I would it had been of horfe-Where fhall I find one that 
•' can fteale well £ O for a fine theefe of the age ot xxii.or there a- 
bout : I am hainonfly unprovided. Well, God be thanked for 
thefe rebels,they offend none but the vertuous, I laud them, I, 
prayfe them. Prince. Bar doll. B ar. My Lord. 

Prin. Goe beare this letter to Lord John of Lancafter, 

To tny brother John : this to my Lord of iVefimerlmd. 
Go^Peto , to horfe : for thou and I 
Have thirty miles yet to ride ere dinner time : 
lacks y meete me to morrow in the Temple hall. 

At two a clockein the afternoone. 

There ilialt thou know thy charge , and there receive 
Mony and order for their furniture. 

The land is burning, Percy (lands on high, 

And eythertheyor we muft lower lye. 

F/j/.Rare words 1 brave world! Hofieffe, my breakfaffcome, 
Oh, I could wifh this Taverne were my drum. Bxemt. 

Enter HotJpftr,Worce(ler, andDomgbu . 

Hot. Well fay d,my noble Scot, if (peaking truth 
In this fine age were not through flattery. 

Such attribution fhould the Dowglas have. 

As not aSouldier of this feafbns ftampe. 

Should goe fo general! currant through the world : 

By God I cannot flatter , I defic 

The tongue of foothers, but a braver place 

In my hearts love hath no roan then your ftlfc. 

Nay taske me to my word,approve me. Lord . 

Dorr. Thou art the King of honour. 

No man fo potent breathes upon the ground. 

But I will beard him. Snter one with letters. 

Hot. 



Henry the "Fourth . 

f/<v.Doefo,md ’tis Well: what letters have you there M can 
but thanke you. 

Mejf . Thefe letters come from your father. 

Hot. Letters from him ? why comes he not himfelfe ? 

Meff . He can not come, my Lord, he is grievous fick. 

Hot. Zounds, how haz he leifure to be fick 
Infuch a juftlingtime? who leads his power ? 

Linder whofe government come they along ? 

Meff. His letters beare his mind, not I his mind. 

Wor.l pretheetell me,dothhe keepehisbed ? 

Mejf. He did my Lord,foure dayes ere I fet forth. 

And at the time of my departure hence. 

He was much feard by his Phyficion. 

Wor. I would the ftatc of times had firft bin whole. 

Ere he by ficknefle had bin vifited : 

His health was never better worth then now. 

AW.Sick now ? droopenow ? this ficknesdoth infeCl 
The very life-blood of our enterprize, 

Tis catching hither, even to ourCampe : 

He writes me here, that inward ficknefle. 

And that his friends by deputation. 

Could not lb foon be drawne,nor did he thinke it meete. 

To lay fo dangerous and de are a truft 
On any fbule remov’d , but on his owne 5 
Yet doth he give us bold advertifiner.t, 

That with our finall conjunction , we fhould on, 

To fee how fortune is difpos’d to us : 

For,as he writes, there is no quailing now, 

Beciufe the King is certainly poffeft 
Of all our purpofes : what fay you to it ? 

War. Your fathers ficknefle is a maimeto us. 

Hot. A perilous gafh,a very limme lopt off. 

And yet, in faith it is not his prefent want 
Seemes more then we fhall finde it. Were it good, 

To fet the exaCt wealth ofall our States, 

All at one caft ? to fet fo rich a maine. 

On the nice hazzard of one doubtfull houre ? 

It were not good,for therein fhould we read 
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The very bottome and the foulc of hope, 

The very lift, the very utmoft bound 
Of all our Fortunes. 

Z>«w.Eayth,and fo we fliould, 

Wherenowremainesafweet revernoH, 

We may boldly fpend upon the hope of what ,s to come in 
A comfort of retirement lives in this. 

Afor.Arandevous,a home to fly unto, 
if that the Divell and mifchance looke big 

Upon the maydenhead ©four affaires. 

War. But yet I would your father had k beene heerc , 
The quality and heire of our attempt 
Brookes no divifion,it will bethought 
By fbme,that know not why he is away , 

That wifdome, loyalty, and mcere diUikc 
Of our proceedings, kept the Earle from hence. 

And thinke, how foch an apprehenfion 

May turne the tide of fearefull faction. 

And breed a kinde of queftion in our caufe : 

For, well you knoW,we ofthe offring tide, 

Muft keepe aloofe from ftri<fl arbiterment, 

And (lop all fight-holes,eyery loope, from whence 
The eye of reafon may prie in upon us : 

This abfence of your Father drawes a curtains; 

That flhewes the ignorant, a kinde of tearc 

Before not dreamt of. 

Hot. You ftraine too farre, 

I rat her of his abfence make this ufe, „ 

It lends a luftreand more-great opinion, 

A larger dare to your great enterprize. 

Then if the Earle were hecre ; for men muLt thinK, , 

If we without his helpe, can make ahead 
To pufh againft the Kingdoms,' with his helpe, 

We Hull, or turne it topfie turuy downe ; 

Yet all goes well, yet all our j oynts are whole. 

Dow. As heart can thinke, there is not fuch a word 
Spoke of in Scotland , as this dreame offeare. 

Enter Sir Rich, Vernon, 
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Henry the tourtb* 

Hot My coufin Ffr#<w,wekome by my foule. 

Ver.Vxny God my newesbe worth a welcome, Lord, 
The Earle of Wejimoreland, feventhoufand ftrong, 

Is marching hitherward with Prince Iabn. 

Hot. No harme, what more ? 

Ver. And further, I have learned. 

The King himfelfe in perfon hath fet forth. 

Or hitherwards intended fpeedily, 

Withflrong and mighty preparation. 

Hot Me fhallbe welcome too - Where is his Sonne, , 

The nimble-footed mad-cap, Prince of Woles, 

And his Cumrades,that daft the world aflde. 

And bid it paffe ? 

Ver. All furnifht ? allm Armes ? . 

AH plumpelike Hftr'ws, that with ttcwmde 
Bay ted like Eagles , having lately bath d 
Glittring in golden Coates like Images, 

As full of fpirit as the moneth of May . 

And eorgious as the Sunne at Midfummer ; 

Wanton as youthfull wild as young BhIs : 

Ifaw young Harry, with hisBeveron, 

His Cufhes on his thighes , gallantly arm d. 

Rife from the ground like feathered Mercnry , 

And vaulted with fuch eafe into his fate. 

As if an Angell dropt downe from the Cloudes, 

To turne and winde a fiery Pegafus, 

And witch the world with noble Horfc-manfmp. 

«3o morc.no morc,worf= ;h=n thcSunnc m March 
This prayfe dothnour ifh Agues ; let them come, 

They come like Sacrifices in their trim. 

And to the fire-eydemaydeof fooky wane. 

All hot and bleeding, will we offer them . 

The may led Mars (hall on his Altar lit 
Op to theearesinbloud. I am on fire 
To heare this rich reprizall is fo nigh : 

And yet not ours Come ; let me take my H > 

Who is to beare me like a thunder-bolt, 

Againft the boiome ofthe Prince Wales : 
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Extant, 



Harry to Harry , fhall not Horfe to Horfe 
Meete,and ne’re part, till one drop do wne a coarfe : 

Oh, that Cjlendower were come. 

Ver. There is more newes, 

I learned in JVorcefer , as I rode along , 

He can not draw his power this fourteene dayes. 

Dow. that’s the worft tydings that I heareof yet. 

Wor. I by my fayth that beares a frofty found. 

Afot.What may the Kings whole battell reach unto? 

Ver. To thirty thoufand. 

Forty let it be. 

My Father and Glen dower being both away. 

The powers of us may ferve fo great a day. - 
Come, let us mutter fpeedily, 

Doomes-day is neere, die all,dy merrily. 

D on> .Talke not of dying : I am out of feare 
Of death or deaths hand, for this one halfe yeare. 1 

Enter Falfialjfe and Tiardol. 

Fal. Bardol, get thee before to C oventr ] * fill me a bottle of 
Sacks, our Souldires fhall march through; W ee 5 1 to Sattoncoy- 
hill to night. 

i^.Will you give me money, Captaine ? 

Falf. Lay out, lay out. 

£<*r.This bottle makes an Angell. / 

Falf. And it doe take it for thy labour, and ifit make twenty, 
take them alU’le anfwer the coynage ; bid my Lieutenant Peto 
meet me at Townes, end. 

Bar, I w ill, Captaine : farew ell . Exit. 

Falf. If I be a fiham’d of my Souldiers,IamafowftGurnet; I 
have mifufed theKings preffe damnably .1 have got in exchange 
of i 5 o.Souldiers,3 o o. and odde pounds. I preffe me none but 
good Houfholders, Yeomens fonnes,inquire me out contracted 
Batchelers, fuch as had been askt twice on the Banes, fuch a co- 
modity of warme Oaves, as hadasliefehearethe Divellas a 
Drumme,fuch as feare the report of aCaliver , worfe then a 
ftrook-foole,, or a hurt Wild-duck : I preft me none but fuch 
Tofts & butter, with hearts in their bellies no bigger then Pins 
headland they have brought out their fervices : and now ,my 

whole 
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whole charge confifts of Ancients, Corporals , Lieutenants, 
Gentlemen of Companies , Slav es as ragged •as Lazar ns in the 
painted Cloth where the Gluttons Dogs licked his Sores : and 
fuch as indeed were never Souldicrs,but difearded unjult Ser- 
vingmen,yongcr Sonnes to yonger Brothers,revolted Tapfters 
andOftlers,trade-falne,the Cankers of a calme world, and long 
peacetimes more difhonourable raggedjth'en an old fac’d An- 
cient : and fuch have I to fi'l up the feomes of them as have 
bought out their fervices, that you would think, that I had a 
hundred and fifty tottered Prodigals, lately come from fwinc-_ 
keeping, from eating draffe and huskes. A mad 1 fellow met me 
on the way , and told me I had unloaded all the gibbets, and 
preft the dead bodies. No eye hath feen fuch Skar-crowes. 
l’le not march thorow Coventry with them, that’s fiat, nay ; and 
the villains march wide between the legs, as if they had Gyues 
on, for indeed,I had the moft of them out of Prifon : there’s not 
a Shirt & a halfe in all my company, and the halfe fhirt is two 
Napkins tackt together, and thro wne over the fhoulders like 
a Heralds coate w ithout fieeves 3 and the Shirt, to fay the truth, 
ftolne from mine Hoft of S. Albans, or the red-nofe In-keepcr 
oi Daintry : but that’s all one, they’l finde Linnen enough on 
every Hedge. 

Enter the Prince yind the Lord of IVe (inter land. 

Prin. How now blowne Iacke ? how now Quit ? 
TW.What Tfo/PHownow mad-wag,what a divell doft thou 
in Warvtickfhire ?My good L.of tVejimerlandf. cry you mercy,! 
thought your honour had already bin at S hrewsbnry. 

mft.Y&ythfir Johnf tis more then time, that I were there, 
and you too ; but my powers are there already : the King,! can 
tell you.lookes for us all ; we muft away all night. 

^/.Tut,never feare:tell me, I am as vigilant as a Cat, to fteal 
Creame. 

Prin.l thinke to fleal Creame indeed, for thy theft hath al- 
ready made thee butter -.but tell me, lacke, whole fellowes are 
thefe that come after ? 

Fal.Wfinc, Hal, mine. 

Prin.l did never fee fuch pitifull rafeals. ' ' ■ 

jF^/.Tut.tut good enough to tofle , food for powder , fooa 
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for powder, they.T glia pitas well as better stufla man,momll 
*ien, mortall men. 

Weil. I, but Sir lohtiy mee-thmkes they arc exceeding poorc 

and bare, too beggcrly. , , , . ' 

Fal. Faith for their poverty,! know not where they had that, 
And for their bareness J am lure they never learnt that of me. 

Pm. No i’le be iworne, unleflb you call three fingers on the 
ribs, bare :but firra,make hade, Bercy is already m the held, to 
Fal, What, is the K ing incamp’ d ? 

FFejhHc is,wi^ John, I .feare we fhall Itay too long. 

'Fal Well , the latter end of a Fray, and the beginning of a 
Feaft,fitsa dull fighter, and a keene gueft. tow. 

Enter HotlpurjVorcefier^owglas^nd Vernon. 
jyot.Wee’ l fight with him to night. v 

fVor.lt may nbtfie. . 

Dow. You give him then advantage. 

F«\Notawhit. 

Hot . Why fay you fo ? Iookes he not tor iupply . _ 

Ver. So doe we. . , , , 

Hot.Uis is certaine,ours is doubttuli. , 

Wor. Good. coufin,be advil ’ d,ftir not to night. 

Ver. Do not my Lord. 

Dow, You doe not counfell well ; 
thou fpeakft it out of feare, and cold heart. 

Ver. Do not {launder, Dowglae, by my arc. 

And I dare well maintaine it with my life; 

If wcll-refpedled honor bid me on, 

I hold as little counfell with weake feare. 

As you my Lord, or any Scot, that this day lives : 

Let it be feene to morrow in the battell,which of us teares. 
Dow; Yea, or to night. fV. Content. 

.Hof. To night, fay I, 

j^r.Come,corhe,itmaynot be. 

I wonder much,being men of fuch great leading as you are. 
That you forefee not what impediments 
Drae backe our expedition * certaine Horfes 
Of my coufin Vernons are not yet come up, 

' ' “ Your 
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Your Uncle Worceprs Horfe came but to day. 

And now theirpride and metall is afleepe. 

Their courage With h'ard labour tame and dull. 

That not a-horfe is halfe the ' halfc ot him himfelfe. 

' Hot. So arc the horfes of the Enemy,- V 
Ingenerall journey bated and brought low; 

The better part of ours are full of reft. 

WorVoz number of the King exceedeth ours : 

Tor godsfake, Coufin, ftay till all come in. 

The Trumpet/orndfi a parley , E nter Sir JVAtter TSUtnt . 
Blunt. I come with gracious offer from the Kifig, 

If you vouchfafe me hearing and refpeft. 

Hot; Welcome, fir Walter Blmt\ and Would to God 
You were of our determination ; 

Soke of us love you well, and even thofe fome 
Envy your great defervings and good name, 

Becaufe you are not of our quality. 

But ftandagainft us like] an Enemy . 1 . , 

‘Blunt. And God defend,but ftill I fhould ftand fo. 

So long as out of limit and true .rule. 

You ftand againft anoynted Ma; efty : 

But to my charge. The King hath fentto know 
The nature ofyour griefes , and whereupon 
You conjure from the breft of civill peace. 

Such bold Hoftility Reaching His du tious Land 
Audacious cruelty. If that the King 
Have any way your good deferts forgot, 

Which he confeffethto be manifold. 

He bids you name your griefe, and with all fpee-d , • 

You fhall have your defire with intereft. 

And pardon ablolute for your felfe, and thefe. 

Herein mif-led by your fuggeftion. 

Hot. The King is kind : and well we know, the King 
Knowesat whattimetopromife, when to pay : 

My Tather,my U n de, and my felfe, 

Did give him that fame royalty he weares. 

And when he wasnot fixe and twenty ftrong, 

Sicke in the worlds regardpvretched, and low. 
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A poore unminded Outlaw fncaking home, « , 

My Father gave him welcome to the fhore : 

And when he heard him fweare and vow to God, 

He came but to the ‘Duke of Lancafier, ,\ • , 

To fue his liberty and beg hi s peace. 

With teares ofinnocency , and terms of zeale: 

My father in kind heart and pity mov’d ; ; 

Swore his afliftance and perform’d J it too. 

Now,when the Lords and Barons of the Real’me 
Terceiv’ d Northumberland did leane to him. 

The more and lefle came in with cap and knee, 

Met him in 'Boroughs, fitter. Villages, 

Attend him on Bridges, ftood in lanes, 
laid gifts before him, proffer’d him their oaths, 

Gave him their Bates,- as pages followed, him, ,' J0 / , r; . 
Even at the heeles, in golden multitudes : 

He prefently,as greatnefle knowes it felfe. 

Steps me a little ;higher then his vow 

Made to my father, while his blood waspoore, ' r 

Lip 011 the naked fhore at Ruvenjpungh, 

And now forfooth takes on him t© reforme !Rr 
Some certaine edids , and fbmeftraight decrees 
That lay too heavy on the common- Wealth, 

Cries out upon abufes, feemes to weepe 
Over his Countries wrongs, and by this face 
This Teeming brow of Jultice, did he win 
The hearts of all that he did angle for • 

Proceeded further, cut me off the heads 

Of all the favouritbs that the abfent King T • 

In deputation left behind him here. 

When hewasperfbnall in the Irijb warre. 

“Blunt. Tut, I came not to heare this. 

Hot. Then to the poynt. 

In (Tort time after , he depos’d the King, 

Soone after that , depriv'd him his life. 

And in the necke of that, task’t the whole State : 

7° ra ? ke .? at worfe/uffered his kinfman March, 

Who is , if every owner were plac’d, 

Indeed 



Hemy 
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Indeed his King, to be ingag’d in Wales, 

There without ranfome to fic forfeited, 

Difgrac’d me in my happy virfories, 

Sought to intrap me;by intelligence. 

Rated my Uncle from the Counfcll boord, 

In rage difmifdmy father from the Court, 

Broke oath on oath, committed wrong on wrong. 

And in conclufion, drove us to feekeout 
This head of lafety , and witball to pry 
Into his title, the which we findc 
Too indireft for long continuance. 

Blunt. Shall I retumethis anfwj 
Hot. Not foa^V Walter, Wcc 1 Vv ***«-•« 

Goe to the King, and let there be impawnd 
Some furety for the fafe returnc againe, 

And in the morning earely Thall my U nc ‘ c 
Bring him our purpofe, and fo farewell . ' 

Blunt, i would yai would accept of grace and love; 

Hot And’t may be,fo we fhall. 

’Rlunt.Vrxy God you doe. 

Enter ArchbifbopofYorhe findJirE^ttchael. 

Arch. Hy ,good Sir Michaeiy^te this fealed Brief# 
With winged hafte to the Lord MarJhaS, 

This to my cofin Scroopefind all thc reli 
To whom they arc direrfed. If you knew 
How much they do import, you would makehaite« 

Sir Mi.Uy good Lofd^I gueffetlieir tciiOrf 
Arch,l\kz enough you doe. 

To morrow jgcod Sir Michael, is a day 
Wherein the fortune of ten thoufand men 
Mull bide the touch : For Sir fit Shrewsbury, 

As I am truely given to Underftand, 

The King with mighty and i^Ultke rayfcd power,' 
Meets with Lord Barry find I feare. Sir A&chacl, 

What with the fickneffe oi Northumberland. 

Whofe power was in the firft proportion ; 

And whatOw^» Gltndowtrs abfente thence, ' ; 

Who with them Was rabid fiririefytoo. 

■M ‘ ' I 
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And come* not in, over-rulde l .y proobcfes, 

I fearc,thc power of Percy is too weake, 

Towage an iirfhnt cryall with the King. 

Sir M. Why, my good Lord, you needcnoE feare. 

There is DowglaspnA Lord Mortimer. 
ylrchy^Oy tjlfvrtimer is not there. 

Sir.M But there is MerdakeyernonX>. Barry Percy, 

And there is my Lord of Worcefter. and a head 
<X gallant warriours, noble Gentlemen. 

tsfrchh nd ib there is, but yet the King hath drawn 
The fpeciall bead of all the Landtogether. A ■ 

Hi e Prince of Wales, Lord John o? Lancafier, 

The noble WefinterJanhysad warlike TSlunt j 
And many moe Corrivalesand dcare men 
Of eftimation, and command in armes. 

Sir ^f.Doubt not, my Lord, he fhall be well oppos’d* 

Arch. I hope no leffe • yet, needful} ’tis to feare, . 

And to prevent the word. Sir Michell, (peed : 

For if Lord "Percy thrive not ere the King 

Difmiffchis power, he mcanes to vifit us, ‘ ' 

for he hath heard' of our confederacy j 

And Tis butwifedometo makeftrong againlt him : 

Therefore make hafte, Imuft goewriteagaine 
To other friends,and fo farewell, Sir Michell. Exemf. 
Enter the King , Prince of Wales 3 Xord John of Lancafler i Earle 
ofWejlmcrlandjf Walter Blunt 3 and Falfiujfe, 

King.yiow bloodily tjbe Sunne beginsto pccre 
Above yon busky hill l the day lookes pals. 

At his aiftemperature. 

Prin.Xhc Southeme winde 
Doth play the trumpet to his purposes. 

And by hollow whittling in the leaves, - j.' 

Forctels a temped anda blufteripg day* 

Afz»y.Then with the lofers let it fympathize, 

For nothingcan feeme foule to thofe that winne. 

The Trumpet founds. Enter Worcefier. 

KingXlow now my Lord of Worcester > ’tis not well 
That you and Tihould meete upon fuchtearmes, 1 / • ■ 

As 



* we meete. You have deceived our truft, 

V d made us doffe our eafie 9-c^es of pace. 

To cruihour old uncafie limbsin ungentle Steele; 

This is not well,my Lord,this is not well. 

What % you to it ? will you againcunknic 
This churlifh knot of all abhorred Warre ? 

And more in that obedient orbe againe, 

Where you did give a faiteand naturall light. 

And be no more an exhal’d Meteor, 

A prodigy of feare, anda portent 
Of broched mifehiefe to the unborne times ? 

Wor. Hare me, my Liege: 

Tor mine own part,I could be well content 
To entettaine tne lag-end ofmy life 
With quiet houres : For I prdteflr, 

I have not fought the day of this diflike. 

King, You have not fought it : how comes it then ? 

Ealf. Rebellion lay;in his way, and he found it. 

Prin. Peace»Chewet, peace. y: .■ 

wor It pleas’d your Majcfty to tume your lookes 
Of favour, from my felfe, andall our Houfe ; 

And yet I muft remember you my Lord : 

We were the firft anddeareft of your friends. 

For you, my Staffeof office did I brake. 

In Richards time, and potted day and night, 

To meete you on the way, and kiffe your hand. 

When yet you were in place, and in account wa 

Nothing fo ftrong and fortunate as I j ' • ; ’ 

It was my fclfe,my Brother,and his Sonne, 

That brought you home , and boldly did out-date 
The danger of the time. You fworc tousi 
And you did fweare that oathat Doncajler, 

That you did nothing of purpofe’gainft the State, 

Nor claime no further, then your new-falnc tight, 

Thefeateof Cj ant, Duke of Lancaftert 
To this,wefware our ayde; but in fhort ipace 
It raind down,|Fortunc (howring on your head, 

And fuch a floudofGreatneffe fell on you. 

" la - Wh*e 
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What with oor hclf®»what with the abfen? King, 

What with the miuci^ ^wantPo tiaic, ^ : A : 

The feemln^fi^ranE® thatyou hadhome, v - 1 ;r , >" 

And the contrar ious windes that hslde the King 
So long in the unlucky Irijb Warrcs, 

That all in England did repute him dead 5 
And from this fwarmc of faire advantages. 

You tooke occafion to be quickly wooed. 

To gripe the generall fwayinto your hand, 

Forgot your oath to us at Bone after j 
And being fed by us ; you us’d us fo. 

As that ungentle Gull the Cucko wes bird, 
kJfeth the Sparrow, did oppreffe our neft. 

Grew by our feeding, to fo great a bulke, 

That even our love dur ft not come ncere your fight. 

For feare of fwallowing: but with nimble wing 
We were inforc’t for fafety fake, tonic ! rf v ; 

Out of your fight, and raife this prcfenthCad, 

Whereby we ftand oppofed by luch meanes - 
As you your fclfe have forg’d againft your fdfe 3 
By unkinde ufige, dangerous countenance. 

And violation of all faith and troth, ; Ji., , 

Swore to us in your youngs CnterprizeL 
King. Thefe things indeede y ou have articulate# 
Proclaym’dat MadcctTaoffesjtead in Ghurches, 
To&cethegarmentjof Rdjellion,- 
WithfomefeecolourtlHtmay'plearetheeyc ' a r ; 

Of fickle changelings,, and poore difcohtehtSj, ; 1 :: - 

Whichgape, aidrubtheElbowaethehe^ves 
Of hurly burly innovation s 
And never yet did infurrcdHon want : > 

Such water calours,to irapaintfais eaufe * 

Nor muddy Bcggers, ftarviog fo.ra time, 
Ofpel-mellhavockc and confiifign* 

Erin, In both your Armie&ythere is many a Joule, 

Shall payfulldearelyfor this incountcr. 

If once they joyneintryalhtcllyour Nephew, 

The Prince of w*kf doth joyne with all the world 
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In prayfe of Barry Tercyx by my hopes 
This prefent enterpnze fet of his head, • 

I doe not thinke a braver Gentleman, 

More aft iv e , more-valiant, or more valiant yohg, 

More daringjor more bold, is now - alive, 

To grace this latter age with noble deeds : 

For my part, I may fpeake it to my lhame, 

Ihaveatrewantbeento Chivalry, 

And fo Iheare he doth account me too 5 
Yet this before my Tac hers Maj e tty , 

I am content that he ihall take the ods 
Of his great name and eftimation. 

And will to fave the bloud on either fide, 

Trv fortune with him in a (ingle fight. 

Kino. And Prince of Wales fo dare we- venture th.ee, 

Albeit'confiderationsinfinit . - . 

Doe make againft it :No, %oo<\v/orcePlcr, no, 

We love our people well • even thofe we love. 

That are milled upon your Cofins part ; 

And will they take the offer o f our Grace, 

Both he, and they, and you,yea every man 
Shall be my friend againe, and lie be his. 

So tell your Cofin, and bring me word, 

What he will doe. But if he will not yeeld. 

Rebuke and dread correction wane on us, 

And they (hall doe their office. So be gon s 
We will not now he troubled with reply. _ 

We offer faire, take it advifedly. Em Worcester. 

‘Erin. It will not be accepted on my life, 

The Dewglas and the Hotfpetr both together 

Are confident againft theworld m arines. _ 

Ifag.Hencetherefore,every Leader to his charge, 

For on their.an(were will we let on them j 
And Godbefriend usas our caufcis juft. Sxennt^Manm 
Fal.HdXi thou fee me downe in the Battell , Pnn.Fa 4 
And befiride me foftis a point. of friendfhip. . 

Pri».Nothingbuta Cdofnscm doe thee that menpiMP* 
Say fhy prayers, and farewell. ^ 
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Falf.1 would it Were bed-time, and all well. 

Prix. Why ? thou oweft God a death. > 

Ealf/Tis not dueyet,r would be loth to pay him before his 
day :what need I be fo for wardwith him that calls not on me? 
Well/tis no matter ,Honourpricks me on yea but how if Ho- 
nour prick meoff when I come cn?how then,can Honour fet to 
a leg? no, or aaarme?no, or take away the griefe of a wound ? 
nOjHonourhath no skill in Surgery then?no: what is Honour? 
a word: w hat is that word Honour? Aire;a trimme reckoning. 
Who hath it?he that died a Wednefday? Doth he feele it ? no : 
dothheheare it? no ’tislnfenfible then ?yea, to the dead ; but 
willitnotlivewiththelivmg. ? no : why? detradion will not 
fuffer it, therefore i’le none of itjHonour is a meere Skutchion; 
and fo ends my Catcchifme. Exit. 

Enter fVorcefter ,and fir RichardVernon, 
tVor.O no, my Nephew muft not know ; Sir Richard, 
Theliberall kind offer of the King. 

Ver.' Twere beft he did. 
fVor.X hen are we all undone. 

It is not poflible,it cannot be. 

The King would keepe his word in loving us. 

He w ill fufpeft us ftil 1, and find a time , 

To punifh this offence in others faults : 

Suppofition,all our lives, (hall be ftucke full of eyes. 

For reafon is but trailed like the Foxe, 

Who never fo tame/o cherifht, and Iockt up, 

Will have a wilde tricke of his ancefters : 

Looke how hecan,or fad or merrily : 

Interpretation will mifqnote our Iookes, 

And we fhall feed like Oxen at ftal I, '•’B 

The better cherifht, ftill the neercr death. 

My Nephews trefpaffe may be well forgot. 

It hath the exeufe of youth, and heate ofblood. 

And an adopted name ofpriviledge. 

A haire-braind Hotjpur, gov&caiby a fpleenc. 

All his offences live upon my head, < 

And on his Fathers.We did traine him on. 

And hiscorraption being tane from us, . 
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Henry the Fourth* 

We as theipring of all, fhall pay for all : 

Therefore good Cofin, let not Harry know , 

In any cafe, the offer of the King. &» ttr &*• ■ 

Lir .Deliver what you will*? le fay fo. Here comes your Co- 
Hot. My U ncle is return’d, t tin ’ 

Deliver up my Lord of Wcfimerland. 

ITncle,whatnewes? 

xfV.Thc King will bid you battell pretend y . 

‘Daw. Defie him by the Lord of jVefimerlmd, r 
Hot. Lord Dewglas, goe you and tell him fb. 

Z)on».Mary and fhall very willinglj. _ . 

There is no feeming mercy in the K ing. 

, .Did you beg any ? God forbid. 

war. I told him gently of your grievances. 

Of his oath-breaking : which he mended thus, 

By now forfwearing that, fie is forefworoe. 

He cals us Rebels, Tray tors, and will feourge. 

With haughty armes,this hatefull name in us. 

Dow. Arme, Gentlemen, to armesffor Ihave thrown 
A brave defiance in. King Henries teeth ; 

And jVefimrland that was ingag’d,did beare xt, 

Which cannot chufe but bring him quickly on. 

TVor . The Ptmcc of TV files ftept forth berorc the Kin?? 

And, Nephew, challeng’d you to fingle fight. 

Hot. O, would the quarrell lay upon ©ur heads. 

And that no man might draw fhort breath to day, 

But I and Harry Monmouth : tell me,tcllmc, 

How fhewed his talking / feem’d it in contempt ? 

Ver. No, by my foule, I never in my life 
Did heare a Challenge urg’d more modcltly, 

Unleffe a Brother fhould a Brother dare 
To gentle exercife and proofe of armes. 

He gave you all the duties of a man, 

Trim’dup your praifes with a princely tongue, 

a Chronicle, 



Enter Dove g. 




waning you ever dcuci v r*“* 

By ftill difpraifing praife, valued with you : 
And which became him like a Prince indeed, 
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He made a blufoing citall of himfelfe. 

And chid his trewant youth with fuch a graces 
As if he mattered there a double (pirit 
Of teaching, and-of learning inftantly : 

There did he paule,but let me tell the worlds 
If he out-live the envy of this day, 

England did never owe fo fweete a hope, 

So much mifeonftred in his wantonnefle. 

Hot. CofinjI thinke thou art enamoured 
On his follies : never did I heare 
Of any Prince fo wild at liberty : ' 

But be he as he will, yet once ere night, 

I will imbrace him with a. Souldiers arme, 

*£hathe {hall forinke under my courtefie. 

Armc,armc with fpeede,and fellow Souldiers, friends. 

Better conftder what you have to doe. 

That I that have not well the gift of tongue, . : 

Can lift your blood up with perfwafion. Enter a mffenger, 
Jldeff My Lord, here are Letters for you, 

Hot. I cannot read them now, 

O Gentlemen, the time of life is foortj 
To fpend that foortnefie bafely , were too long k 
If life did ride upon a Dials poynt. 

Still ended at the arrivall of an hower. 

And if we live, we live to tread on Kings : 

If die , brave death,when Princes die with us. 

Now for our coiifciences, the armesis faire, 

When the intent forbearing them is juft Enter another . 

Aleff.My Lord,prepare,the King comes on apace, 

Hot . I thanke him, that he cuts me from my tale : 

For I profeffe not talking, only this. 

Let each man doe his beft ; and here draw I a. Sword, 

"Vhofe temper I intend to ftaine 

With the beft blood that I can meete withall. 

In the adventure of this perilous day. 

Now efperance Tercy .andfst on, 

Sound all the lofty inftruments of warre. 

And by that mufieke,let us all imbrace;. 

Foe 










t,vc i vnriv. 

For heaven to earth , fome ofus never foall 
A fecond time doe fuch a courtefy, 

Heerethey embrace .the Trumpets found, the King enters with 
his power , alarum to the battelh then enter Dowgla s.and Sir 
Walter Blunt. 

S/».Whatisthy name that in Battell thus thou croffeft me? 
What honour doft thou feeke upon my head ? 
ftfDm. Know then my name is Dowglas, 

And I doe haunt theein the battell thus, 

Becaufe fome tell me , that thou art a King. 

Blunt .They tell thee true. 

Z)«w.The Lord, of Stafford deareto daybath bought 
Thy likeneffe: for inftead ofthee. King Harry. 

This Sword hath ended him , fo fhall it thee, 

Unleffe thou yeeld thee as aprifoner. 

Blunt .1 was not borneto yeeld ,thou proud Scot, 

And thou foak find a King that will revenge 
Lord Staffords death. , 

T hey fight j Dowglas ktls Blunt • then enters Hotjpur . 

Hot. O ‘Dowglas ! hadft thou fought at Holmfdonthas, 

I never had triumpht over a Scot. 

Dow.AVs done,al’s won, here breathleffe lies the King- 
Hot: Where? ZWHeere. 

^f.This ‘Dowglas ? No, I know, this face full well, 

A gallant Knight he wasfois name was Blunt • 

Semblably forniiht like the King himfelfe. 

Dow. Ahfoole, goe with thy foule whither it goes, 

A borrowed title haft thou bought to© deare. 

Why didft thou tell me, that thou wert a King ? 

Hot. Tbs, King hath many marching in his Coates. 
Dw.Now by my Sword,I will kill all his Coates; 

Tie murder all bis Wardrop , piece by piece, 

IXntill I meet the King. Hot. Up and away. 

Our Souldiers ftand full fairely for the day. 

tAla.rum, Enter F alfiaffe foists, 

Frf/.Though I could (cape foot-free at London , I feare the 
foot heere •• heer’s no (coring butupon the pate-Soft, who are 
you? Sir Walter Blunt ^ there's honoitffor you,hcer’s no vanity, 
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T am as hot as molten Lead, and as heavy too.God keeps Lead 
out of me, I need no more weight then mine own bowels : I 
have led my rag o i Miiffians where they are peperd ther’s not- 
three of my 1 5 o.left alive, and they arc for the townes end,to 
beg during lifo. But who comes heere ? inter Trince, 

Prin. What ftandft thou idle heere ? lend me thy Sword, 
Many aNoblemanliesftarkc and ftiflfe, 
tinder the hooves of vaunting enemies, 

Whofe deaths are yet utirevengd.I prethee lend me thy fword . 

Fal. O Hal. I prethee give me leave to breathe a while, Turk^ 
‘ Gregory never did filch deeds in armes^s I have done this day. 
l'have payd Percy, l have made him fore. 

Pri»c. He is indecd,and living to kill thee ; 

I prethee lend me thy {word. 

/W.Nay before God, Hal, if Percy be alive,thou get ft not my 
fword, but take my piftoll if thou wilt. 

Prin.Givcit me .* what ? is it in the cafe ? 

Fal. I Hail tis hot, there’s that will facke a City . 

The P rince drawee it out, and finds it abottell of Sack * , 

Prin, What is it a time to jeft and dally now ? 

He throwts the Bottle at hint. ixit. 

Fal. If Percy be alive, ile pierce him,if he doe come in my 
way for if he doe not, if I come in his willingly, let him make 
a Carbonado of me. I like not fuch grinning honour as fir wd- 
t?r hath:give me life, which if I can fave,Jo : if not, honour, 
comes unlook’t for, and there’s :an end. 

% 

AlAr me, excursions* enter the King, the Prince, Lord John of 
Lancafter,WEearle of Weftmerland. ' 

King, I prethee Harry withdraw thy felfe,thou bleedeft too 
much : Lord lohn of Lancafieryzpz you with him. 

P. [ohnS.pt I,my Lord, unlefle I did bleed too. 

Prin. I beleech your Majefty make up, 

Left your retirement doe amaze your friends. 

Ki.l will doe fo my L.of fV?(hncrland,\ead him to h;s Tent 

#^/?.Come,myLord, i’le lead you to your Tent. 

Trince. Lead me,my Lord, I de not need your helpe 5 
And God forbid a fhallow feratch fhould drive . ' > 

The 





tlenry the tourtb* 

The Prince of Wales from fuch a field as this. 

Where ftaynd Nobility lies treden on, 
y And Rebels Armes triumph in maflacres. 

IchmWz breathe too long, come coufin Weftmerland, . 
Our duty this way lies : Tor Ggds fake come. 

Trim By Goa, thou halt deceiv’d me,Lancajler } 

I did not thinke thee Lord of fuch a fpirit j 
Beforc,I lov’d thee as a brother,/'*^. 

But now IdoerefpaT theeas my foule. . 

King, l fo w him hold Lord • Percy at die poynt ; 

W ith luftier maintenance then I did lookc for 
Offuchanungrowne Warner. 

^r»«.0,this Boy lends metall to us all. Exit. 

Dow. Another King, they grow like Hydras heads, 

I am the Dowglas fata 11 to all thofe 

That weare thofe colours on them.What art thou 

That countcrfcitft the perfon of a King ? 

King . The King himfclfe, who Dowglas grieves at heart,. 
So many of his fhadowes thou haft met. 

And not the very King : I have two Boyes 
Seeke Percy and thy felfc, about the Field j 
But feeing thou fall’ ft on me fo luckily, 

I will affay thee : and defend thy fclfe. 

Dow. I fearc, thou art another Counterfeit ; 

And yet in faith thou bcar’ft thee like a King : 

But mine .1 am fore thou art, who ere thou be : 

And thus I winncthcc. 

They fight ,t he King being in danger, Enter Prince of Wades.. 
Trince .Hold np thy head, vile Scot, or thou art like 
Never to hold it up againe, the fpirits 
Ofvaliant Sherty Stafford, Blunt pre in my Armes, 

It is the Prince of Wales that threatens thee, 

Who never promifeth^ut he meanes to pay. 

e They fight, Dowglas flieth, 

Cheerely my Lord^iow fores your Grace f 
Sir Nichtas G aw fey hath for foccour font , 

And Co hath (fife on ; i’le to Clifton (bait 
. King, Stiv , and breath a while, 
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Thouhaft redeemed thy loft opinion. 

And fhewdthoumakeft fome tender or tpylifc,. 

In this faire refeue thou haft brought to me. 

Brince.O God,they did me too much injury, 

That ever laid, 1 hearkned to your death t 
If it were To, I might have let alone 
The infulting hand of Dowglas ov er you, 

Which would have been as fpeedy in your end. 

As all the poylonons potions in the world, 

And lav’d the trecherous labour of your Sonne. 

King. Make up to Clifton , i’le to S. Nicholas Gowfey. Exit. 

Enter Botjpnr. 

Hot. If I miftake not, thou art Harry Monmouth ? 

Prince .Thou fpeakft, as if I would deny my name. 

Hot. My name is Harry Percy . 

Prince. Why then I fee a very valiant Rebell of that name, 

I am the 'Prince of Wales ; and thinke not, Percy, 

To (hare with me in glory any more : 

Two Starreskeepe not their motion in one Spheare, 

Nor can one Englandkxookc a double raigne, 

Of Harry Percy , and the Prince of Wales . 

Hot. Nor lhallit Harry : for thehoure is come,, 

To end the one ofus ; and would to God, 

Thy name in Armes, were now as great as mine! 

Prince. Me make it greater, e’re I part from thee. 

And all thy budding Honours on thy Creft 
I’le crop, to make a Garland for my head. 

Hot. I can no longer brooke thy vanities. 

. They fight. Enter Falfiafe. 

Ealf. Well faid, Hal, to it,H4/.Nay,youlhall finde no Boycs 
play heere, I can tell you. 

Enter Douglas : he fights rrit h F alfi ajfe, he fals (tortne as 
if he vs ere dead, the Prince fillet h Percy. 

Hot . Oh Harry, thou haft rob’d me of my youth : 

I better brooke the lofle of brittle life. 

Then thole proud Titles thou haft won of me, 

They wound my thoughts worfe then the fword my flefti : 

But 






Henry the Fourth. 

But thought’s the (lave of life, and life,timesfooIe, 
AndTimethattakesfurveyof all the world, 

Muft have a flop. O / 1 could prophefie. 

But that the Earth, and cold hand of Death 
Lies on my tongue .• no Percy , thou art duft, 

Andfoodfor — 

Prince. Tot Worms,brave Percy. Fare thee well, great heart 
111 weav’d ambition : how much art thou fhrunke ? 

When that this body did containea fpirit, 

A Kingdome for it , was too fmall a bound , 

But now two paces of the vileft Earth, 

Is roome enough, this earth that beares thee dead, 

Beares not alive fo ftout a Gentleman. 

If thou wert fenfible of courtefie, 

I fhould not make fo great a drew of zeale ; 

But let my favours hide thy mangled face, 

And even in thy behalfe, i’le thanke my felfe 
For doing thele faire rites of tendernefls. 

Adieu , and take thy praife with thee to Heaven, 

Thy ignominy fleepe with thee in the grave,. 

But not remembred in thy Epitaph. 

He jpieth Falflaffc on the ground. 

What, old acquaintance , could not all this flefh 
Keepe in a little life ? poor tacky farewell j . 

I could have better fpar’d a better man • v 
0,1 flhould have a heavy mifle of thee. 

If I were much in love with vanity y- 
Death hath not ftrooke fo faire a Deere to da.fr 
Though many dearer in this bloody fray. 

Imboweld will I fee thee by and by. 

Till then,in blood by noble Percy ly. 

Ealfiajfe rife up. 

Fa^.Imboweld ? if thou imbowell me to day, i’le give you 
leave to powder me, and eate me too to morrow. Zloud,’t was 
time to counterfeit, or that- hot Termagant Scot, had payd me 
fcot and lot too. Counterfeit?! am no counterfeit.- to die is to 
be a counterfeit, for he is but the counterfeit of a man, who 
hath not the life ofa uwhjbut- to counterfeit dying, when a man 
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thereby liveth, is to be no counterfeit, but the true and perfe<S 
image of life indeed.The better part of valour is Diicretion- in 
the which better part I havefaved my life.Zounds 5 I amafeard 
of this gunpowder Percy, though he be deadihow if hcfhould 
counterfeit too, anrd rife ? by my faith I am afraid he would 
prove the better counterfeit : therefore i’le make him fure;yea 
and i’le fweare I flew him. Why may not he riieafwell as I ? 
nothing confutes me but eyes, and nobody fees, me therefore 
fir ra, with anew wound in your thigh ', come you along with 
me. 

He takes up Hotspur on his backe . Enter Prince and 
John of Lattcajier. 

Prm, Come, brother lohnjaiW bravely halt thou flefht 
Thymayden Sword. 

lohn. But foft, who have wc hccre ? 

Did you not tell me this fit man was dead ? 

Prin. I did, I faw him dead, 

Breathldfc,and bleeding onjhe ground. Art thou alive? 

Or is it fintafie that playes upon our eye-fight ? 

I prethec fpeake, wc will not truft our eyes 
Without our eares, thou art not what thou feem’ft. 

FalfNa, that’s certainc, I am not a double man : but if I be 
not / acke Falftaffefhcn am I a Jacke:there is Percy j f your Fa- 
ther will doe me any honour , fo : if not, let him flay the next 
Percy himfelfe:I Iooke to be cither Earle or Dukc,I can jtifurc 
you. 

Trin.Why, Percy I flew my fclfe, and faw thee dead. 

Ea/f.Didlt thou ? Lord,Lord, how the world is given to 
lying II grauntyou,I was down and out ofbreath,and fowas 
he, but we rofc both at an inftant, and fought a long hourc by 
Shrewsbury cldfcke,ifl may be belecved,fo:if not, let them that 
fliould reward Valour, beare the finne upon their own heads. 
Tie take it upon my death, I gave him this wound in the thigh 
if the man were alive, and woud deny it, founds I will make 
him eate a peecc of my Sword. -» 

lohnjhis is the ftrangeft tale that ever I heard. 

‘Prince. This is the ftrangeft fellow, brother lohn. 

Come, bring your luggage nobly on your backe, 

for 



nenry ine rmrw. •• - 

For my part, if a lie w ill doc thee grace , 

I’leguild it with the happieft termes I have. 

A retreate is founded. ■ \ ■ 

Brin. The Trumpet founds retreat , the day is our s : / 

Come,brother, let’s to the higheft of the Field , 

To fee what friends arc living, who are dead . Exeunt. 

Ed. I’le follow, as they fay, for reward:He that rewards me, 

God reward him.Ifl do grow great, i’le grow leffe : for i’le 

purge and leave Sackc,and live cleanely a Nobleman fhould 

doe. Exit. 

The Trumpets found, enter the Kin q, Prince of W ales,ZW 
John tf/Lancaftcr, Earle n/Weftm rrland } »ith 
Worcefter W Vernon prifoners. 

King, Thus ever did rebellion findc rebuke ; 

Ill-fpirited Worcester $ id not we {end grace, 

Pardon and termes of love to all ofyota ? 

And wouldft thou tume our offers contrary, 

Mifufe the tenor of thy Kiufmans truft ? 

Three Knights upon our party flay ne to day, 

A noble Earle >and many a creature elle> 

Had been alive this hourc, 

If like a Chriftian thou hadft truely borne 
Betwixt our armies true intelligence. 

JVor. What I have done , my fafety urg 5 d me to* 

And I imbrace this tor tune patiently 3 
Since not to bt avoyded, it fals on me 
. King. Beare fVbrcefterX o.&e death, and Vernon too 

Other offenders wc will paufe upon . 

How goes the Field ? 

c Prin*T\iZ noble Scot Lord Dowglas, whenhefaw 
The fortune ofrhe day turn d quite from him, 

The noble Percy flayne and all hfcmen, 

Upon the foote of feare, fled with the reft ; - 
And falling from a hill , he was fo bruiz'd. 

That th: purfuers tooke him. At my Tent 
The Dovpglas is, and I befeechyour Grace, 

Lrnay dilpofe of him; 




10 




20 



30 



ill 



40 



50 



60 



70 



80 




100 



110 



120 



130 




160 





190 



200 



210 



220 



230 



240 250 




260 270 




280 290 300 






•jejennsiETArJi. 1 va:/. • v n • rpjwwse rp ipie/p/i ■ '? u v/r:jpip_, 




JG»^.With all my heart. 

*?«».Then brother Iohn of Lane after. 

To you this honourable bounty (hall belong, 

Goe to the e D<mglas i and deliver him 
Up to his pleafure ranfomelefle and free. 

His valour ihewen upon our Crefts to day. 

Hath tought us how to cherilh fiich high deeds. 

Even in the bofonae of our adverfaries. 

Kiiig.Thcn this reinaines that we divide our powers 
You Sonne Iohn , andmy Coufin WeHmerland % 

Toward Torke (hall bend you with your deareft fpcede. 
To meete Northumberland and the Prelate Scroope i 
Who/ as we heare) are bufily in armes : 

My felfe and you,Sonne Harry, will toward Wok's, 
i *0 fight with Glertdower > and the 'EixhdtAfmh, 
Rebellion in this Land lhall l©fe his way 4 
Meeting the checke of Inch another day .• 

And fince this bufinefic fb faire is done. 

Let us not leave till all ourownebe wonne. 



FIl\IS. 
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The Tragedy Othello the oore 

of Venice. 

Enter 7/rgo and /! oderigo. 

jg£jg~|3 Vfh; Neuer teJlflfje, I take it much vnkindly 
faN That thon who haft had my purfe, 

As ifthe ftrings were thine , ihould’ft know of this, 
fag. But you’Ie not heare me. 

If euer I did dreamc of fuch a matter , abhorre me. 

Rod, Thou toldft me,thoudidftho!d himinthy hate, 
lag. Defpife me if I doe not: three great ones of the Citty 
In perfonali fuite to make me his Lieutenant, 

Oft capt to him, and by the faith of man, 

I know my pnee, I am worth no wotfe a place. 

But he, as iouing his owne pride and pnrpofes, 

Euades them, witha bumbatt circumftance. 

Horribly ftuft with Epithites of warre : 

Non-fuitsmy Mediators : for certes, ( fayes he) 

I haue already chofe my Officer, and what was he? 

Forfooth,a great Arithmetitian , 

One Michael Cafsio, a Florentine, 

A fellow almoft dambef in a faire wife. 

That neuer fet a fquadron in the field. 

Nor the diuifion of a Battell knowes. 

More then a Spinfter,vnleffe the bookifli Theoriquc-. 

Wherin the tongued Confuls can propofe 
As mafteriy as he : mecre prattle without pradlife, 

Is all hisSouldier-fhip : but he fir had the ele&ion. 

And I, of whom his eyes had feene the proofc. 

At Rhodes, at Cipres, and on other grounds, 

Chriftn’d and Heathen, muft be be-leed and calm'd, 

By Debitor and Creditor,this Counter-Cafter s 

Aa 
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f The Tragedy of Othello 

He (in good time) mull his Leiutenant be. 

And I Sir (bldTe the marke) his Mooreflvps Ancient. 

Rod. By heauen I rather would haue bin his hangman. 
lag. But ther's no remedy, 

Tisthe curfeof feruice. 

Preferment goes by letter and affedion, 

Not by the olde gradation, whore each fecond 
Stood heire to the firft : 

Now fir be iudge your fclfe, 

Whether I, in any iuft tearme am affin’d 
to loue the Moore ? 

Rod. I would not follow him then. 
lag . O fir, content you, 

I follow him to feme my turne vpon him, 

Wc cannot all be mailers, nor all mailers 
Cannot betruely followed, you (hall marke 
Many adutiousand knee-crooking knaue. 

That (doting on hisowne obfccjuious bondage) 

Wcares out his time much like his mailers Aflfe, 

For nought bat prouender, and when hce’s old cafhierd. 
Whip mee fuch honefc knaues i 
Others there are. 

Who trim’d in formes an 1 viffages of duty. 

Keeps yet their hearts, attending on toemfeluc-, ^ 

And throwing but fhe wes of feruice on their Lords’ ? 

Doe well thriue by ’em> 

And when they haue 1 in’d their coates, 

Doe themfelues homage, 

Thofe felloaes haijc fome foulej 

And Inch a one doe I profelfe uiy fclfe, for u! , 

It is as fare as you are R odtrigo. 

Were 1 1 he Moore, I would not be Ugo-t 
In following him. I follow but my felfe. 

Heauen is my iudge, not I. . , 

For loue and duty, but feeming fo, for my peculiar end s • 
For when my outward action dotn demonstrate 
The natiue ad, and figure of my heart, 
la complement externe, tis not loag alterj 





But I will weare my heart vpon my fleeue. 

For Dawes to pecke at, , , 

I am not what I am. 

Rod. What a full fortune dots the thicklips owe. 

If he can carry’t thus ? , r 

lag. Call vp her father, , 

Rowfe him, make aft er him, poy fon his delight 
Pro c’ a i me him in the freer, incenfe herKinfmen 
And tho he in a fertile climate dwell, 

Plague him with flyes : tho that his ioy be ioy. 

Yet throw fuch changes of vexation out. 

As it may loofe fome colour. 

Rod. Here is her fathers houfe, lie call aloud. 
fag. Doc with like timerous accent, and dire yell 

As when by night and negligence, the fire * 

Is fpied in populous Cities. 

Rod. W hat ho, Brabant to. Seignior Brabantio, ho, 
lag. Awake, what ho, ‘Brabantio, 

Theeues, theeucs, theeues : 

Looke to your houfe, your Daughter, and your bags, 
Theeues, theeues. 

*;• if- y- ■* -f , r* r ^ 

^ Brabantio at a y towdo > &. > 

*Bra. W hat is the reafon of this ten ible fummons ? 
What is rhe matter there ? 

Rod. Signior, is all your family within ? 
lag. Areyourdooreslockc? 

"Bra, Why wherefore askeyeu this? 
fag Sir you are robd, for flume put on your gowne. 
Your heart is burft.youhaue loft lialfe your foule j 
Euen now, very now, an old blaeke Rani 
Is tupping your white Ewe ; arile,arife. 

Awake the fnorting Citizens with the bell, 
OreifetheDiuell will make aGrandfire ofyou,arife I fay. 
Bra. What, haue ytm loft your wits ? 

Rod, Moll reuerend Seignior, doe you know my voice ? 
Bra. Not I, what are you? 

Rod, My name is Rodtrigo. 

a i > 
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, The T ragecly of Othello 

Bra. The worfc welcome, „ - 

I haue charg’d thee not to haunt about my dotes, 

In honeft plamencffe, thou haft heard me fay 
My daughter is not for thce,and now mraadne , 

Being full of fapper.and diftcmpertng draughts, 

Vpon malicious brauery,doft thou come 
Toftart my quiet? 

Rod. Sir, fir, fir. , 

•Bra. But thou muft needs be lure 

My fpirit and my place haue m them power. 

To make this bitter to thee* 

My hoafe isnot a graunge. 

Rod. Moft graue Brabantto, 

In Ample and pure foule I cometo y • win not f eru e God, if the 

Dcahl* K 

n— - 

Mow; f \te now making theBeaft with t*° backs. 
rBra. Thou art a villame . 

Ug. Y ou are a Senator. . w t h ce Ro d or igo. 

a KSSafesi*"’' 

Ift be voor fair. daughter 

Tranfporced with no worfen ^ a Gunddier, 

But witha koaue of common^ 

To the groffi clafpcs of a '*'«7Xwau«. 

If this be knowne *o y andfawey wrongs? 

Wee then haue donevoub jd J"™ ' eBme f 

Butifyoiikuownotthi»,my tbdKlie 

Weehaueyoutwrongkesuke .u ^ mat 




the Adoove of Venice 

That from the feufe of al ciuilitie, 

I thus would play and trifle with your Reuerence 
Your daughter (ifyou haue not giaen her leaue 
I fay againe) hath made a greffe rcuoJr, ’ 

Tying her duty, beautie, wit and fortunes, 

In an extrauagantand wheeling Stranger, 

Gfhere, and euery where : Straight fatisfie your felfe • 
If (he be in her chamber, or your houfe. 

Let loofc on me the Iuftice of the Rate* 

For thus deluding you. 

'Bra. Strike on the tinder. Ho : 

Giue me a taper, call vp all my people . 

This accident is not vnlike my dreame,* 

Beleefe of it oppreffes me already .* 

Light I fay, light. 

lag. Farewell, for I mafi leaue you. 

It feemes not meet, norwholcfome to my place 
To be produc’d (as if I ftay I lhall,) 

Again!! the Moore, for I doe know the ftate, 

(How eucr this may gaule him with feme checke) 
Cannot withfafety caft him, for bee’s imbark’d 
With fuch loud reafon, to the Cipres warres, 

(Which euen now (lands in ad) that for theirfoules \ 
Another of his fathome, they haue none 
To lead their bufinefle, in which regard, 

Tho I doe hate him, as I doe hells paines. 

Yet for neceftity of prefent life, 

I muft (hew out a flag, and figneof loue. 

Which is indeed but figne, that you (hall furely find him 
Lead to the Sagittary the raifed fearch, 

And there willl be withhim. So farewell. 

tetter Brabantio tn his mghtgeme, and fer Hants 

with Torches. 

Bfa. It is too true an euill, gone ffie is, . • 

And what s to come of my defpifed time, 

1$ nought but bittcrneffe now Rederigo, 
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6 T he Tragedy of Othello 

Where didft thou fee her ? O vnhappy girle! 

With the Moore faift thou? who would be a father ? 

Hotv didft thou know twas (he ? (O the deceiues me 
P.; ft thought,) what laid the to you ? get more tapers* 

Ra jfc all my kindred, are they married thinke y ou ? 

Rod. Trudy I thinke they arc. , , , , 

Bra. O heauen.how got (he out ? O treafon of thebloodj 
Fathers from hence, trull nor your daughters minaes, 

Bv what you fee them aft : is there notcharmes, 

By which the property of youth and mannood 
M ay be abus’d ? haac y ou not read Rodertge, 

O f feme fuch thing. ' '' 

Rod. Yes fir.Ihaue indeed- ■ ,, 

Bra Call vp my Brother : O would yon had had hex , 
Some one way Tome anot her ; you kno w 

Where we may apprehend her , and the M r 
Rod. I thinke I can difeouer him, if you pleafe 
To get good guard, and go- along with mee. 

Era. Pray you lead on, at euery r.oufe lie call, 

I may command at mbft x gee weapons ho. 

And raifc fome fpeciall Officers of W % W • 

On good R,dJg», Ue M»* your.(«yo«. 

Mum Othello, lago, rndmindM 
laa Tho in the trade of warre, I haue fl-ine men. 

Yet doe 1 hold it very ftufteo’th confcie_n.ee. 

Sometimes to doc me uruice.t 'mneor taitimes, 

I had tnoughtto-haue ]Ak’d him here. 

Voder the" ribbes. . ■ - : 

Oth. Tis better as it is, .mi: 

1 • knf T nrau (if. 
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A gain ft your Honor,...- — - - „ f - 

I did full hard foi beare him : but I pray l r, 
Areyou faft married? For be of thi,, « 
That the MagniHco is much below , ■ 
And hath' in his effeft, a voycfROtenU., • 
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the TAToore of Venice, 

As double ag the Dukes, he will diuorce you. 

Or put vpon you what reftraint, and grecuance. 

The law (with all his might, to inforce it on,) 

Weele giuc him clble. 

Oth. Let hioadoe hisfpite. 

My feruices which I haue done the Seigniorie, 

Shall out- tongue his complaints, tis yet to know. 

Which when I know that boafting is an honour, 

I (hall promulgate, I fetch my life and being. 

From menofroyall height, and my demerrits. 

May fpeake vnbonneted as proud a fortune 
As this that I haue reach’d ; for know lago. 

But that I loue the gentle Defdemona, 

I would not, my vnhoufed free condition. 

Put into cicuumfcription and coniine 
For the feas worth. Enter Cafilo With lights. Of iters, 

But lookc what lights come yonder? and torches , 

lag. Thefe are the raifed Father and his friends. 

You were beft go in. 

Oth. Not I, I muft be found. 

My parts, my Title, and my perfeft foule, 

Shall manifeft my right by : is it they ? 
lag. By lantu I thinke no. 

Oth. The feruantsofthe Duke, and my Leiutenaut? 

"The goodneffe of the night vpon you (friends,) 

What is the newes ? 

Caf. The Duke does greet you (Generali,) 

And he requires your haft, poft-haft appearance, 

Euen on the inftant. 

Ot h. What’s the matter thinke you? 

Caf. Something from Cipres, as I may diuine. 

It is a bufineffe of fome heate, the Galleycs 
Haue fent a dozen fequent mdfengers 
This very night one at anothers heelcs : 

And many of the Confuls rais’d, and met, 

Are at the Dukes already ; you haue bin hotly cald for. 

When tving not at your lodging to be found, 

The Senate fcnt abotte three feuerall quefts 
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$ The Tragedy of Othello 

Tofcarchyouout. 

Otb. Tis well I am found by you,:, i i . * 

I will but fpend a word here in. the houfe, and goe with you. 

Caf A uncient, what makes he here ? 

Ia Faith he to nighr, hath boorded a land Carriad, 
Ifitproouelawfall prize, hee’s made for eiier. 

£*[ I doenotvnderftand*. 
la Hec’s married. 

Caf, To whom. ;d 

t v,; ;i3.-fi3b vr;j t-ns H *r o& 

Enter Brabant io, Roderigo, ethw W* blights 
and Weapons, 

la. Marry to — Come Captains* V?iU you goe ? 

Otb. Ha’ with you. • o 

Caf. Here comes another troupe to feeke for you, 

la. It is Brabantio, Generali be aduiCdc, 

He comes to bad intent. : 

Oth. Holla, (land there.! - 
Bod. Seignior, it is the Moore.. 

Bra. Downe with him thiefe. 

lag. You Roderigo, corac’fir, Tarn for you. 

Oth. Ketpevp your brighrTwords.-for the dew will tuft em. 
Good Seignior you (hall more command syithyeares l ' i ? 

Then with ybnr.weaporis, . ■ 

Bra. Othoufouletheef®, wbere^A/l.^ftoi^f.hWjd^bfsr 

Dambd as thou art, thou haft inchanteaher,' ' 7 i 

For He referre me to all things. of feofe« < u>jjC. . .. >'-■ 
(IflTie in chaines of magick were not bounds, •; u .. 

Whether a maide fo tender, faire, and happy, J.r.iailj :> n .1 

So oppofite to marriage, that, (he Jbpnd ' "i : c . ‘ i // .AsO 

The wealthy curled darlings of our Nation, r. ■ H > 

Would euer haue (to incuqre a general mocked , 

Kunne from her gardage to theXooty boforae 
Offuchathing as thou? to feare, not to delight: 

Iudge me the world, if t’is no: groffe in fenfe. 

That thou haft pra&ifd on her with foulc charmes, 

Abofd her delicate youth with drugs or minerals;, 

Thai; weakens motion s Ue.haue’t difputed on ^ - i 
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the tSAToore o/" Venice 

Tis portable and palpable to thinking} 

1 therefore apprehend and doe attach thee, 

For an abufer of the world, a pra&der 
Of Arts inhibited, and out of warrant. 

Lay hold vpon him, if he doe refift. 

Subdue him at his perill. 

Oth. Hold your hands. 

Both you of my inclining, and the reft s 
Were it my cue to fight, I {hould haue known it. 
Without a prompter, where will you that I goe. 

To anfwere this your charge ? 

Bra. To prifoii jtill fic time 
Of Law, and courfc of direct Seffion 
C all thee to anfwer, 

Oth. What if I doe obey. 

How may the Duke be therewith fatisfied, 

Whofe Meflengers are heere about my fide, 

Vpon feme prefent bufinefle of the State, 

To beare me to him. 

Officer. Tis true moft worthy Seignior, 

The Duke’s in Councell, and your noble felfe 
I amfure isfentfor. 

Bra. How? the Duke in Councell? 

In this time of the night ? bring him away ; 

Mine’s not an idle caufc: the Duke himfelfe, 

Or any of my Brothers ®f the State, 

Cannot but fcele this wrong, as twere their owne. 

For if fuch anions, may haue paflage free, 
Bondfiaucs,and Pagans ftial oar Statcfmen be. Exeunt 

Enter Duke and Senators , fet at a Table , with lights 
and Attendants. 

Duke. There is no compofition inthefe newes, 

That giucs them credit. 

i Sena. Indeed they are difproportioned. 

My letters fay, a hundred andfeuen Gallies, 

Du. and mine an hundred and forty, 
a Sen. And mine two hundred: 

B a 
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ID 7 he 7 of Otfiello 

But though they iumpe not on a iuft account, 

(As inthefe cafes, where they ayme reports, :f 

Tis oft with difference J yet doe they all. confirmc ' 

ATurfyfh fleet, and bearing vp to Ctpres. c • i. r.idHc!: . j-A-*; 

D«. rvlay.it is poffible enough to judgement .• ^ , r 

I doe not fo fecure me to the error, r 

But the mayne Article I doe approue 
In fcarefnll fenfe Enter a tSM effenger-. 

One within. What ho, what ho, what ho ? 

Officer. A meffenger from the Galleys, 

Du . Now, the bufineffe ? 

Sailor. The Turfyjh preparation makes for Rohdes, 

So was I bid report here to the State, by Signwr ^n^/tp, 

Du. How fay you by this change ? 

Sena . This cannot be by no affay of reafon— 

Ti8 a Pageant, 

To keepe vs in falfegaze t when we confider 
The importancy of Cyprus to the T urfy : 

And let our felues againe, but vnderftand, 

That as it more concernes the Turfy then Rhodes. 

So may he with more facile queftion bcare it. 

For that it ftands not in fuch warlike brace. 

Who altogether lacks th’abilities 
That R hodes is dreft in : if we make thought efthis. 

We muft not thinke the T urfy is fo vnskilfutl, 

To leaue that lateft which oncernes him fir it; 

Negic&ing an attempt of eafe and gaine, 

To wake and wage a danger profideffe. 

Du. N ay, in alt confidence hce’s not for Rhodes . 

Officer. Here is more newes. £ nter a a MeJJinger. 

Mef. 'YhcOttmites, reuerend and gratious. 

Steering with due courfe } towardthe lfle of Rhodes, 

Haue there inioy nted them with an after fleetc, 

I Sena. I, fo I thought, how many, as yougueffe. 

CMef. Of 30. faile, and now they doe refterne 
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Their purpofcstowarcs Cyp rHi : S^gfcjior 
Your trufty and moft valiant feruitor* ^ \ 
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the Moore of Venice. 




With his free duty recommends you thus* 

And prayes you to belceue him. 

Du. Tis certaine then for Cyprus, 

Lftfarcus Luccicos is not he in towne ? 

I Sena. Hce's now in Florence. 

Du. Write from vs to him poft, poft haft difpatch. 

Enter Brabantio, Othello, Roderigo,Iago, Caffio, 
Defdemona, and Officers. 

i Sena. Here comes Brabantio and the valiant Moore, 

Du. V aliant Othello, we muft ftraite imploy you, 
Againft the gencrall enemy Ottoman ; 

I did not fee you, welcome gentle Seignior, 

We lackt your counfell, and your helpe to night. 

'Bra . SodidI yours, good your Grace pardon me 
Neither my place, nor ought I heard of bufineffe 
Hath rais’d me from my bed.not doth the generall care 
Take hold of me, far my particular griefe. 

Is offo floodgate andorebearing nature, 

That it engluts and fwallows other forrowes. 

And it is ftill it felfe. 

Du. Why, whats the matter ? 

’Bra. My daughter, O my daughter, 

M. Dead? 

€ Bra. I to me : 

She is abus’d, ftolne from me and corrupted. 

By fpels and medicines, bought of Mountebanckes, 

For nature fo prepofteroufly to erre, 

(Being not deficient, blind or lame of fenfe,) 

Sans witchcraft could not. 

Du. Who ere he be, that in this foule proceeding 
Hath thus begutlJ your daughter of her felfe. 

And you of her, the bloody booke of Law, 

You fhall your felfe, read in the bitter letter. 

After icsowne fenfe, yea t ho our proper fonne 
Stood in your a&ion. 

Era, Humbly I thanke your Grace 
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i z The Tragedy o/'Othell© 

Here is the man, this Moore, whom now it feemes 
Your fpeciall mandate, for the State affaires 
Hath hither brought. 

sill. Weare very forry for’e. 

Du. What in your owne part can you fay to this ? 
Bra. Nothing, but this is fo. 

Oth. Mod potent, graue, and reuerend Seigniors, 
My very noble.and approou’d good Matters s 
That I haue tane away this old mans daughter. 

It is moft true : true, I haue married her. 

The very head and front of my offending, 

Hath this extent, no more. Rude 1 am in my fpeachj < : 
And little b’.eft with the fet phrafe of peace. 

For fioce thefe armesof mine hadfeuenyeares pith, 

Till now fome nine Moones wafted, they haue vs’d 
Their deare ft ad ion in the tented field ; 

And little of this great worldcan I fpeake, 

M ire then pertaines to fcates of,broyles,and battaile. 
And therefore little fhall I grace my caufe. 

In fpeaking for my felfe ; yet by your gracious patience, 
I would a round vnrauiflvd tale deliuer, 

©fmy whole courfe of loue, what drugs, what chartnes. 
What coniuration, and what mighty Magicke, 

(For fuch proceedings am I charg’d withail :) 

I wonne his Daughter. 

Bra. A maiden neuer bold, 

•Offpirit fo ftill and quiet, that her motion 
B'ufht at her felfe : and (he in fpighc of nature. 

Of yearcs, of Countrey, credic, euery thing. 

To fall in loue with what (he fear’d to looke on ? 

It is a judgement maimd, and moft imperfed, 

That will conftffe, perfedioo fo would erre 
Againft all rules of Nature, and muft bedriuen 
To findout pradifes of cunning hell. 

Why this (hould be, l therefore vouch agame, ' 

That with fome mixtures powerful! ore the bloody 
Or with fome dram coniur'd to this effed, 

He wrought vpon her. 
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the Moore of Venice'. i 

D«. To vouch this is no proofs. 

Without more certaine and more ouert teft, 

Thefe are thin habits, and poore likelihoods, 

Of moderne feemings, you preferre againft him. 

I Sena. But Othello fpeake, 

Did you by indired and forced courfes. 

Subdue and poifon this young maides affedions ? 

Or came ic by requeft, and fuch faire queftion* 

As foule to foulc affordeth ? 

Oth. I doe befeech you. 

Send for the Lady to the Sagitcary, 

And let her fpeake of me before her Father} 

Xfyou doe finde me foule in her report. 

The truft, the Office, I doe hold of you, 

Not onely takeaway, but let your fencence 
Euen fall vpon my life. 

Du. Fetch DtfAcmma hither. Exeunt tVcoor three* 

Oth. Ancient condud themi you be ft know the place $ 

And till (he come, as truely as to heauen 
I doe confcffe the vices of my bloud. 

So iuftly to your graue eares lie prefenc. 

How I did thriue in this faire Ladyes loue. 

And (hem mine. 

Du. Say it Othello. 

Oth. Her father loued mej oft inuked me,.- 
Still queltioned me the ftory of my life. 

From yearc to yeare,the battailes,feiges, fortunes • 

That I haue paft : 

I ran it- through, euen from my boyifli dayes, 

Toth’ very moment that he bade me tell it s 
Wherein I fpake of moft difaftrous chances. 

Of moouing accidents, by flood and field j 
Of haire-breadth feapes ith’ imminent deadly breach} 

Of being taken by the iufolent foe. 

And fold to flaucry } of my redemption thence. 

And portance in my trauells biftoric ; 

Wherein of Antars vaft, and Defarts idle. 

Rough quarieg, rockes and hils, whofc heads touch heauen* 
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14. The Tragedy o^Othello 

It was my hinttofpeake,fuchwas my procefle : 

And of the Cannibals, chat each other eace ; 

The tsfnthropophagie, and men whufe heads 
Doe grow beneath their (boulders : thefe to heare, 
Would Dtfdemom ferioufly incline ; 

But ftill the houfe affaires would draw her thence. 
Which euer as (he could with haft difpatcb, 

Shee’d Come againe, and with a greedy eare 
Deuoure up my difeourfe ; which I obferuing, 

Tooke once a plyant houre, and found good raeanes 
Todraw from her a prayer of earned heart. 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 

Whereof by parcells (be had forme thing heard. 

But not intentiuely, I did confent, 

And often did beguile her of her teares. 

When I didfpeake offome diftresfull ftroake 
That my youth fuffered ; my (lory being done } 

She gaue me for my paincs a world of figbes 5 

She fwore 1 faith twas ftrange, twas pafsmg ftrange 5 

Twas pittifulL twas wonderous pittifull j 

She wiflit (he had not heard it, yet (lie wilhc 

That hesuen bad made her fuch a man 1 (he thanked me, 

And bad me if I had a friend that loued her, 

I (hould but teach him how to tell my ftory. 

And that would woe her. V pon this htate 1 fpa«e : 

She lou’d me for the dangers I had paft. 

And Iloa’dher that (be did pitty them. 

Thisondy is the witchcraft I haue vs’dt 
Here comes the Lady, 
letherwitnefleit. 

Enter Defdemona, Iago, and the reft. 

Du. I rhinke this tale would win my daughter to $■— 
Good 'Brabantio, rake vp this mangled matter at the belt. 
Men doe their broken weapons rather vfe, 

Then their bare hands’ 

Era. I pray you heare her fpcake» 

If (he confefle that (he was haltc the wooer, 
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the <S\Toore of Venice, 

Deftrudtion light on me, if my bad blame 
Light on the man. Come hither gentle miflrefle i 
Doe you perceiue in all this noble company, 

Where naoft you owe obedience ? 

Def. My noble father, 

I doe perceiue here a dcuided duty : 

To you I am bound for life and education $ 

My life and education both doe learne me 
How to refped you, you are the Lordofduty 
\ za \ *?‘ cll erto your daughter, But heere’s my husband 5 
And fo much outy as my mother (hewed 
To you, preferring you before her father. 

So much I challenge,that I may profefle 
Due to the Moore my Lord. 1 

'Bra, God bu’y, I ha done : 

Pleafe it your Grace, on to the State affaires 
I had rather to adopt a child then get it j 
Come hither Moore : 

I here doe giue thee that, withall my heart. 

Which but thou haft already, with all my heart 
I would keepe from thee : for your fake (Iewell ) 

I am glad at foule, I haue no other childe. 

For thy efcape would teach me tyranny, ’ 

To hang clogs on era, I haue done my Lord, 

Let roe (P eake like your fcife,and lay a fcntence 
Which as a greefe or ftep may helpe thefe louers 
Into your fauour* 

When remedies are paft, the griefes are ended 
By feeing the word, which late on hopes depended. 

To mourne a mifeheife chat is paft and gone, 

Is the next way to draw more mifehiefe on :* 

What cannot be preferu’d when fortune takes 
Patience her iniury a mockery makes. 

The rob’d chat fmiles, (leaks fomethins from the thiefe. 
He robs him(elfe>that fpends a booteleffe griefe* 

So let the T nrke, of Cyprus vs beguile, 

We lofc it not fo long as we can fmile j 
He beares the (^ncence well that nothing beares, 
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J«5 TheTr agedy of Ottello* 

But the free comfort, which from thence he hearts : 

Bat he beares both the fentence and the forrow, 

That to pay griefe, mult of poore patience borrow. 

Thefe fentences to fugar, or to gall. 

Being ftrong on both tides, are equmocall : 

Rut words are words,I neuer yet did heare, • 

That the bruis’d heart was pierced through the eare. 

B£ i> e « h The TVi few ith mSkmighty preparation makes for Cyjm l 

Othetto IteZnSThc place, is beft knowne to you,and tho we 

h* t thltc a Subftitute of rooft allowed fufficiency ,yes opinion, a fo- 
haue there a . Sowti a throwcS a ro0 re fafcr voy ce on you; you 

With this more ftubborne and boifterous expedicivn. 

Oth. The tyrant cuftome,aiofi: graue Senators, 

My thrice-driuen bed of downe 1 1, doe a & n e 
A naturall and prompt alacrity, 

3 find in hardneffe,and doe v.ndertake 
This prefect warre, again{t|hc Otttmtus , . .. 

Mull humbly thcrefore.benduig toyoiu State, 

I craue fit difpolitior. for tny wi.e, ^ 

Due reference of place and exhibition. 

With fuch accomodation and belort. 

As ieuels with her breeding. • . , 

Du. If you pleafe bee’ t at her fathers. 
r Br<t. He not haue it fo> 

D^f. Nor 1 , 1 would not there refide. 

To put my father in impatient thoughts. 

By being in his eye : tnoft gracious Duke, 

vriolding lend a gracious tare, 

Ind let me find a charter inyourvoyce, 

T’afsifi my fimplenefle — , ? 

Du W hat would y ou D tfdewon • , 



■ *lr\| 

jii - 
•s\u< 



u 

r.h'XTil'ltV- 

»ariJ8*»s»- 

T< B 3 'i'laio: 



the zOMoore of Venice. i - 

Euen to the very qualirie ofmy Lord s 
3 f 1W OtlotUoes vifage in his minde. 

And to his Honors, and his valiant parts 
Did I my foulcand fortunes confecrate. 

So that deare Lords, if I be left behinde, 

A Moth of peace, and he goe to the warre. 

The rites for which I Jouebim,are bereft me, 

And I a heauy interim (hall fiupporc. 

By his deare abfence: let me goe with him. 

Oth. Your voyces Lords s befetch you let her will 
H aue a free way : 

V ouch with me heauen, l there fore beg it not 
T o pleafe the palatcf my appetite, 

Noi to comply with heate, the young affeds 
In my defunbt, and proper fatisfaa ion. 

But ro be free and bounteous to her mind 

And heauen defend your good fonles that you thinkc 

3 will your ferious and good bufioefle foam. 

For (he is w'ith me; — no, when ligi<t wingd toyes, 

And feather'd Cupid foyles with wanton dulntffe. 

My fpeculariueandadtiue inltrumcnrs 

That my difports corrupt and raint my bufmeffe. 

Let hufwiues make a skellet ofmy Helme, 

And all indigne and bafeaduerfities. 

Make head againft my deputation. 

Du. Be it, as you fhall priuately determine, 

Eyther for her ftay or geing,the affaire cry es haft. 

And fpeed mu ft an r were,vou muft hence to night. 

Def. T o night my Lord ? 

Du. This night. Oth. With all my heart* 

T)u. At nine i’ch morning here w ed meet agame. 

Othello, leaue fome officer behind. 

And he (hill our Commiflion bring to you, 

W ithfuch things el(e of quality and refpeft, 

As doth import you. 

Oth. Pleafe your Grace, my Ancient, 

A u ian he is of hone fty and tru ft , 

T o his conueyance I afsigne my wife, 
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The Tragedy of Othello 

with whatelfe ncedcfull your good Grace (ball thinke. 

To be Cent after me* 

Let it be To : , . 

Good night to euery one, and noble Seignior, 

Ifvertue no delighted beauty lacke. 

Your Son in law is farre more fame then blacke. 
i Sena. Adieu braue Moore, vfe Defdemona well. 

Bra. Looke to her Moore,it thou haft eyes to fce, 

She hasdeceiud'dherfather, andmay thee. Exem. 

Oth , My life vpon her faith. Honelt/^, 

My Defdemona tnuft I leaue tothee, 

I prethec let thy w ife attend on her, 

And brina her after in the beft aduantage ; 

Come Defdemona , I haue but an bourc 
Of loue, of worldly matters and direction, 

Jag] what raid thou n°bL heart ? 

Rod. What will I doe thtnkft thou ? 
fag. Why gostobedandfteepe, 

Ug] ‘wclllif JhoudS&ah^uer loue thee after it, 
hme a prrfcnptior i,to dye 1 earm °“ yo "j d for fo nre t i mcs ft. 

h m y tame » be fo Fond, 

but it is not in my vertue felues that wee are thus, or thus, 
lag. Vertue, a which our willsarejGardiners, fe that 

our bodies are gardens, t . fetifop, and weed vp Time j 
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the Moore of V en fce. j p 

ballance of our liues h3d not one fcale of reafon, to poife another o ^ 
fenfuality; the blood and bafenefle of our natures, would conduft 
vs to tnoft prepofterous conc’ufions. But wee haue reafon to coole 
our raging motions, our carnall ftings, our vnbitted lufts ; whereof 
I take this, that you call loue to be a fed, or fyen. 

Rod. It cannot be. 

fag It is meerely a luft of the blood, and a permiflion of the will.- 
Come, be a man ; drowne thy felfe ? drowne Cats and blinde Pup- 
pies : I profefle me thy friend, and I confeffe me knit to thy defer - 
uing, with cables of perdurable tougincffe ; I could neuer better 
fteedc thee then now. Put money in thy purfe ; follow thefe warres, 
defeate thy fauour with an vfurp’d beard ; I fay put money in thy 
purfe. It cannot be, that Defdemona (hould long continue her loue 
vnto the Moore, — put money in thy purfe, — nor he his to her ; it 
was a violent commencement, and thou ihaltfeean anfwerabkfe- 
queftracion : put but money in thy paife.— -Thefe Moores are chan- 
geable in their wills t— fill thy purfe with money. The food that to 
him now is as tufhious as Locufts,fhall be to him fliortly as bitter as 
Coloquintida : She muft change for youth f when (lice is fated with 
his body, (hee will finde the error of her cho) ce ; fli;e muft haue 
change, {he muft. Therefore put money in thy purfe : If thou wilt 
needs damme thy felfe, doe it a more delicate way then drowning j 
make all the money thou drift. If fandimony, and a fraile vow, be- 
twixt an erring Barbarian, &a fuper-fubtle Venetian, be not too hard 
for my w its, and all the tribe of hell, thou (halt enioy her ; therefoie 
make money, — a pox a drowning, tiscleaneoutofthe way ; feeke 
thou rather to be hang’d in compafsing thy ioy, then to be drowned, . 
and goe without her. 

Rod. Wilt thou he faflto my hopes, if I depend on the iftue ? 

lag. Thou art fure of me — goe, make money — 1 haue told thee 
often, and I tell thee againe, andagaine, I hate the Moore, my caufe 
is hearted, thine has no lefle reafon, let vs be coniundiue in our re- 
uenge againft him : If thou canft cuckold him, thou doert thv felfe * 
pleafure,meafpoit. There are many euents in the wombeof Time, 
which will be ddiuered. Trauerfe, goe, prouide thy money,we will 
haue more of this to morrow, adieu. 



Rod, Where {hill we meet i’ch morning l 



Jag. At my lodging. 
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20 The % ragedy of Othello 

Rod. He be with thee betimes. 

lag G'no.f >re well; — (Joe you heare Roderigol 

Rod. What fay you ? 

lag. olo .Viore cf d'owning^doe you heare ? 

Rod. Ian chang’d, lie goe fell all my land. 

Exit Rodcrigo. 

lag Thus doe I euer make my foole my purfe ; 

For l mine ovne gain’d knowledge (hould prophane 
If I would time expend with fuch a fnipe, 

Buc for try fport and profit: 1 hate the Moore, 

And it is thought abroad, that twixt m/ fneetes 
Ha’s Jone my office ; I know nor,if’c be true— 

Yet I for mrere fufpicion in that kind, 

W illdne.as if fr furety : he holds me well, 

The better fhall my purpofe worke on him. 

Cafsto's a proper man, let me fee now. 

To ^et this p! c ?,and to plu ne vp my will, 

A double knauery — how, how, — let me fee, 

After forr.e time, to abuf O the doe's earc. 

That he is too familiar with his wife : 

He has a pe rfon and a fmooth difpofe, 

To be fu'p fled, fram’d to make women falfe : 

The Mooie is of a free and open nature, 

That thmkts men honcft,that but feemes to be fos 
And will as tenderly be led bith’ nofe — as AfTes are : 

I ha’r, it is ingendet’d : Hell and night 

Muft bring this monftrous birch to the worlds light. Exit. 



A clot 2. Scam i. 

Enter Montanio, Gouernor of Cyprus, Vtith 
tVto other G entlemen. 



M ontanio. 

r*r rH at from the Cape can you difeerne at Sea ? 
y V i Gent. No' hing at all, it is a high wrought flood, 
:annor twixt the heauenandthe may ne 

vic*y aiaile. '■s Mon, 
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the Moore of Venice. 



cMon. Me thinkes the wind does fpeake aloud at land, 
A fuller blaft nere fliooke our battlements ; 

If it ha mffiind fo vpon the fea, 

W hat ribbes of Oake, when mountainc melt on them. 
Can hold the monies, — What lhail we heare of this? 

a Gent . A fegregation of the T vrkijh fleete : 

For doe but ftand vpon the foaming fliore. 

The chiding billowea feemes to pelt the cloudes. 

The wind fluk’d furge.with high andraonftrous maync, 
Seemes to caft water on the burning Beare, 

And quench the guards of th’eaer fired pole, 

I ncuer did like molcftation view. 

On the enchafcd flood. 

eJW on. If that the T urkijb Fleete 
Be not in{he'ter’d,and embayed, they are drown’d; 

It is impofsible to beare it our. 

Enter a third Gentlemen. 

3 Gent. Newes Lads, your warres are done : 

The defperatc Tempeft hath fo bang’d the T urk?> 

That their defigment halts : 

A Noble ffiippe of Venice, 

Hath feene a grieuous wrackeand fufferance 
On moft part of their Fleete. 

Mon. How, is this true ? 

3 (Jen The fhippe is here put in s 
A Veroneffa, Michael Cafsio, 
leiutenant to the warlike Moore Othello, 

Is come a ffiore : the Moore himfelfc at Sea, 

And is in full Commifsion here for Cypius. 

M on. lam gladon’t, tis a worthy Gouernouft 
3 Gen. But this fame fofsio, tho hefpeake of comforS, 
Touching the.Turk.iJh lofle, yet he lookes fitdly. 

And pray es the Moore be fafe,for they were parted. 

With foule and violent Tempeft, 

Mon. I'ra.’ heauen he be : 

For i haue feru’d him,and the man command® 

Like a full Soldier : 

&§£s go the fe^|ide 3 ho a 








► 



PJBTPJBFt?.] 







ti/d/dlciT£/?Jd!PJercLr£^^ 




_ V 

2 2. 7 loe Tragedy of Othello 

As well to fee the veflcll thats come in. 

As to throw out our eyes for braue O the fa, 

Euen till we make the Maine and th’Ayrc all blue, 

An indiftintt regard. 

3 Gent. Come, let’s doe fo. 

For tuery minute is expedancy 
Ofmorearriuance. Enter CafOo. 

Caf. Thankes to the valiantof this Ifle, 

That fo approue the Moore, and let the hcauefis 
Giue him defence againft their Elements, 

For I haue loft him on a dangerous fea. 
eJM on. Is he well Ihipt ? 

Caf. His Barke is ftoutly timberd,and his Pilote 
Of very expert and approu’d allowance. 

Therefore my hope's (not furfetted to death,) 

Stand in bold cure Snttr a eJMeffenger. 

Mef, A faile, a faile, a faile. 

Caf. VAhatooyfe? 

Mef. The Towne is empty, on the brow o’th fea. 
Stands ranckes ol people, and they cry a fayle. 

Caf. My hope s doe fliape him for the goaernement. 
a Gen. They doe difeharge the (hot of courtefic, 
Our friend at leaft. A fhot. 

(faf. I pray you fir goe forth 
And giue vs truth, who tis that is arriud. 

2 Gent. 1 (hall. Exit. 

Mon . But good Leiutenant, is your Generali wiu’d? 
Caf. Mofl fortunately, he hath atchit u’d a maide. 
That parragons defeription, and wild fame ; 

One that txcells the quirkesof blafoning pens ; 

And in the eflcntiallvcfture ofereation, 

Does beare an excellency : — now, who has put in? 
Enter 2 Gentleman, 

2 Gent. Tis out J ago, Ancient to the Generali; 

He has had moft fauourable and happy fpeedc. 

Temped s themfelucs, high feas, and houling winds* 

The guttered rockes, and congregated fands, 

Tiflitors endeep’d, to clog the guildefie Keele, 
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the (TKfooreof Venice. 

As hau'ngfenfeofbcauty,doomit 
Their common natures, letting goe fafely by 
The diuine Defdemona, 

Mon. W hat is (he ? 

Caf. Shethatlfpakeof, our great Captaincs Captaine, 
Left in the conduct of the bold I ago, 

Whofe footing hcere anticipates our thoughts 
A fennights fpeede — great lone Othello guard. 

And fwell his faile with thine owne powerfull breath 
That he may bleffe this Bay with his tall (hippe, 

And fwiftly come to Defdemona s armes. 

Enter Defdemona, Iago, Emilia, and Roderigo. 
Giue renewd fire. 

To our extin&ed fpirirs : 

And bring all Cjprw comfort, — O behold 
The riches of the (hip is come on (hore. 

Ye men o c Cyprw, let her haue your knees : 

Haile to thee Lady : and the grace of heauen. 

Before, behinde thee,and on euery hand) 

Enwheele thee round. 

Def. I thanke you valiant fifsio : 

What tidings can you tell me of my Lord? 

C*f He is not yet arriued,nor know l ought. 

But that hee’s well, and will be (hortly heere. 

Def O but I fcare ; — how loft you company? 

[within ] J faile , a faile. 
Caf. The great contention of the ft a and skies 
Farted our fellow (hip : but harke a faile. 

a Gent. They giue their greeting to the Citadell, 

This likewife is a friend. 

Caf. See for the newes : 

Good Ancient, you are welcome, welcome Midreflfe, 

Let it nor gall your patience, good 1-go, 

That I expend my manners, tis my breeding, 

That giucs me this bold (hew of courtefic. 

lag. Sir, would (he giueyou fo much ofher lips. 

As ofher tongue (he hafcbeftowed on me, 
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1 4. The Tragedy, of Othello 

You’d bane enough. 

Def Alas ! (he has no fpcach. 
lag. I n faith too much : 

I find it ftill, for when I ha leaue to flee pe, 
Mary,beforeyoarLadi(hip I grant. 

She puts her tongue alittle in her heart. 

And chides with thinking. 

Em. You ha little caufe to fay fo. 
lag. Come on,come on, you are Pictures out of dores 
Bells in your Parlors : Wildcats in your Kitchins 1 
Saints in your iniuries : Diuells being offended : 

Plavers in your houfewifery; and houfrwiues in your beds. 
Def. O fie vpon thee flanderer. 
lag. Nay, it is true.or clfe lama T strke. 

You rife ro play, and goe to bed to worke. 

Em . You fliall not write my praife.. 
lag. No,letmenot. 

Def. W hat wouldft thou write of me. 

If thou (bouldft praife me? 

Jag. O gentle Lady, doe not put me to’f. 

For i am nothing, if not critical!. 

Def. Comeon,aflay — there’s. one gontothe Harbor? 
Jag. I Madam. 

Def I am not merry, but I doe beguile. 

The thing 1 am, by feemingotberwife: 

Come, how would!! t h .oa pra.ife me ? 

Jag. I am about it, but indeed my iouention 
Comes from my pate,as birdlime does from freeze, 

It plucks our braine and all : but my Mufe labors. 

And thus (he is e’e'iuered , 

Jf fie be fain and Wife, f dir eneffe and Veit ; 

The one's for vfe, the other vfeth it. 

Def. Well prais’d : how if fhe be black and witty ? 

Jajj Jffie be blacks, and thereto haue a nit, 

Sh f e 'l finde a white , t hat fiali her blackneffe fit. 

Def Wot ie and worse. 

Em. How if raire and ioolifh ? 

Jag. She mutrytt wasfcchfi, that, was fair . 
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the TAT oore of Venice 



For esttn her folly helpt her toon mite. 

That’s foule and fooli (h ? 

Jag. T here" s none fo foule, and ftolifi thereunto , 

But does fouleprankes, which faire and Wife ones doe. 

°,j* au y ignorance, that pra.fes rhe word beft : but what 
prajlecouldit thou beftow on adTeruing woman indeed ? one that 
in the authority of her merits, did iuftiy put on the vouch of very 
malice lcfelfe? 1 

lag. She that Vo as ester fame, and neuer proud. 

H ad tongue at Will, and yet was ntUer lewd 
N eutr lacks gold , and yet went neuer gay , ' 

Fled from her wifi, and yet faid, nsW I may ; 

She that being angred , her reuengt being nigh , 

Bad her wrong flay, and her difpleafure flye j 
She that in wifedome, neuer Was fofraile, 

T o change the Codfieadfor the Salmons taile .- 
She that could think:, and ne'redtfchfe her minde, 

SeeSuters following, and not looke btbivde .- 
She was a Wight, ( if euerfuch Wight Were,) 

Def. To doe wnat l 

J 3g T 0 fickle fooles, and chronicle [mall Beere. 

Def. O molt lame and impotent conclufion : 

Doe not learne of him Emillia, tho he be thy husband : 

How fay you Cafsio, is he not a raoft prophane and liberal 
Coumellour ? 

Caf He Ipeakes home Madam. you may rellifli him 
More in the Souldiertheninthe Scholler. 

lag. He takes her by the palme; I well fed, whifper; with as 
little a webbe as this, will I enfnare as great a Flie as Cafsio. I fmi!e 
vpon her, doe : I will catch you in your own courrfliip : youfay true, 
tis fo indeed. If fuch trtekes as thefe drip you out of your Leiute- 
nantry, it had been b tter you had not rifl your three fingers foofr 
wmch no w againe, you are moft apt to play the fir in : very good* 
well kift,and excellent courrcfie 5 tis fo indeed : yet againe,your fin! 
gers at your lips? would they were Clifterpipes for your fake. — • 
Ihe Moore, I know his f rumpec. Trumpet within . 
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2.6 The Tragedy of Othello 

Enter Ochello, and Attendants. 

Caf Tistruelyfo 

Def. Lets meet him, and r ceiue him. 

Cif. Loe, where he comes. 

Oth O my fair? Warriour. 

T)-f. My deare Othello. 

Oth. It giu s me wonder, great as my content. 

To fee you here before me : O mv foules ioy. 

If af er euerv teropeft,co ne fuchcalmenefle. 

May the winds blow, till they haue wakened death? 

And let the labouring Barke clime hilles of Teas, 
Olympus high,and duck againe as low. 

As hell’s from hcauen ; If it were now to dye, 

7 ’were now to be mod happy, for I tearc 
My foule hith her content fo abfolute. 

That nor another coir fort, like to this 
Succeeds in vnknown Fate. 

Def. The heautns forbid. 

Bn rh it our loues and comforts (hould lnctcale, 
Euen a? our day es doe grow. 

Oth. Amen to that, tweet Powers : • 

I cannot fpeake enough of this content, 

It flops me here, it is too much , of ioy - r 

And this, and this,che greated ducord be, kill » 

That ere our hearts (lull make. 

U j. O, you are' well tun'd now, 

But fie fet downe the pegs, that makes this mufique. 

As honed as I am. 

Oth. Come, let vs to the C altle : 

Newes friends , our wars are done, the Turks are dro 
How dos my old acquaintance of this 1 H - • 

U mnv vou {hall be well defir'd in Cyprus ; 

1 tuuc found great loue amongd them : O my fweet: 
I p attic out offafhion.and I dote. 

In mine owne comforts : I prethce &&&> 

Goe to the Bay, and difunbarke my Coft-rs , 

Bring thou the Mader to the Citadell : 

He is a good one s 3nd his wortlunclie, 
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Does challenge much refpeft : come Defdemen <s. 

Once more well met at Cyprus. 

Ug. Doe thou meet me pnfently at the Harbour s come hither. 
If thou bred valiant, (as rhey fay, bafe men being in loue, haue then 
a Nobility in their natures, more them's natiue to them,) — lid me, 
the Leiutenant to night watches on the Court of Guard : firft'I will 
tell thee this, Defdemona is direftly in loue with him. 

Rod, W ith him ? why tis not poflible. 

Ing. Lay thy finger thus, and let thy foule be inflrufted : marke 
roe, with what violence {he fird lou’d the Moore, but for bragging, 
and telling her fantadicali lies; and will (he loue hun dill for pra- 
ting? let not the difereet heart thinke it. Her eye muff be fed, and 
what delight fhill (he hauetoiookc on the Diueil? When the blood 
is made dull with the aft of fporc, there (hould be a game to inflame 
it, and giue faciecy a frefh appetite. Louelinesin fauour,fympathy 
in y cares, manners, and beauties; all which the Moore is died me 
in : now fur want of theft requir’d conueniences, her delicate ten- 
derneffe will find it (cite abus’d, beg inne to heaue the gorge, difrelifli 
and abhorre the Moore, very nature will inflruft her to it, and com- 
pel! her to fume fecond choyce : v or fir, this granted, as it is mod 
pregnane and vnroi crd policion, who (lands fo eminently in the de- 
gree of this fortune , as Cafsio docs ? a knaue very voluble, no farder 
confcionable, th n n putting cn the meere forme of ciuill and hu- 
mane feeming, for the betrer co ripafsing of his fait and mofi hidden 
loofeaff ftiuns: A fubile flippery koaue, a finder out ofoccafions ; 
tharhasan eye, can itanpe and counterfeit adusntages, tho true 
adu .nt g neuer prefent itfe jfe. Befides, the knaue is handfome, 
yong and <at'i all rhoferequifirts in him that folly and green mindes' 
iqokc after ; a pediknt co.npieat knaue, and the woman has found 
him already. 

Rod. i c annot bcleeue that in her, fliee’s fuilofmoft bled con- 
dition , 

lag. filed figs end s the wine (he drin^es is made of grapes j if 
ihe had been bled, flie would neuer haue lou’d the Moore. Didfl 
thou not t e her paddle with the palme of his hind ? did’d not marke 
that f 

Rod Y< .but "Sat was buteeurtefi*. 

f a £; Lecher/, by this ban 1 s an index and obfeure prologue to 

D 3 the 
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28 The Tragedy of Othello 

the hiftory , ofIu ft and foule thoughts : they met fo neere with their 
lips, that their breathes embrac’d together, villanous thoughts, when 
thefe mutualities fo marfhall the way ; hand at hand comes R«derigo s 
the mafterand the maine exercife, the incorporate ■eonclufion. but 
fir, be you rul’d by me, I haue brought you from Venice ; watch you 
to night, for command lie lay’t vpon you , Cafsto knowes you 
not. He not be farrefrom you, due you finde fome occafion to anger 
Cafsto, cither by fpeakiog too loud, or tainting his difeipiine, or 
from what other courfe y ou plcafe j which the time (hall more fauo- 
rably minifter. 

Rod. Well. 

lag. Sir he is rafti,and very fuddaine in choler, and haply with his 
Truncbenmay (trike at you ; prouoke him that he may, foreuenout 
of char, will l caufe thefe of Cyprus to mutiny, whofe qualification 
ftull come into no true tafte again’t,but by the difplanting of Cafsio: 
So fhall you haue a ftiorter iourney to your de fires, by the meanesl 
fhall then haue to prefer them,& the impediment, molt profitably re- 
iflou’d, without which there were no expectation of our prosperity. 
Red. I will doe this, if! an bring it to any opportunity. 
lag. 1 warrant thee, meet me by and by at the Cittadell ; I muft 
fetch his neccifariesa fitore. — Farewell. 

Rod. Adue. Exit, 

lag. That Cafsio loues herj do well beleeue it; 

That (he loues him. tis apt and of great credit; 

The Moore howbe’e, that I indure him nor. 

Is of a conftant. nobie,louing nature ; 

And 1 dare thinke,het’ie prouc to Defdemona, 

A mod deere husband; now I doe Joue her too, 

Notoucofabfoluce luft,(thoperaduenture, 

I ftandatcomptant for as great a fin,) 

But partly lead to diet my rcuenge. 

For that I doefufpeCf the lull full Moore, 

Hathleap’J inco my feac,the thought whereof 
Doth like a poifonous mincrall gnaw my inwards; 

And nothing can, nor fhall content my foule. 

Fill I am eucn’J with him, wife for wife ; 

Dr failing fo, yet that I puc the Moore, 

Ac leaft.intoaiealcufie fo ftrong, 

' ~ That 



the Moore of Venice. 2p 

That judgement can not cure ; which thing to doe. 

If this poorc trafh of Venice , whom 1 trace, 

For his quicke hunting, (land the putting on, 
lie haue our ojdi ichacl Cafsio on the hip, 

Abufe hitm&the Moore, in the ranke garbe, 

(For I feare Cafsio t with my night cap to) 

Make the Moore thanke me,louc me, and reward me, 

For making him egregioufly an Afle, 

And pra&ifing vpon his peace and quiet, ; 

Euento madneffe : — tis heere,but yet confus’d ; 

Xnaueries plaine face is neuer feene, till vs’d. 

Exit 

Enter Othello’S Heraald > reading a Proclamation. 

It is OtheBVs pleafure, our noble and valiant Generali, that vpon 
certaine tidings nowarriued, importing the meere perdition of the 
Tarkijb Fleece; chat euery man pat himfdfe inco triumph; fometo 
dance, fosne roakebonefiis; each man to what fport and Reuels his 
ad Ji&ion leades him; for befides thefe beneficial! nevves,it' is the ce- 
lebration of his Nuptialls ; So much was his pleafure fhould be pro- 
claimed. All Offices are open, and there is full liberty 3 fiom?his pre- 
fenr houre offiue,till the bell hath told eleuen. Heausnblelle the file 
of Cyprus, and our noble Generali Othello. 

Enter Othello, Calfio, rfWDefdemona.- 

Oth. Good CMtchael looke you to the guard to night, 

Lets teach our felues that honourable ftoppe. 

Not to outfport diferetfon. 

Caf. I ago hath direftion what to doe : 

But notwithftanding, with my perfonall cys 

Will Hooke to it. * _ 

Oth. logo is molt honeft : 

Michael goodnight, to morrow with yourearlieft; 

Let me haue fpscch with you, come my deare lout,. 

The purchafo made, tf»c fruits are to < nfue, 

That profits yet to come cwjxc the and you, 

Goodnight. Exit 0;' -e.lo aid Dcfdemonai 

x? . Enter 
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30 The Tragedy of Othello 

Enttr IagO. 

Caf Welcome I Ago, we mult to the watch. 

lag. Not this houre Leiutenant, ti-? not yet ten aclock : our Ge- 
nerali caft vs thus early for the loue of his Defdemona, who let vs not 
therefore blame, he hath not yet made wanton the night with her | 
and (he is (port for loue. 

Caf. She is a moft exquifite Lady. 

Jag. And I le war rant he r full of game. 

Caf Indeed {he is a moft frelh ana delicate creature. 

Jag What an eye (lie has ? 

Me thinkes it founds a parly ef prouocation. 

Caf An inuiting eye, and yet me thinkes right modeft* 

lag. And when (he fpeakes,tis an aiarme to loue. 

Caf She is indeed perfection. 

lag , Well, happineffe to their Iheetes— come Leiutenant, I 
haue a ftope of Wine, and heere without are a brace of Cyprus Gal- 
lants, that would faine haue a meafure to the health of the blackc 
Othello. 

Caf Not tonight, good l ago; I haue very poore and vnhappy 
braines for drinking : I could well wi(h courtefie would inuent fome 
other cuftomeof entertainement. 

lag. Othey are our friends, — but one cup .- lledr-inke for you. 

Caf I ha drunke but one cup to night,and that was craftily qua- 
lified ro, and behold what innouation it makes here : T am vnfor- 
ttmate in the infirmity, and dare not raske my weakenefle with any 
more. 

lag , What man, tis a night of Reuells.the Gallants defire it* 

Caf. Where are they ? 

lag. Here at the dore, I pray you call them in. 

Caf Ilcdo’r, butitdifiikesme. Exit. 

lag. If I can fallen but one cup vpon him, 

With rhat which he harh drunke to night already, 

Fee’l be as full ofquarrell and offence, 

As my young miiiris dog: — Noy mw ficke foole Koderige, 

(Whom loue has turn'd almoft the wrong fide outward ) 

To Difdemona, hath to night carouft 
Potations pottle deepe,and hee’sto watch : 

Three Lads of Cyprus, noble fwelling fpirits, 

< ‘ v (that 



the '^M'ooreof Venice. 



I* 



(That hold their honour, in a wary d< fiance. 

The very Elements of this warlike I fie,) 

Haue I to night fiufired with flowing cups. 

And the warch too : now mongft this flock of drunkards 
I am to put our fafsio in fome afi ion, * 

That may offend the Iflc $ Enter Montanio.Caflio 
But here they come : a „d othtrK > 

If confequencedoe but approoue my dreame. 

My boate fades freely, both with windand ftreame. 

Caf Fore God they haue giuen me a roufe already, 

Mon, Good faith a little one not part a pint 
As I am a Soldier. r 3 

lag. Some wine hoe: 

And let me the Cannikin clinke, clinke, 
jind let me the Cannikin clmke, clinke : 

A Souldier’s a man, a life’s but a /pan. 

Why then let a Souldier drinke. ■ — Some wineboyes* 

C af Fore heauen an excellent fong. 

lag. I learn’d it in England , where indeed they are moft potent in 
potting : your Dane, your Germane, and your fwag- bellied HtUan~ 
der , (drinke ho,) are nothing to your Enghjh. 

Caf. Is your Enghjh man fo exquifite in his drinking ? 
lag. Why he drinkes you with faci!licy,your Dane dead drunke 5 
ne iweates not to oaerthrow your Almaine, he giues your HoHande*' 
a vomit, ere the next pottle can be fild. 

Caf. To the health of our Generali. 

Mon. I am for it Leiutenant.and I will doc you iuftice. 
lag* O ftvecc England, — 1 

King Stephen Was and a Worthy Peere 7 
H is breeches cofi him but a cr oVine y 
H c held \m fixpence all to decre, 

\Y itht hat he cald the T ayloy lowne. 

He Was a Wight of high renoWne , 
tsTndthou art but of low degree, 

Tis pride that pals the Countrey doWne, 

Then take thine auld cloke about thee.-r- Some wine ho. 

Caf Why, this is a more exquifite fong then the other. 

. fag. Willyoufieai’t ag.n? 

L ' E Caf 














31 ( The> Tragedy of Othello 

Caf No, for I hold him vnworthy of bis place, that does thofe 
things well, Hcauen’s aboue all, and there bee foules that muft bee 
faued. 




Jag. It istrue good Leiutenant. 

Caf. For mine owne part, no offence to the G cneral),nor any raan 
of quallity>I hope to be faued. 
lag. And fodoe I Leinteiunt. 

Caf I, but by your leaue, not before me ; the Leiutenant is to be 
faued before the Ancient. Lee's ha no more of this, let’s to our af- 
faires : forgiuc vs our fins : Gentlemen, let’s looke to our bufinefle : 
doe not thinke Gentlemen I am drunke,this is my Ancient,thi$ is my 
right hand.and this is my left hand : I am not drunke now, I can fland 
well enough.and fpeake well enough. 
jilt. Excellent well. 

Caf Why very well then : youmuft not thinke then, that Lam 
drunke. Exit. 

tJMon, To the plotforme mafters. Come, let’s fet the watch. 
lag. You fee this fellow that is gone before. 

He is a Scald ier fit to hand by Cafiir, 

And giue direction : and doe butfee his vice 3 
Tis to his vertue, a iuft equinox. 

The one as long as th’other : tis piety of him , 

1 fearc the tmCt Othello put him in, « 

On fomc odde time of his infirmity. 

Will (hake this 1 fland. 

Mon. But is he often thus, 

Jag. Tis euermore the Prologue to his fleepe s 
Het'ie watch the horolodge a double fet, 

If drinke rocke not his cradle. . .... 

Mon. T'tvere well the Generali were put m tmnde 01 it, 
perhaps lie fees it not, or his goodnature 
praifes the vertue^hat appeares in fifsio. 

And lookes not on his euilis : is not this truer 

la?. How now Roderigo, inter Roderigo. 

T nrav vou after the Leiutenant, goe. Exn Rod, 

? J 0 ». And tis great pitty that the noble Moore 
Should hazard fuch a place, as his owne fecond, . 

V^ith one cfan ingraft infirmity: ^ jj. 
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the Moore of Venice* 



It Were an hone ft a&ion to fay fo to the Moore. 

^ag. Not I, for this faire lfland : 

I doe loue Cafsio well,and Would doc much,-’' ^ 
To cure himofthiseuill : but harke,what noyfe. 
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r r v re«ttr Cafsio, drifting in Roderigo. 

Ca l' You rogue, you rafcall, 

Mon. What’s the matter Leiutenant ? 

wiSbo«r C ' raChmCmy<J “^ b “ !'«<>«« the toe into a 
Rod. Beateme? 

Caf. Doft thou prate rogue ? 

Mon. ^Good Leiutenant; pray fir hold your hand 

Mon L c mc gGe fir, ° r Iic k T k , you or ^ the mazzard. 

Mon. Come,come,you are drunke. 

Caf. Drunke ? tty fight. 

lag. Away I fay, goe out, and cry a muceny. £ x u t> n j 

Nay good Leiutenant : God’s- will Gentlemen, ' R d * 

Helpe ho, Leiutenant 1 Sir, Montanio, fir, 

Jf JPf m i al * c ‘' s .heer’s a goodly watch indeed : a un yhl . r 

Who’s that that rings the bell ? Diablo— ho A M * g 

The Towne will rife, fie, fie, Leiutenant, hold. 

You will be fliam’d for euer. 

Enter Othello, and G entlemen with Weapons. 

Oth. What’s the matter heere? 

‘ L h \fr ftU,J am hurt co death, he faints. 

Oth . Hold, for your Hues. 

lag. HoldjhoidLciutenantjfir ^fl»f 4 »«,Gentlcraen, 

Haue you forgot all place of fence,and duty : 

H old,the GeneraUfpeakesto you ; hold,hold,for lhame. 

Oth. Why how now ho, from whence arifes this f 
^. e tur nd Tttrkes, and tootir felues doe chat, 

W hich Heauen has forbid the Ottamites : 

For Cbriftian fhamc.pac by this barbarous brawle t 
He that ftirres next, to came for his owne rage, ' 

Holds his Louie light, he dies vpon his motion : 

^ Ea 8iJ 
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Silence that dreadfull bell, it frights the Ifl? 

From her propriety : what’s the matter matters ? 

Hon: ft law, that lookes dead with gneumg, 

SDeake who began tffis.on thy loue 1 charge thee. 

P j ag ‘ i doe not know, friends all but now,euen now,. 

In quarter, and in termes.like bride and grpome, 
Deuefti'-g them to bed,and then but now, 

( Ks if fo ne Planet had vnwicted men.; 

Swords out and tikingione at others brealt. 

In oppofi ion bloody. I cannot fpea*e 
Any beginning to this peemfh odds ; 

And wou'd in ad ion glorious, I had loft _ 

Thrtfp lc 2 cs that brought me to a part ot ft- 

o't S Hovi came it Mkb«l, you were thus forgot? 
CaO I pray you pardon me, I cannot fpeakc. _ 

Oth. Worthy \i ontmiaffon were wont be cwi , 
The grau ity and ftilndTe of your youth, 

The world h th noted and your name is great, 
jn monthes of wired cenfure : whats t,«e matter. 

That you vnlace your reputation thus, 

And fptnd your rich opinion, for the name 
Of a nipht brawler ? giue me anfwere to t . 

Mon Worthy Othrto . . I am hurt to danger. 

Your Officer U° « n ¥ or ™ y ft n(T now offends me, 
\V liile l fpare ipceeh, wnuh fomething 

Of all that l dos know, nor know I ( Oug « . 

By me, that’s (aide or done amide this uigh- , 

Vnleffe fclft -charity be fometime a vice, 

And to defend our felues it be a hone, 

W hen violence cflay les v$. 

MXSS^Stguidtstutule, 

Afliyes to tele the way :tf on« I »<«• 

. Or doc but lift this atme,the be ft of y ou 
Shall finkc in my rebuke : gu* me to know 
How this foulerout began, who let it on, 

And ire thatis approou’d in this often , 
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1 ho he had twinn d with me, both at a birth 
Shall loofe me } what, in a To. ne of warn- 
Yet wilde, the peoples hearts brim full offeare 
Totnannagepriuate anddomeftike qaarrcils, * 
In mghr and ou the Court and guard of fafety > 
Tis monftrous. Iago, who be«an ? - 

^partial icy affin’d, or league in office 
Thou doeft deliucr more or kffc then truth. 

Thou art no foldier. ► * 

Touch me not foneere 

T^n ?t Ct if*; Ws r gue cur mouth. 

Then it fliould doe offence to Mch«el Cafsio • 

P er , fwadem > fcl f e to fpeakc* the truth ’ 

Shall nothing wrong him. i hut it is Genera'! - 
Monumo and my felfebeing in fpeceh ’ 

n fcU . nw ^y in S out for helpe, 

And Cafste following hi n with determin’d fivord 
To execute v pon hm : Sir this Gentleman ' 
5t(.ps into Cafjto, \n6 mtreates his paufe * 

My fdfe the crying fellow did purhie. 

Left by his clamour, as it fo fell our 
The Towne might fell in fright : hefwjfc of fhote 
Out ran my pur pofe : and f returnd the rather 3 
For that I heard the Clin ire and fall 0 f (Words 5 ■ 

An 1 Cafsio (ugh in oath, which till to night, 

I ne re might lay before: when i came b£ke 
For th.s was brictej found them c'ofe together, 

At blow and chruft^uen asagen tltey were, 

\\ hen you your felfe did part them. ^ 

More of this matter can I not report, 

forged 

Th© Cafsio did f >me little wrong ro him 
As men m nige ftnjke thofe that w , ft them beft, ; 
Ycc furi ly fi/sto, I bdeeuc rcceiu’d 
From him t;iat fled,fome Grange wdi-rdtv 

Which patience could not paffc. : ° * 

Oth. I know I ago. 

Thy honefty and loue doth mince this matter/' "... 
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^ T he Tragedy o/Oth ello 

Making it light to Cafsio : Cafsio, I lose thee. 

But neucr more be Officer of mine* 

Looke if my gentle loue benotrais a vp $ 

Enter Defdemona.jvtfA otberl» 

I*le make thee an example. 

<Def What’s the matter? _ - 
Oth. All’s well now fweeting: 

Come away toted : fir, for your hum, . 

My felfe willbe your furgeon i^eMm oft , 
r A(t0 looke with care about the Town-, 

Sfcncethofe.whomthi.v.lebraukd.firaaed. 

Come Deftlemona, th the Soldiers .ute, 

Tobauctlieic balms ftaber. »ak'd with ftp*. 
jag. What, ar e you hurt Leiutcnant- 
g £x it Iftfeoi e, Defdeaiona,<««i attendants. 

Caf. I, paft ail forgery. 

lag. Mary Heauen forbid. reputation: 

Caf Reputatiojj,reputation,oh I haloit y p 

T ha loft the immortall part fir of my felfe, _ 

IS what rsmaines isbcllUU, my reputation, 

l ago, my reputation. , k you had receiu’d fomc bo- 

lag. As l am an hone ft man, I tho & / thcn in RcpuUc ion t re- 
dily wound, there is more oftence in chat, w P ithoat ^eut, 

putation is an idle and moft rep g utation at all, vn- 

and loft without . whatman, there are wayes 

Lvoni fU£t0 

him againe, and he’s yours. . . t i icn to deceiue fo good a 

C.f. I will «thet fuetobeMpu-J, in<jirctKI officer. 
Commander, wiihfolightjo i . le fyvaeger, fweare? and 

Drunke? and fpeakeparrat an ^ doW Q t h 0 u muifible fpiritof 

difeourfe fuftian with one t, nriWn bv let vs call thee Diuell. 

What had he done to you? 

Caf I know not. - % l *l' 



the ^/loore of 'Venice. 
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lag. Iftpofsible? 

auSel/bT a lot nothing dffinfily; a 

9'JPJ U * but nothing wherefore. O that men (hould put an enemv 

withio^mieir’ijiea^^ 16 a , way , thc , ir braincs > wee fhould 
reaftSf’ s P UrCj anda PP laufe 5 transforme oar feluesinto 

couered? Vhy> buCyou 3renow well enough : how cameyou thus re,. 

A f*{‘ • It 5 ath Phas’d the deuill dr’unkenneffe, to glue place tote 

lag. Come, you are too feuere a morrder ; as the time the nt,** 

not £b o° n °f tH r Cou . n,rc )' fiandsj could heartily wift.VhfshaJ 
notfoberaJne, but finceiti, as it is, mend it, for your owne good 

afl'J "f ld aske hlm ror m y place againe, hec flail tell me I am s 
f " : srd ,; had 1 as man y mo mhes as Hydra, fuch an anfwere wou’d 
’ to bc ?°" a ftnfible man, by and by a foole ,aTd pSt^ 
adiuelh^ ! ,n0rdloatc cu PP e is vnbleft,«ud the ingnXncc is 

w dU/Oif PYria?° me) S °° d wine is 3 »°° o1 f amiliir creature, if it be 

£nd 8° od ld “ t «“'*.i <m- 

Of. I hatie well approou’d it fir, — I drunk c ? 

Generali , 1 1 My r.y fo in tbi, relprd, for tha th t S d™^,E 8* 
uc„ vp himfelfe to .he contemplation, marte Li devotemeitof her 
parts and graces. Confcffe your felfe freely to her irra^rnnfr 
ihee 11 iieipc to put you in your place a game • fbe isYo free fn i; ^ 
fo apt fo blefled a difpofition, that (he 

r T diU Phis broken ioy m b«vyeche 
you and her husband.mtreat her to fplintcr and mv fominpc o„ 0 ,„a 

.rn^Xforr 1 " 8 ’ thiS CTaCkeof l' 0 “ t 0“U 8«»' llronger 
Caf Y ou aduifc me welL 

cli { te f n “ ri R of . l0 “ e honell KrttffeV 

rff, 1 thinke ic freely , and betimes in the morning will I be' 
fach the vettuoo, Dtfdmtm, tovotetakeformet lam dlfperaS 

C fit 
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The Tragedy of Othtllo 

of ray fortunes, if they check e rae here, 
lag Y ou are in the ri ght : 

Good night Leiutenanc,i muft to the watch < 

Caf. Good night honeft Tago. Exit, 

fag. And what’s he th< n.that fayesl play the villainy 
Whi n this aduice is free I giue,an<3 honeft. 

Proball to thinking, and indeed the courfe, 

To win the Moore agen ? For tis raoft eafie 
The inclining Defdemoiut to fubdue, 

In any honeft luite (lie’s fram’d as fruitfuil, 

As the free Eiements : and then for her 

To win the Moore, wer t to renounce hisbaptifine. 

All leaks and fy mbols of redeemed fin, 

His foule is (o infetter’d to her lone, 

That (he may make,vnmake,doe what (he lift, 

Euen as her appetite (hall play the god 

With his weake fondion:ho w am I then a villame. 

To counfell Cafsio to this parrallell courfe, 

Dire&ly to his good ? diuimty of hell, 

When diuelis will their blacked fins put on, 

They d je fuggeftat firft with heaucnly fiiewes. 

As l doe now ; for whilft this honeft foole 
Plyes Defdemona to repaire his fortunes, 

And the for him,pleades ftrongly to the Moore ; 
lie poure this peftilence into his tare. 

That fhe re peaks h'm for her bodies lull ; 

And by. how much Ihe ftriues ro doe him good. 

She lhall vnd e her credit with the Moore* 

So will I tui ne her vertue into pitch. 

And out of her own goodnefte,make the net 
That (hall enmeft) them all: Enter Rodcrigo. 



wher.i^techafe.notlikc^tohunKM 

one that fillesvp the cry : my money is almoft fpenr,I ha bin to night 
exceedingly well cudgelid : I thinkc the ifiue will be, 1 (hall haut f® 
much experience tor my paines, andfoo mony at al., and w«n a 

little wit recurtie to V mtc. . 

lag. Ho w peorc aie they, that haue not Patience whac 
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the Moore of V enice. 

t 8r “ k S f 

And wit depends on dilatory time ^ Wl ’ tchcrafr » 
' CaJii0 has beaicn thee 

And thou,by that fmall hurt, haft calheir’d %r • 

Tho other things grow faire againft the fun ^ * 

Yet frmtes that blofome firft, will firftt J • * 

Content thy felfe a while ZS IS J? " pe 5 . 
PIeafure,and adion,makethe houresfeemelhort^ 1 
Re ire thee,goe where thou art billited 
Away I fay,tho U flialt know mGreEfc^ 

Nay get thee gon • Some things arc to be done 
My wife muft mouc for hi o • > 

Ilefet her on, /'«cohermift m , 

* ? hil 5’ ro draw Moore apart 



• r *««« iumpe,when he may CaL 
Soliciting his wife : I,that’s the wav 
Dull not dcuife by coldnelfc and delay 



Exeunt. 



A £lu$ 



3 • Sco?na 
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£«ter CafiiOjiwA eJHufitians. 

** Ma^toaas.^ 

How fir,, how ? 

& uSgXgfig wiod > 

Clo. o thereby hangs a taylc. 
r?' thereby hangs a rayle fir ? 

mafters ^ by '? 3Qy a WInde In ftmmenc that I know Rn 

Wtiut. tbSC fo^Jcnies fake^t^makc 0 no^raore^ioyk 
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i f o The Tragedy of Othello 

Boy. Well fir, we Will not. not bee heard, tot a- 

C/o. If youhaoeanytmiq c Generali doe* not 

j-aine, bat as they fay, to neare ®wu 4 «v, 

greatly care. < . 

Boy. WehanoneiuchFir. ; , va nifh 

Clo. Then put yourptpes m your bag, for lie away , g 
tare my honed friend i 

% No,i hhre not fm '^^^Tpecce ofgoid 
Caf- Pretheekteperpt^qi^J^-^J wi fe be 

{£22 \rilter “one «««*« * 1 f fa “° Ur ° f 

♦StTSMSfr «“> 

:ifi cr°0« good my friend : To happy time Pm- **“ CU - 

Is, that the will to vertooof 

I,; S r hk*nThS"yonprtr«.tly, 

A&deniTe amtanc to fe> 

Out of the way, that your co • * £ Xt t t - 

Ioewttae,r - 

*»• # 
SSXndhil^«M^^ ieSi 

And great affinity ,a^tl ^ pr0t eft»heloucsyou : 

To bring you in a §$ ine J 
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the Moore of Venice 

; C4/ Yeti befeech you, * . 

If you thinke fit,or that it may be done,' 

W,>h 7)?^ Wnta8 ? ° f fotne briefc difeourfe 
iVitn Defdemon* dlonc* 

Em. Pray you come in, 

I will befto^you where you (hall haue time 
To fpeake your bofome freely. * 

Caf. I am much bound to you. Exeunt, 

oth. fTcf'f 110 ’ Ugo r * Hdother G **tle*n. 

Andby him, doe mydufles tolhc sJate^ 1 ^ 6 * 

nfu S?”? 7 8 ood Lord ,Hs dot. 

Oth. This fortification Genelemen.fhall we fo’t > 

G»r. Wentaitevponyontiordnip ' L». 

Her Re. fu tir ? efd , emon f>Ca/Tio and EmiUia. 

All m^abmtS; && C ' M 1 *» 

As ' tnW * **« ■* >»*«*. 

As friendly as you were. ° 

Caf. Bounteous Madame, 

What euer (hall become oC^ichaelCafsi, 

Hee s neuer any thing butyour crueferuant.* 
o f. O fir,I thanke you, you doe loue my Lord • 

Youhaue knownehim long.and beyou weSaflur’d 
He fhall m ftrangeft,ftand no farther off, 

Then in a politique diftance. 

Caf I but Lady, 

That pollicy may either laflfo long. 

Or feed vpon fuch nice and warenfh diet. 

Or breed it felfe,fo out of circumftance, 

1 hat I being abfcnc,and my place fupplied, 

^ F % 
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q,z The Tragedy of Othello 

My Generali will forget my louc and feruice. 

Def. Doe not doubt that,before EmiBta here, 

I giue thee warrant of thy place ? allure thee. 

If I doe vow a fticndffiip, Ileperforme it. 

To the.laft Article : my Lord lhall ncuer reft, 
lie watch him tame, and talke him out of patience; 

His bed fhall feeme a fchoole,his boord a (nrifc, 

lie intermingle euery thing he does* 

with Cafsio’sioite ; therefore be merry Cajsfo, 

For thy foliciter (hall rather die. 

Then giue thy caufe away. 

Enter Othello,Iag<V»»d Gentlemen » 

Em. Madam, here comes my Loid. 

Caf. Madam, ile take my leaue. 

*Def. Nay Hay ,and heare me lpeake. 

Caf. Madam not now, I am very ill at eale, 

Y nfit for mine owne purpofe, . . Cafsio 

Def Welljdoeyourdifcretion, Exit caisio, 

lag. Ha,l like not that. 

Oth W hat doft thou fay? . . 

Z Nothing my Lord.or if, -I know not what. 
oS Was not that Cafsiopvted from my ’ Wife? 

L. Cafsio r ay Lori ?-nofure,I cannot thmke it, 

That he would ttealc away foguilty-hke, 

Seeing you corommg. 

Oth. Idoebeleeuetwashe. 

DeJ. How now my Lord, 

I haue been talking with a fuller here,. 

A man that languid) s inyout • difplcafurv. 

If 1 haue any grace or po«cr to moue you. 

That erres in ignorance, and not in cunnings 
I haue no iudgement in anhoncltiace, 

I pretheecali him backe* 
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the TKfoore of Venice, 

Oth. Went he hence now? 

Def Yes faith, fo humbled. 

That he has left part of his griefes with me. 

To differ with him ; goodLoue call him backe. 

Ot. Not now (vettDefdcmenfome other time 
Def. But lhal’t be fhortly ? 

Oth. The fooner lweet for you. 

Def Shaft be to night at fupper ? 

Oth. No, not to night. 

Def To morrow dinner then ? 

Otb. I fhall not dine at home, 

I meet the C 2 ptaines at the Cittadell. 

Def. Why then to morrow night, or tuefday morne 
Ontuerday morne,or night, or wednefday morne 
I prethee name the time, but let it not 
Exceed three dayes : 'faith hce’s penitent. 

And yet his trefpaflfe.in our common rcafon, 

(Saue that they fay, the warres muft make examples. 
Out of her beft) is not almoft a fault, 

To incurre a priuate chccke : when (hall he come? 

Tell me Othello : I wonder in my foule, 

W hat you could aske me,that I ffiould deny ? 

Or ftand fo mam’ring on ? What M-chael Cafsio ? 

That came a wooing with you, and fo many a time 
When I haue fpoke of you difpraifingly , 

Hath tane your part, to haue fo much to doc 
To bring him in ? Truft me, I could doe much, — 

Oth. Prethee no more, let him come when he wifi, . 

I will deny thee nothing. 

Def Why this is not a boone, 

Tis as I fhouldintreat you veare yourgloues: 

Or feed on nourishing di(hes,or keep you wartne, , 

Or fue to you, to doe a peculiar profit 
To your owne perfon s nay, when I haue a futte, . 
Wherein I mcane ro touch vour loue indeed. 

It (hall be full of poife and difficult weight, 

And fearefull to be granted. 

Oth. I will deny thee nothing, . 
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'^4 The Tragedy of Othello 

Whereon I doe befeech thee grant me this, 

To leaue me but a little to my fclfe. 

Def. Shall I deny you? no, farewell my Lord. 

Oth. Farewell my Dtfdemona,V\c come to thee ftraighc? 
Def. Emilia, come, be it as your fancies teach you, 
What ere you be I am obedient - . Exeunt Def. and Em. 

Oth. Excellent wretc^i. perdition catch my foule. 

But i doe loue thee, and when I loue thee not. 

Chaos is come againe. 
lag. My noble Lord. 

Oth. What doeft thou fay logo ? 
lag. Did Michael C^fsio when you wooed my Lady, 
Know of your lone ? 

O th. He did from firft to laffc Why doeft thou aske? 
fag. But for a (atisfadion of my thought. 

No further harm?. 

Oth. Why of thy thought Tago ? 
lag. I did not thinke he had been aquainted with her. 
Oth. O yes, and went between vs very oft. 
lea. Indeed? , . , . 

Oth. Indeed? I indeed, dcfcern’ftthou ougnt in that ? 
Ishenothoneft? 

lag. Hone ft my Lord ? Oth. Honeft ? I honeft. 

fag. My Lord, for ought I know. 

Oth. What doeft thou thinke? 
lag. Thinke my Lord ? 

Oth. Thinke my Lord ? why doft thou ecchoe me. 

As if there were fome roonfter in thy thought, 

Too hideous to be (howne $ Thou doft meaoe fomethir.g s 
I heard thee fay but now,thou lik’ftnot that. 

When Cafsio left my wife : what didft not like ? 

And when I told chye.he was of my counfell, 

In my whole courfe of wooing, thou cridft indeed? 

And didft contrad, and purfe thy brow together. 

As if thou then hadft (hut vp in thy braine, 

Some horrible conceit : If thou doeft loue me. 

Shew me thy thought. 

f*g. My Lord you know I loue you. 



Oth. 
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the ^h/Loore of V enice. 

Oth . I thinke thou doeft, 

And for I know, thou arc full of loue and honefty, 

And weighed thy words,before thou giu’ft ’em breath 
Therefore thefc flops of thine fright me the more 5 
For fuch chings in a falfe difloy all knaue. 

Are tickes of cuftomej but in a man that’s iuft. 

They are dofe dilations, working from the heart, 

That paflion cannot rule. 

lag. For c Jtetchael Cafsio, 

I dare be fworne,! thinke that he is honeft. 

Oth. I thinke f© to. 
lag. Men fhould be what they feeme. 

Or ttiofe that be not, would they might feeme none 
Oth. Certaine,men (hould be what they feeme. 
lag. W hy then I thinke Cafsio' s an honeft man. 
Oth. Nay, yet ther's more in this, 

I ptechee fpeake to me,as to thy thinkings . 

As thou doeft ruminate,andgiue thy woift of thoughts 
The worft of words* 
lag. Good my Lord pardon me ? 

Though I am bound to cuery ad of duty, 

I am not bound to that all flaues are free to, 

Veter my thoughts t Why, fay they are vile and falfe : 
As where’s chat palIace,whcreir.to foule things 
Sometimes intrude noc? Wiio has a breaft fopure, 

But fome vneleaniy apprehinfions, 

Keepe leetes and law- dayes s and in fefsion fit 
With meditations lawful! ? 

Oth. Thou doft ccnfpire againft thy friend logo. 

If thou but thinkeft him wrongd^aud makeft his eare 
A ftrangcr to thy thoughts. 

lag. I doc befeech you. 

Though I perchance am vicious in my ghefle, 

(Asl confeftc it is my natures plague. 

To fpy into abufes,and oft my iealoufie 

Shapes faults that are not 1) that your wifedome yet 

From one that fo imperfedly conceits, 

Would take no notice, nor build your felfe a trouble, 
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4. <5 The Tragedy of Othello 

Out of my fcattering.and vnfureobferuance; 

It were notfor your quiet., nor your good. 

Nor for my manhood.honedy ,or wifedomc. 

To let you know my thoughts. 

Oth. What doft thou meane? 
lag. Good name in man and woman (aeere any Lord) 
Is the immediate Iewell of out foules : 

Who (leaks my purfe, (kales tra(h,m fomethiog, nothing, 
Twas mine, tis his, and has bin flaue to thousands ; 

But he that filches from me nay good name, 

Robs me of that, which not inriches him. 

And makes me poore indeed. 

Oth. lie know thy thoughts. # 

lag You cannot, if my h art were in y oar hand, 

Nor (hall not.whilft tis in my cuftody. 

far.' O beware (my Lord) of icaloufie 5 
It is a green ey d monfter, which doth mocke 
Th “ meat it f«ds on. That Cuckold hoe. in bits. 
Whocertaine of his fate,loucs not his wronger . 

But oh what damned minutes tells he ore. 

Who dotes, yet doubts, fufpeas,y et ftrongly loues. 

Oth. O mifery. . , ... ■ « 

lag. Poore and contends rich, aty* rich enough, 

But riches fineldfe,is as poore as winter. 

To him that euer feares he (hall be poore : 

Good heaucn,the foules of all my tube defend 

From iealoufie. 

Oth ■ Why, why. is this? 

Thinkft thou I ’de make a life of iealoufie . 

To follow ftill the changes of the Moonc 
With frelh (ufpitions ? No to be once in ou 1 , 

Is once to be refolu’d : exchange me for aGoate, 

When I (hall turnethe bufinefle of my foule 
To fnch exufflicate, andblowne lurcniles, # 

Latching thy inference s tis not to make me lealous, 

. To fay my wife isfaire/eedes well, loues company. 

Is free of fpeech, lings, pUyes, and dances well , 
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the Moore of Venice. 

Where vertue is, thefe are more vertuoHs : 

Nor from mine owne weake merits will I draw 
The fmalleft fcare,or doubt of her reuolt. 

For (lie had eies,and chofen me : no Jagg. 
lie fee before I doubt, when I doubt,proue. 

And on the proofe,there is no more 6utthis ; 

Away at once with loue or iealoufie. 

lag. I am glad of ir,for now I (hall haoe reafon 
To (hew the loue and duty that I beare you * 

With franker fpirit : therefore as I am bound 
Receiue it from me : Ifpeake not yet ofproofe 
Looke to your wife.obferue her well with Cafe • 
Weare your eie thus.not jealous, nor fecure, ' 

I would not haue your free and noble nature’ 

Out of felfe-bounty be abus’d, looke too t : * 

I know our Countrey difpofition well. 

In Venice they doe let Hcauen fee the prankes 
They dare not (hew their husbands: their bed confcicnce 
Is not to leaue’t vndonc,but keepe’e vnknownc, 

Oth, Doed thou fay fo? 

lag . She did deceiue her father marry ing you : 

And when (he feem'd to (hake and fcare your lookes. 

She lou’d them mod. 

Oth. And fo (he did. , 
fag. Why go too then, 

She that fo young, could giue outfuch a feeming. 

To feale her fathers eyes vp, clofe as Oake, 

He thought twas witchcraft • but I am much too blame j 
I humbly doe befeech you of your pardon. 

For too much louing you. 

Oth. I am bound to thee for euer. 

fag. I fee this hath a little dalht your fpirits. 

Oth. Notaiot,notaiot. 

Jag . Trud me, I feare it has. 

I hope you will confider ,what is fpoke, 

Comes from my loue abut I doe (ce you are troou’d, 

I am to pray ycu,notto draine my fpeach, 

-To groffer i(Tues,r ( or to larger reach, 

- G 
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^9' The Tragedy of Othello 

Then to fufpiiion. 

Oth. I will not.. 

lag. Should you doe fo my Lord, 

My fpeech (hould fall into fucb vile fucceffe, 

As my thoughts aime notat : Cajsio's my worthy fnends 
My Lord, I fee you are moou’d, 

Oth. No, not much moou’d, 

I doe not thinke but "D efdcmonds honeft. 

lag. Long liuefhefo,and long Hue you to thinke io. 
Oth, And yet bow nature erring from it felfe. 
fag. I,there’s the point ; as to be bold with you. 

Not to a fifed many propofed matches. 

Of her owne clime, complexion,and degree, 

Whereto we fee in all things, nature tends y 
Fie we may fmell in fuch a will molt ranke 3 
Foule difproportion.thoaghcs vnnaturall» 

But pardon me s I doe not in pofition, 

Diftin&ly fpeake of hcr,tho I may feare 
Her will recoyling to her better iu Igement, 

May fall to match you with her countrey formes. 

And happily repent. v 
Oth, Farewell, if more. 

Thou doeft perceiue,let me know more.let on 
Thy wife tooblerue ; leaueroe lago. 

J C% 

Sees, and knowes more, much more then he vnfoWs. 

la it My Lord, l would 1 tuigif mtecat your iwnou a 
To lean this thing no further ,leaue it to time. 

And though tis fit that Cafsio haue lns place, „ 

( For fure he fills it vp w ich great ability ,) 

Yet if you plcafc to hold him eft a vwue. 

You vhall bv thar,perceiue him and his meancs j. 

Note ifyour Lady ftraine her entertaiuemcnt, 
Withanv ftrongor vehement importunity. 

Much will be feene in that, in the meane tune. 

Let me be thought too bufic in my^arcs, 

(As worthy caufe I haue,to feare lam ■) 



And 



And hold her free, I doe befeech your honour. 

Oth. Feare not my gouememenr. 

lag, I once more take my leaue. r„', 

a ^ f fellowe’s of exceeding honefty 

And knowe* all quantities, with a learned fpin'c 

2 f h TT d f a i! ngs: 1(1 doe P f ooue her haggard 
Tho tliat her leffes were my deare heart ftrinL * 

I Je whittle he roffjand let her dewne the wind 2 
To prey at fortune. Happily/or I am blacke* 

And haue not thofe foft parts of conuerfation’ 

That Chambers haue,or for I am declind 
Into the vale of ycare$,yet that’s not much 
ihee s gone,I am abus’d, and my releife * 

Mutt be to loath her ? O curfe of marriage. 

That we can call thefe delicate creatures ours. 

And not their appetites : I had rather be a Toade, 

And hue vpon the vapor in a dungeon. 

Then keepe a corner in a thing I loue, 

For others vf es : yet tis the plague of great ones 
Prerogatiu’J are they leffe then the bal. ’ 

Tis defteny, vnlhunnable, like death i 

Euen then this forked plague is fated to vs, 

fcn!\ WC rTr' ^ uicken " D'fdemon* comes. 

If ihe be falfe,0 thenheauen mocks it felfe, 
lie not belceue it. * 

A^rDefdemona and Emillia, 

JDef. How now my deare Othello f 
Your dinner, and the generous Hander 
®y you inuited.doe attend your prefence. 

Oth, J am to blame. 

Why is your fpeech fo faint ? are you not well ? 
™ ,l,, aue , a P awe v P on roy forehead. heare. 

Dtp w hy that’s with watching.t'will awav aeaine • 
Let me but bind it hard, within this We y 8 

It will be well. 

Oth, Y our napkin is too little : 

Let it alone, come lie go in with you, 

I am very forry that you are not well 
r- Ga 
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50 The Tragedy, of O tliello 

Sntt I am glad I hauc found this;napVin, SxitOthi xnd DcC 
This was her firft remembrance from-the Moore, 

My wayward husband, hath a hundred times 
Wooed me to fteale it, but (he fo loues th^ token. 

For he coniur’d her, (he fhould euer keepe it, 

That Ihe refernes it euer more about her. 

To kilfoand talke to ; lleha the worke taneout. 

And giu’t I ago : what he’ldoc with it, 

Heauen knowes,not I, JS^rrlago. 

I nothing.but to pleafe his fantafie. 

Jao . How now, what doe you here alone ? 

Em. Doe not you chide.I haue a thing for you. 
lag. a thing.for me,it is a common thing— 

Em. Ha ? 

lag To haue a feolifh wife. 

Em. 0 ,is that all? what will you gme me now. 

For that fame handkerchiefe ? , 

lag. Whathandkerchiefe? < 

Em Whathandkerchiefe? 

Why that the Moore firft: gaue to Dtfdemona , 

That which To often y ou did bid me fteale, 

Jag. Ha’ftftoleitfromher? ' 

£m. No faith, ftie let i&drop.by neg!ig?nc 5 , 

An l to the aduantage,I,being here^ooke^twp a 
L ooke,hereitis. .. 

Ia?. \ good wench giue it me. • 

Em-. What will you doe wtth.it, 

That you haue bin fo earneft to haue me filch it ? ■ 
jao. why, what’s that to you ? . - : 

Em If’t be not for Pome purpole of import, 

Giue mee’r againe,poore Lady,fliec’ll run mad 

I will in Iod § in - lofe ^ ° apkl * 

And let him find it : T rifles light as ay re. 

Are to the iealous, confirmations ft j Qn 6 _ 



A«to the iealous, confirmations ftrQflg i . - - - ^ 

isproofesof holy Writ,thismay doefomething? ‘ 

The Moore already cban'ges with my po j ' Dan 
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Dangerous conceits are in their natures poifons, 

Which st the firft are force found to diftaft ; 

But with a little aft vpon rhe blood. Enter Othello, 

Burne like the mines of fulpbure : I did fay fo ; 

Look where he comes, not Poppy.nor Mandragora, 

Nor all the droufie firopps of the world,' 

Shall euer medccine thee to that fweet fleepe. 

Which thou owedft yefterday. 

Otb. Ha,ha,faIfetome,tonie? 

Jag. Why how now Generali? no more of that. 

Ot. Auant.be gon,thou haft fet me on the racke, 

I fweare.tis better to be much abus’d, 

Then but to know’c a little. 
fag. How now.my Lord? 

Or?. What fence had I of her ftolne houresoflufts 
I faw’c not, thought ic not.it harm’d not me, 

I fltpr the next night well.was free.and merry $ 

I found not Cafsio's kiffes on her lips ; 

He that is rob’J.not wanting what is ftolne. 

Let him not know’c, and hee’snot rob’d at all, 

Jag. I am forry to heare this. 

• Otb. I had bin happy if the general 1 Campe, 

Py oners, and all.bad tafted her fweet body. 

So I had nothing knowne : O now for euer 
Farewell thetranquile mind,farewell content 5 
Farewell the plumed troope,and the big warres. 

That makes ambition vertue : O farewell, 

Fart well the neighing Steed, and the fhrill Trumpe, 

The fpirit-ftirring Drumme.the care.peircing Fife, 

The royall Banner, and all quality. 

Pride, pompe,and circumftance of glorious warre. 

And.Oyemortall Engines, whofe wide throates. 

The immortal Jones great clamors counterfeit 5 
VArewe\\fOtheHoe‘s Occupation’s gone. 

Jag. 1ft pofsible my Lord ? 

Otb. Viliaine, before thou proue my Loue a whores . 

Be fure of it, giue me the ocular proofe, 

Or by the worth of my eternall foule, 

5 ^ -Cl'- * Thou 
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< The < Tragedy of Othello 

Thou hadft bin better hine been borne a dog, 

Then aqfweremy wak’J wrath. 

Jag. I ft come to this? 

O t. Make me to fet'c.or at the !eaft fo proue it. 

That the probation,beare no hinge,nor loopc, 

To hang a doubt on : or woe vpon thy life. 
lag. My noble Lord. 

Oth. If thou doeft (lander her. and torture me, 

Neuer pray morc,abandon all remorce s 
On horrors head, horrors accumulate : 

Do deeds, to make heauen weepc, all earth arcaz’J, 

For nothing canft thou to damnation adde,greater then that. 

lag. O grace, O heauen defend me. 

Are you a man.haue you a foule orfence ? 

God buy you,takemy office,— G wretched foole, 

That liueft to make thine honefty a vice ; 

0 monftrous world,take note,take note O world. 

To be dired and honeft,is not fafe, 

1 thanke you for this profit. and from hence, 

He loue no friend, fince loue breeds fuch offence. 

Oth . Nay ftay ,thou Ihouldft be honeft 
lag* I Ihould be wife, for heneftie’s afoole. 

And loofesthat it workesfor. 

Oth. By the world, 

I thinke my wife be honeft. and thinke (he is not, 

I thinke that thou art iuft,and thinke thou art not* 
lie haue fome proofe : her name that was as rreln 
As Dions vifage,is now begrimd,and blacke 
As mine owne face s If there be cords,or kniues, 

Poyfon,or fire,orfuffocating ftreames. 

He not endure it : would l were fatiffied. ^ 
lag. I fee fir, you are eaten vp with paffion, 

1 doe repent me that I put it to you j 
You would be fatisfied. 

Oth. Would, nay ,1 will. 

Jag. And may, but how, how fatisfied my Lord. 

Would you, the fuperuifion groffely gape on. 

Behold her topt? 






Oth, 



the ('SKd' 007' c of V ciiicc, 

Oth. Death and damnation — oh. 
lag. It were a tedious difficulty I thinke, 

J o bring cm to chat profped.da® cm then. 

If euer morrall eyes did fee them boulfter 
More then their owne ; what then, how then 5 
What Ihall I fay ? where's fatisfadion > 

It is impoffible you Ihould fee this, 

ZZVllVT™** ashotas Monkies , 

As fait as Wolues in pnde.and fooles as qroffe ' 

As ignorance made drunke : But yet I fav, 

^P^nand ftrongeircum fiances, 

Which leade diredly to the doore of truth. 

Will giue you fatisfaclion,you may ha'c. 

Ot. Giue me a liuing reafon,that (he’s difloyall. 

la £> I doe not like the office. 

But fith I am enter’d into this caufe fo farre 
Pricktto’c by foolilbhonelly and loue, *" 

I will goe on : I lay with Gajsio lately 

Thfr^?, 8 T^ !cd r Wirh / ragin S tooth, Icouldnot fieepe, 

There are a kind ofmenfoloofe of foule, * 

That in their fleepes will mutter their affaires. 

One of this kind is Cafsto: 

In fleepe I heard him fay. Sweet Defdemtna, 

Let vs be waryficc vs hide our loues ; 

And then fir would he gripe and wring my hand, . 
try ouc,(wcet creature, and then kiffe me hard, , 

As it he pluckt vp kiffes by the rootes. 

That grew vpon my lipSjthcn layed his leg 
Ouer my thigh, and %b’d,andkifled.and then 
Gried,curfed fate,thar gaue tbce-to the Moore. 

Oth. OmonftFous/nonftrous. 

Jag. Nay, this was but his dreame. 

Oth. But this denoted a fore-gon conclafion 
Tis a Ihrewd doubt cho it bebuta'dreame, * 
lag. And this may hclpe to thicken other proofes, 

I hat doe demondrate thinly . 

Oth. lie teare her all to pccces. 

Ug. Nay,but be wife,yet we fee nothing done. 
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54 , T he Tragedy of Oth ello 

She may be honeft yet : tell roe but this, 

Haue you not fometttr.es feene a handkerchiefe. 

Spotted with ftrawberries in your wines hand? 

Oth. I gaue her fuch a one,twas my hrlt gift. 
jag. i know not that, but fueh a handkerchiefe 
I am fure it was your wiues,did I to day 
See Cafsio wipe his beard with. 

Oth. If’tbethat. 

las. If it be that, or any.it was hers, 

It fpeakes againft her, with the other prootes. 

Oth. O that the flaue had forty thoufand liues, 

One is too poore, too weake for my reuenge : 

Now I doe fee tis true,looke here Iago, 

All my fond loue.thus doe I blow to heauen,- tis gone. 
Arife blacke vengeance from thy hollow Cell, 

Yeeld vp O Ioue thy crowne,and hearted Thione, 

To ty rranous hate,fwell bofome w ichthy fraught. 

For tis of Afpic’ks tongues. he kneeles. 

Jag. Pray, be content. 

Oth. O blood, f*go, blood. 

jag. Patience I fay, your mind perhaps may change. 
Oth . Neuer Iago; 

LiketothcPwt/c^Sea, 

Whofe icy current and compulfiue courle, 

Ne’r feels retiring ebbe,but keepes due on. 

To the Tropontick . and the Hellefpent : 

Eucn fo my bloody thoughts.with violent .pace 
Shall neVe looke backe,ne’re ebbe to humble .ouc, 

Till chat a capeable and wide reuenge 
Swallow them vp. Now by yond marble Hcauen, 

In the due reuerence of: a facred vow, 

I here ingase my words. 

,1 Dm no! rift yet: . L I ago *?«''• 
Witnefle the euer-burning lights aboue, 

'{ ou Elements that clip ys round about ; 

/Vitndle that here, Iago doth gme vp 

The execution of his wit.Jnnd, heart, , 

To wrong’d Othdiee's feruice : let him command, 
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And to obey, (hall be in me rcmorce, 

What bloody worke foeuer. 

Oth I greet thy loue ; 

No* with raine thanks, but with acceptance bounteous. 

And will vpon the inftant put thee to’c, 

W ithin the fe three dayes,let me hcarc chee fay 
That Cafsio’ t riot aline. J * 

lag. My friend is deads 
Tis d me as you rcqucft,but let her Hue. 

Oth. Dam her lewd minks ; O dam her, 

Com r,goc with me spirt, l will withdraw. 

To furnilhmc with fomefwife meanes of death, 

For the faire deuill : now art thou my Leiutenant, 

lag, I am your owne for suer. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Dddemona,Emil!aW^« <:/«*»*. 

Def. Doc you know iirra, where the Leiutenant CWrwlies? 

Clo. I dare not fay he Iks any where. 

Def. Why man ? 

Clo. He is a Soldier, and for one to fay a Soldier !ies,is Tubbing. 

Def. Go to.where lodges he ? ° 

Clo. To tell you where helodges,isto tell you wherel lie. 

Def. Can any thing be made of this? 

Clo. I know not where he lodges, and for me to deuife a lodging 
and fay lie lies there, were to lie in mine owne throate. 

Def Can you enquire him out, and be edified by report? 

Clo. I will cathechize the world for him, that is,make queftions 
And by them anfwer. 

Def. Seekchim, bid him come hither, tell him I haue roouedmy 
Lord in his behalfe.and hope all will be well. f 

Clo. To doe this, is within thecompaife of mans witteand there- 
fore lie attempt the doing of it. Exit 

Def. W here Ihould I loofe that handkerchiefe Emi&ia ? 

Em. I know not Madam. 

Def. Bdeeuc me,J had rather loofe my purfe 
Full ofCrufadoes : and but my noble Moore 
Is true of mind,and made of no fuch bafenefle. 

As icalous creatures are, it were enough 
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5 6 W] he Tragedy of Othello 

To pnt him tolill thinking. 

Em. Ishenotiealous? 

•Def. who he ? I thinke the Sun where he was borne. 
Drew all fuch humors from him* Enter Othello. 

Em. Looke where he comes. 

Den I will not lcaae him now, , 

Till Cafsio be cald to him : how is it with you my Lord ? 

Oth. Well my good Lady : O hardneffe to diflemblc s 
How doe you Defdemona? 

Off Giue n^y our hand, this hand is moiftmy Lady. 
Def. It yet has felt no agemor knowne no f° r tow. 

O t h. This argues fruitfulneffe and hberall heart. 

Hot hot and moyft.this hand of yours requires 
A fcquefter from liberty ; fafti»g and praying, 

Much c^fti2^tion,€xercire dcuout * 

For here’s a young and fweatingdeuill here, 

That commonly rebels : us a good hand, 

Afrankeone. 

Def. You may indeed fay lo. 

For twas that hand that gaue away roy heart. 

Oth. A Uberall hand,the hearts of old gaue hands, 

Oth. I haue a fait and fuilenrhumc offends me. 

Lend me thy handkerc'niefe. 

Def Here my Lord. 

Oth. That whi hi gaue you. 

Def. I haue it not about me. 

-Oth. Not. 

'Def. No indeed my Lord. 

Oth Thatsa fault: that handkerchicfe 
Did an Egyptian to my noGther gme, , 

T would make her amiable, and fubdue my father 
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Intlrely to her Ieue : But if flie loft it. 

Or made a gift of it 5 my fathers eye 

Should bold her loathed, and his fpirits flioold hunt 

After new fancies : She dying, gaue it me. 

And bid me, when my face would haue me wiue. 

To g?ue it her ; I did fo,and take heed ©n’t,. 

Make it a darling,like yoor precious eye. 

T o loofejOr giue’e a way,were fuch perdition. 

As nothing elfe could match. 

Def. Fft poflible ? 

. Pi b \,V s 'pe/hefs magicke in the web of it, 

ASybellthathad numbred in the world. 

The Sun to courfc twohundred compafles. 

In her prophetique fury.fowed the worker 
The wormes were hallowed that did breed the fillce 
And it was died in Mummy .which the skillfull * 

Conceruc ofMaidens hearts* 

Def. Indeed, i* ft true ? 

Ot h. Moft veritable, therefore looke to’t well, 

Def. Then would to God that I had neuer feene it. 

Oth. Ha, wherefore? 

P e f Why doe you fpeake fo ftartingly and raft ? 

I)ej: Efeffevs ^ 8 ° ftC ? fpeake » is ie out 0>the v*ay ? 

Oth. Say you? 

Def. It is not loftjbut what and if it were ? 

Oth. Ha. 

Def. I fay it is not loft, 

Oth. Fetch’Cjlcenaefeeie, 

Def. Why fo I can fir,buc I will not now. 

This is a tncke,to put me from my fuitc, 

I pray let Cafsio be receiu’d againe. 

Oth. Fetch me that handkerchicfe, my mind mifgtoe*. 

D e. Gome, come, y ou’l neuer meet a more fuflkient matt. 

Oth. The handkerchicfe. 

Def A mars, that all his rime 
Hath founded his good fortunes on your loue. 

Shar’d dangers with you, 

H? Oth. 
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5$T The Tragedy of Othello 

Oth. The handkerchiefe. 

Def. In foothyou arc too blame. 

Otb. Away. Exit. 

Em. Is not this naan iealous? 

Def I nere faw this before : 

Sure ther’s fome wonder in this handkerchiefe, , 

I a m moft vnhappy in the Ioffe of it. 

Enter Iago tend Caflio. 

Em. Tis not a yeare or two ffiewes vs a man* 

They are all but ftomacks, and we all but foodc j 
They eate vs hungerly.an d when they are full. 

They belch vs ;looke you t Cafsio and my husband. 

lag. There is no other way,tis ihe muff doe it. 

And loc the happineffe,goe,and importune her. 

Def. How now good Ca/xio, whats the newes with you i > 

Caf. Madam.my former fuite : 1 doe befeech you, 

That by your vertuous meanes.I may againe 
Exift,and be a member of his loue. 

Whom I .with all the office of my heart, 

Intirely honour.I would not bedelayed; 

I f my off nee be of fuch mottall kind. 

That not my ferine pal't.nor prefent forrowes, 

Nor purpos’d merrit in futurity. 

Can rantome me into his loue againe, 

But to know fo, mull be my benefit, 

So (hall I cloath me in a forc’d content, 

And ffiut my felfc vp in fome other courfe, 

Tofortunesalmes* 

T>tf. Alas thrice gentle Cafsio, 

My aduocation isnot now intune; 

My Lord is not my Lord, nor flvuld I know hir% 

Were he intauour.as > in humor altred : 

Sohelpe me,euery fpiritfonftified. 

As I hauefpoken for you all my beft. 

And ftood within the blanke ofhisdifpleafure, 

For my free fpeech : you muff a while be patient, 

What 1 can doe I will,and more I will 

Then for my felfc I date, let that fuffice you* ^ 
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the (SKToore of Venice, 

Is my Lord angry ? 

Em. He went hence but now, 

And certainely in ftrangc vnquietneffe. 

lag. Can he be angry ? I haue fetne the Cannon 
When it hath blowne his rankes into the ay re'* * 

And ('like the deuill)* from his very arm:, 

Pufc his owne brother,and can he be angry ? 

Something of moment then : I will goe meet him 
There’s matter in’c indeed.if he be angry. 

Def I prethee doe fo : fotnething fare of State 
Either from Venice ,01 fome vnharcht pradice * 

Made demonftrable here in Cipres to him. * 

Hath pudled his cleere fpirit.and in fuch cafes. 

Mens natures wrangle with inferiour things, * 

Tho great ones are the obitd, 

Tis euen fo ; for let our finger ake. 

And it endues, our other healthful! members, 

Euen to thar fenfe of paine ; nay, we muff thinke. 

Men are not gods. 

Nor of them looke for fuch obferuances 
As fits the Bridall : before w me much Emilia, 

I was (vnhandfomc warrior as I am) 

Arraigning his vnkindneffe with my foule ; 

But now 1 find,i had fubbornd the witneffe. 

And hce’s indited fa’fly. 

£ m. Pray heauen it be State matters as you thinke. 

And no conccption,nor no iealous toy 
Concerning \ ou. 

Def. Alas the day,I neuer gauc him caufe. 

Em. But iealous foules will not be anfwcrcd fo. 

They are not cuer iealous for the caufe. 

But iealous for they are iealous : tis a monfler, 

Begot vpon it felfe, borne on it felfe. 

Def. Heauen keepe that monitor from Othello's mini 
Em. Lady, Amen. 

Def I will goe feeke him, Cafsio walke hereabout, 

Ifl do. findehim fit, Ik mouc yourfuite. Exeunt Defd 

And feeke to cSed it to my vttemnoft. and Emillia. 
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6o The Tragedy of Othello 

Caf. I humbly thanke your Ladifliip* Ettttr Bianca. 4 
Tian. Saucyoufricn dCafsto. 

Caf. What make you from home ? 

How is it with you my moft faire "Bianca ? 

Indeed fwect loue I was comming to your houfe. 

TU. And I was going to your lodging C a fe‘° S 
What keepe a weeke away ?feuen daies and nights, 

Eightfcore eight houres,and louers abfent houres. 

More tedious then the dialUeightfcorc times. 

Oh weary reckoning. 

Caf. Pardon me Bianca, 

I haue this while with leaden thoughts bin preft. 

But 1 (ball in a more continuate time. 

Strike off this fcore ofabfence: fweet B Utica, 

Take me this worke out. 

TU. Oh fitfsio, whence came this ? 

This is fome token from a newer friend 
To the felt abfence,now I feelc a caufe, 

1*A come to this f well,weil. 

Caf. Go to woman, 

Throw your vile ghefles in the deuills teeth, 

From whence you haue them, you are lealous now. 

That this is from fome Miftris/ome remembrance, 

No in good troth Bianca. 

Bia . Why,whofe is it ? 

Caf. I know not fweet, I found it in my chamber, 

I like the worke well,ere it be demanded. 

As like enough it vvill,rde haue it coppied. 

Take ic,and ao’t,and leaue me for this time. 

TU.' Leaueyou,wh£refore? 

Caf, I doe attend here on the Generali, 

And tiiinke it no addition, nor my wifh. 

To haue him fee me woman’d. 

Th. Why I pray you? 

Caf. Not that 1 loue you not. 

Bia. E uc chat you doe not loue me : 

I pray you bring tne on the way a littlf , 

And fay, if I (hall fee you foone at night. 



the Moore of Venice. 

Caf. Tis but a little way that I can bring you. 

For I attend hcre,but lie fee you foone. 7 

Bia. T is very good, Imuft be circuroftanc’d, 

A £1 its 4. Scot nd 1 . 

Eater Iago and Othello. 

**£• /‘TyTHlyouthinkefo? 

V V Oth. Thinke Co /ago^ 
lag. Whatjtokiffeinpriuate? 

Oth. An vnauthoriz’d kiffe. 

lag. Or to be naked with her friend abed. 

An houre,or more, not meaning any harme ? 

Oth. Naked a bed Iago , and notmeane harme ? 

It is hipocrifie againft the deuill : 

They that'meane vertuoufly,and yet doe fo. 

The deuill their vertue tempcs.and they tempt hcauen. 

Jag. Soe they doe nothing, ris a veniall flip : 

But if 1 giue my wife a handkerchicfc. 

Oth. What then? 

lag. Why then tis hers my Lord, and being hers 
She may,! thinkcjbeftow’c on any man. 

Oth . She is proteftrdfe of her honour too 
May (he giue that ? 

Jag. Her honour is an eflence that’s not feene. 

They haue it very oft, that haue it not 
Bur for the handkerchicfc. 

Oth. R a heauen, I would moft gladly haue forgot it t 
1 hou faidft (O it comes ore my memory. 

As doth the Rauen o’re the infected houfe. 

Boding to all.) He had my handkerchkfe. 
lag. I, what of that ? 

Oth. That’s not fo good now. 
lag. What If I had faid I had feen him do you wrong? 
Or heard him fay, (as knaues be fuch abroad. 

Who hauing by their owne importunate fuite. 
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The Tragedy of Othello 

Or voluntary dotage of fome miftris, 

Coniured,or fopplied them.cannot chufe, 

But they mud blab.) 

Oth. Hath he faid any thing? 

lag. He hathmy Lord, but be you well afiur’d. 

No more then hee’l vnfweare. 

Oth. What hath he fayd ? 

jag. Why that he. did —I know not what he did. 

Oth. What? fag. Lye. 

Oth. With her? 

Jag. With her.on her, what you will. 

Oth. Lie with her, lie on her ? We fay lie on her, wbenthey bely 
her j lye with her, that's fulfome, handkei chiefs, confession, hand- 
kerchiefs : to conf(te,and be hang’d for his labour,fi ft to be oang d, 
and then to confute ; 1 tremble at it : Mature would not inueft her- 
felfe in fuch ftudowing palsion, without fome inftru&ion s It is not 
words that (hakes me thus, (pifb) notes, tares, and lippes : Is c possi- 
ble . ? confefle ? band kerchieft ? O deuill. Fades in a trance. 

fag. Worke on my medicine, worke: thus credulous fooks are 
caught,and many worthy a : ’.d chad Dames, cuen thus (all guilt Kite.} 
meet reproach ; What ho my Lord, my Lord I fay, Othello, how 
now Cafsio ? Enter Cafsio- 

Caf What’o the matter? 
lag. My Lord is falne into an Epihpfy, 

This is his fecond fit, he had one yefterday. 

Caf. Rub him about the temples. 
lag. No.forbcare, 

The Lethargie mull haue his quiet courfe. 

If nor, he foames at mouth,and by and by 
Breakes out to fauage madnclte ; looke,he (fittest 
Doe you withdraw your felfc a little while, 

He Will recouci ftraighc ; when he is gone, 

I would on great cccafion fpeake with you. 

How is it Generali, haae you not hurt your head? 

Oth. Dod thou mocke mef Exit Caf. 

lag. Imockeyou? nobyheauen. 

Would you would beare your fortunes like a man. 

Oth. A horned man’s a monfter,and a 6eaft. 

Ia &' 



mm 



10 



20 



30 



40 



50 



60 



70 




100 
III 



110 









the <£\£oore of Venice. 

lag. There’s many a beaft then in a populous City 
And many a ciuill monfter. v 

Oth. Didhe confefle ? 
lag. Good fir be a man, 

Thinke euery bearded fellow, that's but yoak’d 
May draw with you, there’s millions now aliue 
n L Ig L htIy ,ye In thofe vnproper beds, * 

Which they dare fweare peculiar t your cafe is better • 

0 tis the fpite of hell, the fiends arch mocke, 
j o lip a wanton in a fecure Couch, 

And to fuppofe her chafte J No, let me know. 

And knowing what I am, I know what (he fhail be. 
Oth. O thou art wife, tis certaine, 
lag . Stand y ou a while apart, 

5?° l - i 1 e your but in a Patient lift : 

WhUft you were here orewhelmed with your griefe 

( Apaffionmoft vnfittingfuchaman.) ' 

Cafsio came hither,I (hifted him away. 

And Jayed good feufe vpon your extafy* 

Bad him anon retire, and here fpeake with me, 

1 he which he promis’d : But incaue your felfe. 

And marke the geeres,the gibes, and notable fcornes, 
i hat dwell in euery region of his face $ 

For I will make him tellthe tale anew. 

Where, how,how oft,how long agoe,and when. 

He has, and is againe to cope your wife : 

I fay, but marke his ieafture,raary patience, 

Or I fhail fay, you are all in all, in fpleene. 

And nothing of a man . 

Oth. Doll thou heare Iago y 
I will be found moft cunning in my patience ; 

But doeft thou heare, moft bloody. 

lag That’s not aroific s 
But yet keepe time in all : will you withdraw ? 

Now will I queftion Cafsio of 'Bianca ; 

A hufwife,that by felling her defires, 

Buyes her felfe bread and cloathes j it is a creature. 

That dotes on Caf to ; as tis the (trumpets plague 
^ I 
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6^ 'TbeTragedy o/' Othello 

To beguile many ,and be beguil’d by one Enter Ca£ 

He, when he heares of her, cannot refrair.e 
From the excefll* of laughter : h-re he comes : 

As he fiiall fmile,GfjE)«fi« (hill goe maJ, 

And his vnbookifh iealoutte mult confter 
Poore Cafsia's (rniles,geftures,and light behaniour, 

Quite in the wrong : How doe younow Leiutenant ? 

Caf The woifer that you gitic me cheaddition, 

Whofe want cuer. kills me. 

Jag. Ply Dtfdemona well, and you are fare on’t. 

Now,ifthis fuite lay in ’Biancas power. 

How quickly (hould you fpced. 

Caf. Alas poore caciue. 

Oth, Looke how he laughes already, 

Jag. I neuer knew a woman loue man fo. 

Caf Alas poore rogue, l thinke indeed (he loues me, ' 

Otb. Now he denies it fa!ntly,and laughes it out. 
lag. Doe you heare Cafsio ? 

Otb Now he importunes him to tell it on j. 

Goe to, well faide. 

Tag She giues it out that you (hall marry her, , 

Doe you intend it ? 

Caf. Ha,ha,ha. 

Oth. Doe you triumph Roman,doe you triumph ? 

Caf I marry her ? what ? a Cuftomcr ; 

3 prethee beare fome charity.-to my wit. 

Doe not thinke it fo vnwholefome : h3,ha,ha. 

Otb. So $ fo,fo,fo,thcy laugh that wins. 

Jag. Why, the cry goes,th3t you (hall marry, her, 

Caf. Prethee fay true. 
lag. I am a very villaine elfe. 

• Oth. Ha you fcoarkl me ? well, 

Of. This is the monkies own gi«i«g 5 fne is perfwaded r will 
marry her,out of her own loue and flattery .not out of my promife, 
Oth. Jagt beckons me, now hebiginsthe dory. 

Caf. She was heerc euen now, (he haunts me in eucry place, I was 
tothcr day talking on the fea banke with certaine Venetians, and thi- 
ther comes this bauble.fals me thus about my necks, 

- " - * - Oth 
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Before me, looke where (he comes ^ ¥ ° €me? Bianca > 

***"«<~‘ "■« *,yo» 

by lliac.&me yoa aauem™” ‘ ' Vlut di<i ym 

foole to take it ; I mutt take out the wo?ke a H? f , °' W ?iwasa fi °e 
that you (hould find dcin i0 ur cLm^r J k y , peCCe ot Worke » 
there: this isfome minxes*^ 

ot 

eomcwhmX^ 

Ki ter her, after her, 

Caf I mutt (heel raile i’the ftreee eke, 
la g* You fop there. 

- Caf, Ycs.f intend fo, 

wi^n„ WdU mr ehan< * X wouMvery fiine fpat, 

t *f Prethe come, will you? 

% Goe to fay no more. i?j, , 

Oth How (hall 1 murder him Iag«f 1 * 

ofi, o S pcrc£1 ^ how hs l^ghed at his vice f 

oi 

■ .> :.;j my 
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£6 The Tragedy of Othello 

my' hand: O the world has not a fweeter creature, Ihc might lie by an 
Emperours fide, and command him taskes. 

\ O l th ^lang her^ Tdo^°notTaywhat fhe is ; So delicate with her 
JSt an^dmirable mufitian; O fhe will fing the fauageneffe out 

of a Be’are ; of fohye andplenteons wit and muention. 

h? Shee’s the worfe for all this. , 

Oth. A thoufand thoufand times : and men of fo gentle a con- 
dition. 

tffi^Nay fhats e certaine,but yet the pitty of it lago, oh the nitty. 
Ia/. 1 f y ou be fo fond oucr her iniquity ,giue her patent to offen s 
for if it touches not you, it comes neere no bo ^y. 

Oth. I wilt chop her into rncffes,— cuckold me . 

Ia<r. 0,tisfoule in her. 

Oth. With mine Officer. 

G*ct mefome poifon night lit nee cxpoltalae with 

her leftStbSySl^"'? vSptouitfcmy m .nd«gen, thought 

U %. Doe it not with poifon, ftrangle her in her bed,euen the bed 

c“ C ithe Mice of it very good. _ 

j. An J for <5fm, let me be hi. vndertller t you Ml heart more 

by midnight AT,u»,'f 

Enter Lodouico, Defdemona, and Attendants. 

Oth. Excellent good: 

What Trurobet is that fame? . ' . . 

lag. Some thing from Venice Cure ; tis ^dmtco 

Come from the Duke, and fee,your wife is withhim* 

Lod. Saue you worthy Generali. 

Oth. With all my heart fir. 

Lod. The Duke and Senators of r<#*ce greet you. 

Oth. I kiffe the inftrument of their pleafures. . 

Def. And what’s the newes good coufen Lodoutco 
Jag. I am very giad to fee you Seignior *; / n 
welcome to Cyprus,, 
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the Moore of Venice. 



Lod. I thanke you, how does Leiutenant Cafsio ? 
lag. Liues fir, 

< Z)c/7Coufen, there’s falne between him and my Lord, 
An vnkind breach, but you (hall make all well. 

Oth. Are you furc of that ? 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth. This faile you not to doe, as you will. — 

Lod. He did not call, hee’s bufie in the paper : 

Is there Diuifion twixt my Lord and Cafsio ? 

■ Def Amoft vnhappy one, I would doe much 
To attone them, for the loue [ beare to Cafsio. 

Oth. Fire and Brimftone. 

Def My Lord. 

Oth. Are you wife? 

Def. What, is he angry ? 

Lod. May be the letter mou’d him ; 

For as I thinke,they doe command him home. 

Deputing Cafsio in his gouernement. 

Def. Truftme,lamgIadon t t. 

Oth. Indeed. 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth, lam glad to fee you mad. 

Def How fweet Othdto J 
Oth. Deuill. 

Def, I haue not deferu’d this. 

Lod. My Lord, this would not be beleea’d in Venice. 

Tho I fhould fweare I faw’c tis very much, 

Make her amends,flie weepes. 

Oth. O Deuill, Deuill, 

Ifthat the earth could teeme with womens teares. 

Each drop fhe falls, would proue a Crocadile : 

Out of my fight. 

Def. I will not flay to offend you. 

Lod. Truly an obedient Lady : 

I doe befeech your Lordlhip, call her backe. 

Oth. Mi ft re fie. 

Def My Lord. 

Qth, What would you with her fir ?j 

’ • 1 3- 
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Lod , Who,Imy Lord/ 

Oth. I, you fid wi(h chat I Would make her turtle s 
Sir (he can turne,and turne,andyet goe on, 

And turne againe, and (lie can wee pc fir, weepe 5 
And {he’s obedient, as you fay .obedient. 

Very obedient * proceed you in your teares. 

Concerning this fir : O Weil painted pafsion ? 

I am commanded home : — gec you a way, 
lie fend for you anon : — Sir, I obey the mandat. 

And will returne to Venice .1 — hence.auant, 

Cafsio (hall haue my place ; and fir to night 
I doe intreat that we may fup together, 

You are welcome fir to Cypna , — goates and monkies. Exit. 

Lod. Is this the noble Moore .whom our foil Senate 
Cal! all in all fufficient,; This the noble nature. 

Whom paflfion could not fhake ? Whofe folid vertue. 

The (hot of accident, nor dare of chance 
Could neither graze nor peirce ? 

Jag. H e is much changed. 

L od. Are his wiesfafe ? is he not light of brains ? 
lag. He's that he is,I may not breath my ceofure. 

What he mightbe,if what he might, he is not, 

I would to heauen he were. 

Lod, What.ftrike his wife. 
lag. Faith that was not fo well ; yet would I knew 
That ftroakc would prone the word. 

Lod. Isirhisvfe? 

Or did the letters worke vpon his blood. 

And new creatctbis fault ? 

It is not honefiy in me to fpeakc 

What 1 h uc feeneandknownc ? you mall obferue 

And his owne courfe will denote him (b, 

That i may iaue my fpeech ; doe but goe after him. 

And marke how he cont irmes. 

L od. I am (orry that 1 am decem’d in him. Exeunt. 

Enter Othello W Eroiilia. 

Oth, You haue feene nothing, then*. .. < 
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1 he Tragedy of Othello 

Em Nor euer heard, nor euer did fofpeft 

ff Burden T°f U Ca ^ (he together. 

x T*- , u tn , cn \ b* no harme, and then I heard 
Each filbble that breath made vp berweene’em * 

Oth What, did thy neuer whifper ? 

Em. Neuer, my Lord. 

Oth. Nor fend you out o’the way f 
Em. Neuer. 1 

Oth. That’s ftrange. 

£ m. I durft my Lord, to wager (he is hone ft 
Lay downe my foule at flake : if you chinke other 
Remoue your thought, it doth abafe your bofom/ 

If any wretch ha put this in your head ™ * 

Let heauen require it with the Serpents curfc. 

For if (he be not hone ft, chafte.and true 
There’s no man happy, thepareft of their wines, 

Is foule as (lander. Fxit Cm L. 

Ok Bid her come hithcr.goe, **“ Emlh * 

She fayes enough, yet (he’s a Ample bawde 
That cannot fay as much: this is a fubtle whore 
A clofetj loeke au J key, of villainous fecrets * 
Andyetfoet’i kneeleand pray, I ha (eeneherdo’c 

T)tf y,. t 1 u mtT Dv ~ fdemona Md Emilia. . 

■Def. My Lord, what is your will ? 

Oth. Pray chucke come hither. 

Def. What is your pleafure? 

%ih e ;i mc L Cce IT c y es “i°°ke in my face. 

L)cf. What horrible fancy, s this ? 

Oth Some of your fun&ion Miftrifle 
Leaue prccreants alone, anb (hut the dore 
Coffe, or cry hem, if any body come, * 

Your miftery,yourmiftery ; nay difpatch. 

r D fu P °t n 7 kn . ccs > What ^ your fpeech import? 

I vndcrftandafiary myuur words * 

JB ur nor the words . 

Oth. VVfiy,what art thou? 

■ ■: ' vS 
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yo The Tragedy of Othello 

Def Your wife my Lordly our true and loyall wife* 
Oth. Come,fwcare it,dam thy felfe. 

Left being like one of heauen, the deuills themfelues 
Should feare to ceafe thee,therefore be double dambd j 
Sweare thou art honeft. 

Def. Heauen doth truely know ir. 

Oth. Heauen truely knowes,that thou art falfe as hell. 
Def To whom,my Lord, with whom ’ how am I falfe ? 
Oth. O Defdemona, away ,away, away. 

Def Alas the heauy day, why do you weeps ? 

Am I the occafion of thofe teares my Lord ? 

If haply you my father doe fufpeft, 

An inftrument of this your calling backe. 

Lay not your blame on me ; if you haue loft him, 

Why I haue loft him too. 

Oth. Had it pleas’d heauen 
To try me with affli&ion.had he rain’d 
All kindes of fores,and flhamcs on my bare head, 

Steep’d me in pouerty,to the very lips, 

Giuento captiuity,me and my hopes, 

I (hould haue found in fome part of my foale 
A drop of patience; but alas, to make me 
A fixed figure, for the time of fcorne, 

To point his flow vnmouing fjnger at — oh,oh, 

Yet could I beare that too,wcll>very well. 

But there, where I haue garner’d vp my heart, 

Where either I muft liue,or beare no life. 

The fountaine from the which my currant runnes, 

Or elfe dryes vp,to be difcardcd thence, 

Or keepe it as a cefterne,for foule Toades 
To knot and gender in : tarne thy complexion there, 
Patience thy young androfe-lip’d Cherubin, 

I here looke grim as Hell. 

Def I hope my noble Lord efteemes me honeft. 
Oth. O I,as fummers flies arein the Ihamblcs, 

That quicken eutn with blowing: . • 

O thou black weed, why art fo loucly faire ? 
Thoultoell’ft fofwcet, that the fence akes at thee, 

. v 
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The Tragedy of Othello _F: 7, 

W ould thou hadft ne’re bin borne. / 

tofu i! aS, '! ha r i S norant finne haue I committed ? 

Was ch, . s faire paper, this moil goodly bookc 

S t ? W 7 C ^ 1 h ° L re Vpo P ? — What committed ? 

Committed ; Oh thou publike Commoner; 

I ftould make very forgesof my checkes, 

Thatwould to, cinders burne vp modeftie, 

Heauenfllnfrh 6 lhy r dceds : * hat committed ? 

« ea S en “, ops * he , nofe ar ic > an d the Moone winkes- 
JJ? bawd ? ^ ^at kiflfes all « meets, * 

Is hulht within the hollow mine of earth 

”4' “taE 

Oth, Arc not you a ftrumpet ? ’ 

-tP'f' ^°*as I am a Chriflian : 

It to preferue this veffell for my Lord 
From any other foule vnlawfoll touch. 

Be not to be a ftrumpet, I am none. 

Oth. Whatnot a whore? 

De f No,as I (hall be faued. 

Oth. Iftpofljble? 

r £>ef. O heauen forgiuc vs. 

Oth. I cry you mercy then, 

I tooke you for that cunning whore of Feme, p nUv t_,;„ . 

That married with Othello : You miftriffe, C Eao,Illfc 

That haue the office oppofite to S. Peter, 

Andkeepes the gates in hell ; you,you,I,you j 
We ha done ourcourfe; there’s money for your paines 
pray you turne the key,and keepe our counfell. P Exit* 

Em ‘ Alas, what does this Gentleman conceiuc • 

r W ; S&r&W I'Ofd, Madam. 

Who is thy Lord ? 

He that is your$,fweet Lady. 

l ha none, doe not t^ke to me EmHU s 
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Exit. 



yz 

I cannot weepe,noranfwere haue I none, 

Blic what {hould got by water : pret'nee to night 
Lay on my bed my wedding (heed, remember. 

And call thy husband hither* 

Em. Here is a change indeed. 

Def. Tis meet I (hould be vfdefo,very meet. 

How haue I bin behau'd, that he might itickc 
The fmairft opinion on my lead mifufe. Enter Tago 
lag. What is your pleafure Madam? and Lmillia. 
How i’ft with you? 

*Dcf. I can not tell : thofs that doe teach young babes 3 
Doe it with gentle meane$,aod cade taskes ; 

He might ha chid me fo,for in good faith, 

I am a chtlde to chiding. 

Jag. Whac is the matter Lady? f ■ 

Era. Alas l ago, my Lord hathfobewnor d her* 
Throwne fuch defpite,and heauy termes vpon her. 

As true hearts can not beare. 

Km I that name f«go? 

Jaa What name faire Lady? 

Def. Such as (he fayes my Lord did fay I was. 

Em. He call'd her whore ; a begger in hisdanke. 
Could not haue layed fuch tearmes vpon his Caller. 

Jag Why did he fo? ^ . • 

Def. I do nor know, I am Cure l am none fuch. 

J* \ .. „ not?' 
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c vvccps>dov not vveep- s dsyo'. 

Em, Has lheforfookefo many noble marches, 



i^bnA 

omo snob fid aW 



Jag. D >: nor 

Em, l-Iasihe*— r -.~ ?i - 

Her Fatherland her Countrey , and nertriehd.. 

To be cald rHotfc? would it not imkttpnp weepe. 

‘Def. It is my wretched fortu e. 

/* Bcfc whim for cm* tr .cke vpon ta r 

Dtf. i>3ay,heauen doth know. : - ; r > 

Em. I will Btrhangd,if fomeeternall viHaine^ 

Some bufie and infmuating rogue, 

Some coagingjC' mfening fl iue,ro get fomeoffic , 

Haue not dcuilde.this ^ er>1 [J e . b f • i . . 

Jag Fic,there is no (uch man it is l npolsible. 

c ^Ifany ^ 
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the EM core of Venice. 

Why (told 

Sornc bate nocot.ous knMt,foiBcfciirpy fellow: 

7 hcaoen.thst fuchcorpauions thoudft vnfold 
And put in cuery honeft hand a whip * 

To laftvtne rafcall,«aked through the world 
Euen from the eaft to’ch weft, 4 

Jag. Speake within dores. 

Em. O fie vpon him ; fome fuch fquire he was. 

That turnd your wit,thcfeamy fide without ’ 

And made you to fufped me with the Moore 
lag. You are a foole.goc to. 

O good I ago. 

What (hall 1 doe to win my Lord againe ? 

Good friend goe to him, for by this light of heauen 

I know not how I loft him. 5 ncaucn * 

Here I fcnaele* 

l f 5 c "J 1 did rrefpafie ’gainft hisiouc. 

Either in difcourfe,or thought, or aduall deed, 

DeliSdS e y^ ffllnec fres,or any fence, 
Delightedthem many other forme* 

Or that I doe not yet, and euer did, 

Atideuer will (though he doefliakemeoff 

S<> r r,y r iU0rCement »^ ,oue h,m Merely : 
Comfort forfweare mej vakindnclfe may doe much. 
And his vnkindnefle may defeat my lifc| ^ 

EEFE** mV l0Ue>1 can not fa y whore. 

It doth abhorre me, now ! Ipeake the word, 

tb<? th’addition earne. 

Not the worlds mafic of vanity could make me. 

T ^. I pray you be concent, tis but his humour, 
TkbuCntlllof^^^h^^ *• 
And he doe* chide with you. * ; 

® e f If ewere no other. " 1 ' 

ul V'J lS buc / 0 ’ J warrant you : 

«ke hoy chefe inftrumemafumjnon youto fupper. 
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The meate, great M’eiTengers of Venice flay ; 

Goe in and weeps not, ail thing* Hull be well. . ** wemeie. 

How oo wRoderigo ? „ . n , £ * f f r Roder, §°- 

Rod. I doe not finds that thou, dealft luftly with me. 

lav, Wbat in the contrary l , , 

Rod Euer7 day thou doffcft with fonae demfe I ago ; and rather* 

as it feemes to me now.kee’pft from me all conueniency, then fop- 
plieft me with the leaft aduantage of hope : I will indeed no longer 
indure it, nor am l yet perfwaded to put vp w peace, what already I 

haue foolifhly fuff-red. , . 

lag. will you heare me Rodertgo 
Rod. Sir, I haue heard too much. 

For your words and performance. 

Are no kin together. . 

lav. You charge me molt vniuftly. 

, Rod With nought but tfueth: I haue wafted my ^fe out of 
meanes • the Jewels you haue had from me, to deliuer to Vtfdcmona, 
would halfe haue corrupted a V otarift : you haue told me (he has re- 
ceiu’d em,and return’d me expectation, and comforts, of fuddaioe re- 
Ipeeft andacquaintance,but 1 find none. 

lav. Well, goe to, very Well, . 

Rod. Very well, goe fO* lean not gfrto (man,) nor t is not very 
well j I fay sr-is very fcuruy,andbegin to fin d my felfe fopt m it. 

rH ^fa7idsnotveryiwelt« I will make mv felfe known to W- 

and repent my vnlawfull follicication, if not, allure your felfe, 

feeke Satisfaction of you. 

Jfi. ^aiffaide nothing, but what T proteft entendment ot 

Uv Why now I fee there’s metric in thee, and euen frorn^ this 
inftant doe build on thee a better opinion then e«er before j 

i- f. 
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Without witte andiudgement: But Roderigo, if thou haft that within 
thee indeed, which I haue greater reafon to beleeue now, then eucr.T 
meane, purpofe, courage, and valour- j this night (hew it ; if thou the 
next night following enioyeft not Defdemom, take me from this 
world with treachery, and deuife engines for my life. 

Rod. Well, is it within reafon and compafle ? 

lag. Sir, there is efpeciall commiffion come from Venice. 

To depute Cafsio in Othello's Place. 

Rod. Is that true ? why then Othello and Defdemona 
Returne againe to Venice. 

/*/, Ono,he goes into Mauritania, and takes away with him 
The faire jDe/demona,vnk{fe his abode be linger'd ^ 

Here by fome accident, wherein none can be Co determinate. 

As the remouing of Cafsio. 

Rod. How doe you meane remouing of him ? 

lag. ' Why.by makinghim vncapa6le of Othello's place. 

Knocking out hubraines. 

Rod. And that you would haue me to doe. 

lag. I and if you dare doe your felfe a profit and right ; he fops to 

nighc with a harlotry, and thither will I goe to him ; —he knows not 
yet of hishonourable fortune: if you will watch his going thence, 
which I will rafhion Co fall out between cwelue and one, you (Bay take 

Ji*™ a 5 n < L Ur P* ea ^ urc : * be neere to fecondyour attempt, and he 

fli ill fall betweene vs ; come, ftand no: amaz’d at it, but goe along 
with me, l wi 1 1 (hewyoufoch a necefsity in his death, that you (hall 
tbtnke your felfe bound to put it on him. It is now high (upper time, 

and the night growes to waft : about it. 

Rod. I will heart further reafon for this. 

lag. And you foall be fatisfied. Exeunt. 

Enter Othello, Defdemona Lodoaico,Emillia, , 
and Attendants . 

Lod. I doebefecchyou fir.trouble your felfe no farther. 

. Otb. O pardon me,icih 3 ll doe me good to walke. 

Lod. Madam, good nig it , I ha nbly thankeyour Ladifhip, 

■Def. Your Honour is moll welcome. 

Otb. Willyomwlkefit:— 

’• U -X K-3, ~ ■ VaetS; 
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76 The Tragedy o/'Othello 

Def. My Lord. . ■ , 

Oih. Get you toi>ed o’che inftanri Twill be return'd, forthwith 
difpatch your Attendant there, — looke it be done* Exeunt, 

Def, I will my Lord. 

Em. How goes it now ? he lookcs gentler then he did. 

Def He faieshe will returne incontinent t 
He hath commanded me to goe to bed, 

And bade me to difmiffe you. 

Em . Difmiffe me? 

Def It was his bidding,thercfore good Emlk a, 

Giuc me my nightly wearing,and adieu, 

V Ve muft not now difpleafe him. 

Sm. Would you had neuerfeene him. 

Def So would not I ,my loue doth lo approue him, 

That euen his ftubborncne{fe,his checks and frownes, 

( Prethce vnpin me) haue grace and fauour in them. 

Em. I haue laicd thofe (beets you bad me on the joed. 

De. AH’* one,good£a:her; how foolifh are our mindsj 
If I doe die before thee,prethee (hrowd me 
In one of thofe fame (beets. 

Em Come,come,yotttalke. 

Def My mother had a maid cal’d Barbary, 

She was in loue, and he (be low'd preu’d mad, 

Anddidforiake her, (he had a fong of willow. 

An old thing t'was,but it expreft her fortune, 

And (be died finging ir, that fong to night 
Will not goe from my mind: - 
I haue much to doe ; „ , „ e 

But to goe hang my head all atone fide, and fing it like poore Bay- 
bary $ prcchee difpatch. 

Em. Shall ! goe fetch your mght-gowne? 

Def No,vupin me heere . 

This Ltdouico is a proper man, 

Em, -A very hand fome man. 

Em, Unow a Lady in Venice , would haue walk’d barefooted to 
Falejhnefiox a touch of his neither lip. 




mf- 



Defdemona fings. 

The poore foule fate fighing by a ficamour tree, 
fing alt a green Widow, 

Her hand. o» her be fome, her head on her knee, 
fing widow ,mdoW, Wi/loW • 

Thefiejh (treames ran by her , and murmur’d her moamt . 

fingWitloW. WidoW,wiffow, 

Her fait teares fell from her, which foftned the (tones, 
fing Willow &c. (Lay by thefe.) 

Willow, Willow. 

(Prcthee hie thee, h.’le com? anon.,) 

Sing all a gr een willow mu (l be my garland. 

Let nobody blame him, hie (cornel approue 
(Nay, that’s not next : harke,who’.s that knocks?) 

Em. T’isrhe windc; 

Del) I call’d my loue falfe , but what fityd kt then ? 
fing WilloW, Willow willow , 

If I conn mo Women, joule couch with mo men * 

So, get thee gon.good night, mine eyes doe itch, 

Does that boade weeping ? 

Em. Tis neither here nor there. 

Def. I haue heard it faide fo s O thefe men, thefe men ; 

Doft rhou in confcicnce thinke (tell me Emillia,) 

That there be women doe abufc theic husbands 
In fach groffe kindes / 

Em. There be fome fuch, no qaeftion. 

Def W ouldfi thou doe. fuch a thing,for all the world? 

Em. Why.wouUnotyoa? 

Def No by this heautnl y light* 

Em. Nor l neither.by this hcauenly light, 

I mightas well doe it i.i the darke. 

Def, Wouldd thou doc fuch a deed, for all the world ? 

Em. The world is a huge thing.it is a great price, 

For a (mail vice. 

D-f. In trorh I chink? thou wouldfthot# 

Eta. in. troth i thinke IJbould, and vndo't when I had done fe 
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78 *The '. Tragedy ^Othello 

mary I would not doe fuch a thing for a ioynt-ring, or for meafurcs 
of Lawne.nor tor Gownes,Pctticotes,or Caps, nor any petty cxbi* 
bition ; but for the whole world : why who would not make her hus. 
band a Cuckold to make him a Monarch ? 1 (hould venture purgato- 
ry for ir. 

Def. Bsflirew rre,ifl would doe fuch wrong 
For the whole world. „ 

Em. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i’th world; and hauingthe 
world for your labour, tis a wrong in your owne world, and you 
might quickly make it right, 

Def, I doe not thinke there is any fuch woman. 

Em. Yes, a dozen,andas many to the vantage,as would Sore the 
world they played for. 

But 1 doe thinke it is their husbands faults. 

If wiues doe fall : (fay that they flack their duties. 

And poure our treaflares into forreigne laps, 

Or elfe breake out in peeuilh iealoufies. 

Throwing reftraiot vpon vs ; or fay they ftrikevs. 

Or fcant our former hauing in defpight,) 

Why we haue galles, and though we haue forae grace, 

Y et haue we fome reuenge : Let husbands know 
Their wiues haue fence like them j they fee,andfmell. 

And haue their pallats both for fweet and lowrc. 

As husbands haue : what is it that they doe. 

When they change vs for others ? is it fport f 

I thinke it is ; and doth affeftion breed it ? 

I thinke it doth ; is’t frailty that thus erresf 
It is fo too s and haue not we affe&ions ? 

Defires for fport ? and frailtie as men haue ? 

Then let em vfe vs well, elfe let em know, 

The ills we doe,their ills inftrud vs fo. 

Def. Good night,good night,heaoen me fuch vfes fend, 

;Not co pick bad from bad,but by bad mend. Exeunt. 

JBus 5 . Secern 1 . 

Enter la go and Roderigo. 

lag. T T Ere Rand behind this bulke,ftrait will he come, 

JTl Weare thy good Rapier bare,and puc it heme, 

y. QuickC 



mm 1 0 

lllllllllllJ 



20 



30 



40 



50 



60 




80 



90 



100 



110 







the cTvioore of Venice. 

Qg5cke,qviiwj<Cjfeare nothing,Ile be at thy elbow > 

It makes vs,or it marres vs,thinke of that 
Aad fixe more firme thy refolution. 

R od. Be necre at hand, I may mifearry in’c 

P £ j ?u re 3t thy Iund ’, be bold » and take thy Rand, 
Rod. I haue no great deuotion to the deed ; 

And yet he has giuen me fatisfying reafons • 

Tis but a man gon : forth my fword, he dies’ 
lag. I haue rubd this yoang Quae almoft to the fenfcl 
And he growes angry,now,whcther he kill Cafsio , 

£,afsiQ him, or each doe kill the other 
Euery way makes my game ; li ue Roderivo. 

He calls me to a reftitution large. 

For Gold and Iewells that I bobd from him 
As gifts to Defdemona : 

It muft not be, if Cafsio doeremaine 
He has a daily beauty in his life, * 

That makes me vgly : and befides,the Moore 
May vnfould me ro him ; there Rand I in much perrill ; 
lS:o,hemuR dj.e,bc tfo,T heare him commine. 
enter Cafsio. 

Rod I know- his gate, tis he; villaine thou dieft. 

Caf That thruRhadbin my enemy indeed 

But that my coate is better then thou know’R * 

I will make proofe of thine. 

Rod. O, I am Raine. 

Caf. I am maimd for euer,light ho,murder, 

. Ener Othello. 

Oth. The voice of Cafsio, /^okeepes his word. 

Rod. O villaine that I am. 

Oth. Harke,tis euen fo. 

Caf. O helpeho,light,a Surgeon. 

mi 0 t , b 'n T r S ^ ey0 braue ^’honeftandiuft. 

That hsR fuch noble fenfe of thy friends wrong, 

' hou teacheR me ; minion, your deare lies dead. 

And your vnbleft fare hies; flrumpet I come ; 

S rC L 0 /, m Z bea . rc \ th ° re charmes thine eyes arc blotted, 
by bed luR.flaind,lhall withlufis blood befpotted. 
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The Tragedy of Othello 

Enter Lodouico and Gratiano. 

Gaf. What ho, no watch, no paffage, murder, murder« 

Gra. Tisfo ne mifchance,the cry is very direfull. 

Caf. O help r • lod. Harke* 

Rod. O wretched villaine. 

hod. Two or three grones,it is a heauy night; 

Thefe may be counterfeits, let’s think’t vnfafe 
To come into the cry without more helpe. 

Rod. Nobodv come,then Ihall i bleed to death. 

Enter I ago with a light, 
hod. Harke. 

Gra „ Here’s one comes in his fhirt. with lights and weapons. 
Jag. Who’s there ? whofe noife is this that cries on murder $ 
Lod, 1 doe not know. 

Jag D id not y ou neare a cry ? 

Caf. Here,here Jor heauensiake helpe raft 
fag. Whats the matter ? 

Gra. This is Othello s Antient,a$ I take it. 

Lod. The tame indeed,a very valiant fel-ow. 

Jag What are you here that cry fo grkuoufly 
Caf Iago.O I amfpoilUvndoneby villain.es, 

Giue me fome helpe. 

jag. O meXeiutenanr,.! hat villaineshaue don this? 

Caf. r thmke the one of them is here about, 

And cannot make away. 

Jag. O treacherous villaines: 

What arc you there ? come in and giue fome helpe. 

Rod. O helpe me litre. 

Caf That’s one of em. 

lag. O murderous fi iue.O villaine. T hrttfls hinf'tn. 

Rod. O darribd lago, O inhumaine dog,— 0,0,0. 
lag. Kill men i’che dark" ? where be thofe bloody theeues ? 
Hew Ifilent is this Towne ? Ho, murder, murder : 

What may you be ? arc you of good or cuill? 

Lod. As you fhall prooue v c ,praile vs. 

Jag. Seignior Lodouico.. 

Lod. Hefif. . 

lag. I cry yon mercy : here’s Cafsto hurt by villaines. 

l V* 
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Gra/ Caj, no. 
lag. Hew is it brother? 

Caf. My leg is cut in two. 

^ t*g. Mary heauen forbid: ; 

Light Gentlemen, He bind it with my fliirt 
B* Enter Bianca. * ** 

?£ § SfcSfe® c y / we " 

gledyou? 5 

Gra. I am forry to find you thus, I haue bin to feeke you 

tel iC " d “ ’ ga " cr ’ «» -* '«* • chataroSto cafily 

rid' G ntIen ? en , a!1 ’ r d °e fufpeft thisTrafh 

eare a part m this iniurie • patience a while pond Cmfsin 
Come, come, lend me a light- wmicgood Gafsto % 

Know wee this face,or no > * 

Alas,",. fnend.and my dtKe cam 
Rodengoino, ycsSuc , y„, tis R , d * 

Gra. What,o iVtnice? 

lag. Euen he fir,did you know him ? 

Gra. Know him?!. 

-n/r* J e,g i nior G / atiam /cty you gentle pardon- 

Gra. I am glad to fee you- 

lag. How doe you Cafsio ? O, a chaire, a chaire. 

Gra. Rodertgo? 

lag. He tis he : O that’s well faid,a chaire : 

Some good man beare him carefully from hence, 
lie fetch the Generalls Surgeon : for you miftrifle, 

Saue you your labour.he that lies flaine betc^Caftio ,) 

Was my dearc friend ; what malice was betwixt you ? 

t mi 06 ? C ? e worId > nor doe 1 know the man. 

- *g* What,looke y ou pale ? O beare him out o’che aire# 

L ’ Say, 
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go The Tragedy of Othello 

Stay you good Gentlewoman,looke you pale miftriffe ? 
Doe you perceiue the ieaftures of her eye ? 

Nay,an you ftirre,we (hall haue more anon : 

Behold her well I pray you, look? vporfher. 

Doe you fee Gentlemen? nay guiltinefle 

Will fpeake, though tongues were out of vfe. Enter brnu 
Em. ’Las what’s the marter ? what’s the matter husband* 
Uv. Cafsio has here bio fet on in the darke. 

By R oderigo,and fellowes that are fcap c, 

Hee’s alnaoft (laihe,snd Roderigo dead. 

Em. Alas good gentleman, alas goea Cafsio. 

I*r. This is the fruite of whoring ; prithee EmUlia , 

Goe know of Cafsio where he fupt to night : 

Whatjdoeyoulhakcat that? 

Tia. He fupt at my houfe.but I therefore make not. 
lag. o did he fo,I charge you goe with me. 

Em. Fie vpon thee ftrumpet. 

'BU. I am no ftrumpet, but of life as honelt, 

As you,that thus abufe me, 

Em. As 1 5 now fie vpon thee. 

Ur. Kind Gentlemen,let’s goe fee poore Cafto drJt j 
Come miftreffe,you muft tell s another tale. 

Emillia. runne you to the Cittadell, 

And tell my Lord and Lady what has hapt ; 

Will you goe on ? I pray : This is the night. 

That either makes me,or foredoes me quite. gxemU 

Enter Othello with a light y and Defdemona tn her bed. 
Oth. It is the caufe,it is the caufe,my foule. 

Let me not name it to you you chafte ftarreS : 

It is the caufe.yet lie not .(bed her blood 
Nor fcarre that whiter skin of hers then (now, 

And fmooth as monumentall alablafter 5 
Yet (he muft dye,dfefiice>;i betray more men. 

Put out the light.and then put our the light : 

If I quench thee.thou flaming mimiter, 

3 can aeaine thy former light reftore, 

Should I repent me | but once put out thine, ^ 
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Thou cuhningft patterne of excelling nature, 

I know not where is that promethian heate. 

That can thy light relumine : when I haue pluckt the rofe : 

I cannot giue it vitall growth againe * 

It muft needs wither ; He fmell ic on the tree i . 

A balmy breath, that doth almoft perfwade 
a uflice her felfe to breake her fword : one more : 

Be thus when thou art dead,and I will kill thee, 

And loue thee after : one more,and this the laft : 

So fweet was ne’re fo fatall j I muft weepe 
But they are cruel! tearcs : this forrow’s heauenly, 

!t ftnkes where it does Joue : (he wakes. 

^>t[. Who’s there? Othello? 

Oth, I, Defdemona. 

?>ef Will you come to bed my Lord > 

Oth Haue you prayed to nigU, Defdemona? 

Def I my Lord. 

Oth. If you betbinkc your felfe of any crime, 

V nreconctl d as yet to heauen and grace 7 
Sohcitefor it ftraite. 

alu w a nT doe you meane by that ? 

Oth Welljdoe it, and be briefe,lwill walkeby 
I would not kill thy vnprepared fpirit ^ 

No heauen fore-fendj would not kill thy foule 
Def lalke you of killing? 

Oth. I, I doe. 

Def Then heauen haue mercy on me. 

Oth. Amen,withall my heart. 

If y° u fa y fo » I hope you will, not kill me. 

Oth. Hum. 

And yet I feare you, for y ’are fatall then, 
f ilen y°^ e yes roule fo: why I ftouidfearejknownot. 

Since guilcineffe I know not,buc yet I feele I feare. 
uth. r hinkc on thy iinnes* 

T)ef They are loues I beare to you e 
Oth, And for that thou dieft* 

That deathe’s vnnaturall,that kills for louirg : 

Alas,wny kn$vv you fo your neat her lip : 

^ 3 Some 
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83 c rbe Ifragedy of Othello 

Some bloody pafllon (hakes yoar very frame, 

Thefe are portents : but yet I hope 
They doe not point on me. 

Oth . Peace,and be dill. 

Def. I will fo, what’s the matter ? 

Oth. That handkerchiefe which I fo lou’d.and, gaue thee. 

Thou gaueft to Cafto. 

Def. No,by my life and foule, 

Send for the man and aske him. 

Oth, Sweet foule take heed,take heed of permry, 

Thou art on thy death-bed. 

Def. I,but not yet to di,e. 

Oth. Yes,prefently : 

Therefore confefl'ethee freely of thy finne. 

For to deny each article with oath 

Cannot remoue,norchoake the ftipng conception 

That I doe groane withall : thou art to die* 

Def. Then Lord haue mercy on me. 

Oth. I fay amen. 

Def. And haue you mercy too : , . _ . 

I neuer did offend you in my life,— ncuer lou d Cafno, 

But with fuch gcnerall warranty of heauen. 

As I might loue 5 1 neuer gaue him token* ; 

Oth. By heauen I faw my handkerchiefe in his hand . 

0 periur’d vornan,thou doll (lone my heart, 

And makft me call, what I intend to doc, 

A murder, which I thought afacrificc $ 

1 faw the handkerchiefe. 

Def He found ic then, 

I neuer gaue it him/end for him hither , 

Let him confcffc a truth. 

Oth. He has confeft* 

Def. What, my Lord? 

Oth. That he hath — vfde thee, 

Def. HoWjVnlawlully ? 

Oth. I. 

Def. He will not (ay fo* 

Oth. No,his mouth is dop’d, ^ Honed 









nuneit ftp hath tane order for’t. 

M^grutreuengc had fiomacke forem all. 

Oth n A () f £ ,S betra,d > and I vndone, 

Def o *Sf wec Peft ^ou for him to my face ? 

ot &t^ lord ' braki11 ™"- 

ol nSE 

x>'f Hut halfean houre. 

Oth. Being don, there is no paufe. 

■Def* But while I fey one Draver / /•<* 

Oth. Tistolate P 7 n . he fisher, 

I that am crueli,am yet merciful! ** * n ° C ^ cc< J uite dead? 

1 W p Uld ™ ha f thee lin § er in thy paine t — fo fo 
Em. What ho,my Lord,my Lord. * * 

Oth. Who’s there? 

o7h Y^sti&Em W° r h 1 de A. CalCe 3 Word with you, 

Tislikp L, r*’ by and b y : fhec's dead; 

t . ? T S to fpeakc o{ death ; 

Then°yfe ms heerej ha.no more a ,oumg 

1 1 hilk- fcP Ue : Come in ? «*$ good? 

Iflhernr^ n eS T me 5 no ’ w hat‘s the bett ? 

If Are come m, (he *e fure fpea ke to my wife. 

M} wire, my wife, what wife ? I ha no wife • 

o infoppomble , O be#,, hour,. ‘ 

Me thinks it (houldibs row a hug. Ecclips 

Oth. What 6 ? now £ rd, * ontefoule tnHrders done. 
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8d, TbeTragedy 0 / Othello 

Em. But now my Lord. 

Oth. It isthe very error of the Moone, 

She comes more neere the earth then {he was won.* , 
And makes men mad. r . 

Em. Cafsio my Lord has kil’d a young VenttM»> 

Cal’d Roderigo. 

Oth , Roderigo kild,and Cafsio kild? 

Em. No, Cafsio is not kild; f 

Oth. Not Cafsio kild ? theu murder's out of tune. 

And fweet reuenge growes harfh. 

Def. O falfly>faiay murdered. 

Em. Ahlas,what cry is that ? 

Oth. That, what? . 

Em. Out and alas,it-was my Ladies voyce s 

Helpejhelpe^ho helpe,Q Lady fpeake againe. 

Sweet T> e fdemona , O fw eet miftreflefpeake. 

Def. A guilcU-ffe death I die . ■ 

Em. O who has done this deed ? 

Def. Nobody.Iray rej^farcweU: 

Commend me to my kinde Lord,0 farewell. 

o, 3! Why how Ihouldlhe be murdered? 

Oth Youheardhetfay ,het felfc,it was not I. 

E * She fay d fo,I muft needs report a truth. 

Oth. She’s like a Iyer gone to burning he , 

T’was I that kild her. 

Em. O.themore AngdUhe, 

And you the blacker demll. w hore. 

Oth . She turn’d to folly, and ** dcoil j. 

Em Thou doeft bely her and thou art a aeu 

Oth. She was falle as water. 

Em. Thouartrafh as ir ,^V _ was ^eauenly true. 



IT 

ill 



> I were damn’d beneath all deptn m nui, 

lutthat I did proceed vpon raft grounds 
o this extremity ithy husband knew it a . 

Em. My husband : ' 
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Oth. Thy husband. 

Em. That Ihe was falfe to wedlocke ? 

Oth. I,with c afsio : nay, had (he bin true. 

It heauen would make me fuch another world 
Of one intire and perfeft Crifolite, * 

I dc not haue fold her for it. 

Em. My husband? 

Oth. I, twas he that told me firft j 
An honeft man he island hates the flime 
That ftickes on filthy deedes. 

Em. My husband? 

°Em Oh M-n ecds “4 woman, I fay thy husband. 

Oh Miftrcs, villany hath made raockes with loue s 
My husband fay that (he was falfe ? 

. . He woman,I fay thy husband ; doft underftand the word/ 

My friend, thy husband, honcft.honeft /ago. ™ 

Em. If be fay fo.may his pernitious foulc 
Rot halfe a graine a day ; he lies to’th heart, 
toofond of her moft filthy bargaine. 

Em. Doc thy word ; 

This deed of thine is no more worthy heauen. 

Then thou waft worthy her. 

Oth. Peace,you were beft. 

As ignorant as durt j thou haft done a deed— 

I care not for thy fword.Ile make thee know, 

Tho Iloft twenty Hues : helpe,helpe,0 helpe . 

The Moore has kild my Miftrelfc, murder, murder. 

.. ^!l e f M° ntano iGragantio,Iago,W others. 

Mon .' What is the matter ? how now Generali ? 

Em O,areyou come logo ? you haue done well, 

Thatmen rouft lay their murder on your neck. 

Gra. What is the matter ? 

Em. Difprooue this villaine, if thou bee’A a man j 
He (ayes thou toldft him that his wife was falle * 
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8 7 ’The Tragedy of Othello 

I know thou dift not, thou art not fuch a villaine s: 1 - 

Speake,for my heart is full. 

lag. 1 told him what I thbught,and told no more. 

Then what he found himfeife was apt and true. : 

Em. But did you euer tell him fhe Was falfe ? 

Jag. I did. • - 

Em. You told a lie,an odious damned lie ; 

Vpon my foulcaiie, a wickedlie; 

She falfe with Cafsio • did you fay with Cafs to ? 

lug. With Cafsio miftrefTe ; go to.charmeyour tongue.' 

€ m. I will not clurme my tongue,! am boundto fpeake j- 
My Miftreflfe here lies murdered in her bed. 

All. Oh heauens-forefend. " 

Em. And your reports haue fet the murderer on* 

Oth. Nay, flare not mafters,it is true indeed,. 
fra. Tis allrange truth.. 

Mon. O monftrous aftT 
Em. Vi!Iany,villany,vii!any; 
pthinke vpon’t, I thinke, I fmell a villiny ; 

1 thought fothen ; lie kill my felfeforgriefe, 

0 villany,viliany. 

lag. What are you m id ?I charge you get you horn e; 

Em. Good Gentlemen let me haue leaue to fpeake ; 

Tis proper I obey him ,but not now : 

Perhaps lago % \ will nete goe' home. 

Otb, Oh, oh, oh. ~ Oth falls on the bed.; 

Em. Nay , lay thee downe, and roare, 

For thou haft kild the fweete ft innocent. 

That ere did lift vp eye. 1 

Oth. O (he was foule : 

1 fcarcedid know you Vncle, there lies your Niece, 

Whofe breath indeed,the(e handshaue newly ftoptj 
I know this aft fhewes terrible and grirn. 

Gr. Poore ‘Defdemona, I am g : ad thy father's dead. 

Thy match was mortall to him,and pure grit fe 
Shore his old thread in twaine : did he liue now, 

This fight would make him doe a defperate turtle, 

Yca,curfe his better Angel! from his fide, ^ ^ 
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And fill to reprobation. 

Ti ? pittifulljbutyet lago knowes 
T h ? r ^ r e ^ u . h Cffif, had the aft of fhame * 

A thoufand times committed- CaOi^lc a • 

Aadflw did grKi fie h, s aC'„^k° fCft “ = 

^ ith that recngnifance and pledge of loue 

k aU l hC t r J 1 faW his hand* 

It was a handkerchiefs, an antique token 

My Father g^ue my Mother. H " 

£m Oheaum.O heauenly powers 
l*g. Come,hold your peace. 

Em. Twill out,twillout:I hold mv peace fi, „„ 
lie be in fpeaking.liberall as the north ; “ * 

tfi l ]f aucn i and men ’ and d£ uils,Iec cm all 
AH,all cry fhame againft me,yet He fpeake. 
t*g. Be wife,and get you home. * 

Em* I will nor. 

Em n £ y ° U ; u° rd v P° n a > 

• * found b y fortune, a JdX C g*S tbou r P e akft on. 

For often with a folemne eaLftn^ ^ 

Villainous whore. 

aSTa-^ gai,e k , c * fti9} n ° J a!as I found it 
And I did giu t ray husband. ’ 

%• Fiith,tlnu fieft. 

o fr ,a r> 

Doe with * f00le 

Oth. AreTiS^olK 

Em Rnu * he hss kild irife# 

'^saassssasarw 

M * ^ , 

Come, 
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S 9 The Tragedy of Othello 

Come, guard the doore without, let him not paflc. 

But kill him rather ; lie after that fame villaine. 

For tis a damned flaue. Exit Mont. and Gratiano, 

Otb. I am not valiant neither, 

But euery puny whipfter gets my fword: 

But why fliould honour out-liuc honefty ? 

Let it goe all. 

£m. What did thy fong bode Lady ? 

Harke,canft thou hcare me ? I will play the Swan, 

And die in muficke ; Willow; mBovr,vnMow. 

Moore,lhe was chaft.lhe lou*d thee cruell Moore, 

So come my foule to bliffeas I fpeake true ; 

So fpeaking as I thinke,l dic,I die. jhe dies . 

Otb, lhaue another weapon in this chamber, * 

It is a fword of Spaine, the lfcbrookes temper : 

0 here it is } Vncle,I rouft come forth. Gra. Within* 

Gra. If thou attempt it,it will coft thee deere. 

Thou haft no weapon, and perforce rouft fuffer. 

Otb. Looke in vpon me theroand fpeake to me. 

Or naked as I am, I will affault thee. 
gra. What is the matter? 

Otb. Behold, lhaue a weapon, 

A better neuer did it felfefuftaine 

Vpon a Soldiers thigh tl haue feene the day . 

That with this little arme.and this good fword 1 , 

1 hauemade'my way through more impediments 
Then twenty times your flop : but O vaine boaft. 

Who can controule his fate? tis not fo now. 

Be not a ffraid, though you doe fee me weapon d j 
Here is my iournies end, here is my butte. 

The very Sea-marke of my vtmoft faile. 

Doe you goe backedifmaid ? tisa loft feare, j 

Man but a rulh againft Othello's breaft, 

And he retires. Where fhould Othello goe ? 

How doft thou looke now ? O ill ftat’J wen cb. 

Pale as thy fmocke j when we (hall meet at compt. 

This looke of thine will hurle my foule from hcauen, 

And fiends will fnatch at it ; cold, coldly girle, 
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the Moore of Venice. 



Euen like thy chaftity : O curfed flaue i 
Whip me you deuills. 

From the poflfeflion of this heauenlv fight 
Blow me about in winds, roaft me iJ future 
Wafh me in fteepe downe gulphes of liquid fire* 

© Defdemena^efdensonc \ dead,0,o,o? 

Enter Lodouic^Montano^ officers t 
r j *n a chair e 

Otb nSfi! 5 “ U(h3nd mol} ^fortunate man ? 

™ I h , at s he * was Othello, here I am. 

Ifthtt thou beeft adcuilll cannot kilUh~ “ ‘ ^ 

I bleed fir,but not kiPd 

What ihould be faid to thee ? 

Otb. Why, any thing. 

An honourable murderer if you will » 

For nought did I in hate, but all in honour. 

Led. This wretch hath part confeft his villainy • 

D £you and he confent in Cafsio's death ? 7 ’ 

Ga, DeareGenerall.I didneuergiue youcaufe 
Otb. I doe beleeue it,and I askeyoupardon- 
WxH you 1 pray.dcmaund that demy deuill * 

Why he hath thus infnar’d my foule and body ? 

Eoet, Wnar,not to pray? 

Gra. Torments will ope your Uds 

Otb. WelLthoudoeft bcff. P 

Lod. Sir,you (hall vnderftand what hath befa'ne. 

Which 4 as I think you know not : here is a letter 
* Hi ' 
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9 1 The Tragedy of Othello 

Found in the pocket of the fiaine Roderigo j 
And here another •, ihe one of them imports 
The death of Cafsto , to be vndertooke by Roderigo, 

Oth. O villaine. 

Caf. Moft heathen! (h,and mod grofle. 

Led. Nowhere* another difcontented paper. 

Found in his pocket too.and this it fecmes, 

Roderigo meant to hiue fentthis damned villaine s 
But chat belike, I Ago in the interim 
Came in, and fatisned him. 

Oth. O the pernicious catieffe • 

How came you Caftio by a handkerchiefe 
That was my wifes ? 

Caf. I found it in my chamber ; 

And he himfelfe confeft it but eucn now. 

That there he dropt it,for a fpeciall purpofe, ' 

Which wrought to his defire, 

Oth. O foole.foole.foole. 

Caf. There is befides in Rodtrigoet letter. 

How he obraidcs logo, that he made him 
Braue me vpon the watch, whereon it came. 

That I was caft ; and euen but now he fpake. 

After long feeming dead, logo hurt him, 
ikyofethimon. . , 

Lod You mutt forfake this roome,aftd goc With vs, 
Y our power and your command is taken oft, 

And Cofsio rules in Cyprus : For thisflaue, 

I f there be any cunning cruelty , 

That can torment him nr)ueh,and holdhimlong, 

It (hall be his : You (hall cloft prifoner reit, 

Till that the nature of your fault be knowne 
To the Venetian State ; come,bring him away. 

Oth. Soft you a wordor two before you goe ; 

I haue done the State fome fcruice,and they know t . 
No more of that : I pray you m your letters. 

When you (hall theft vnlucky deeds relate, 

Speake of me as I am ; nothing extenuate. 

Nor fee downs ought in malice ; then you mau ipea * 
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the Moore of Venice. 

Ofone thit lou'd not wifely,but too well : 

Of one not eafily icalo US; but being wrought 

f S Ct K n l hC r e , Xtrea , me : of one *hofe ^nd;’ 

Like the baft Indian, threw a pearle away, 

?!& Che ? a ! 1 his . Trib ? of one lubdued.eyes,, 

Albeit vnufed to the melting moode * 

Drop teares,as faft as the Arabian trees 
Them medicinal] gum : Set you downe this 
And fay befides, that in Aleppo once, 

Where a Malignant and a Turband Turke. 

Beace a V enttian , and traduc’d the State • * 

I tooke bi’th throate the circumcifed dog* 

And fmote him thus. < He ft abs himfelfe. 

Lod. O bloody period. 

Ora. All that’s fpoke is mard. 

Oth. I kifttbcc ere I kild thee, no way but this, 
Killing my fe!fe,to dye vpon a kiffe. He dies 

Caf. This did I f C are,but thought he had no weaponi 

For he was great of heart. * 

Lod. OS par tune dog. 

More fell then anguifh, hunger, or the Sea; 
looke on the tragicke lodging of this bed. 

This is thy worke j the obied poifons fight. 

Let it be hid : Gratiano , kcepe the houfe. 

And ceaze vpon the fortunes of the Moore, 

For they fucceed to you : To you Lord Gouernour 1 
Kemaines the cenfure of this helhfh villaine. 

The time, die place.the torture; O enforce it 
My felfe will (trait aboord,and to the State, 

Thisheauy ad wichheauy heart relate. 

Exeunt mm, 
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